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PREFACE 


Ip this kind of composition, of which the two years* 
product is now hi id before the public, fail in art, as it 
constantly does and must, it at least has the advan- 
taj?e-of a certain truth and honesty, wliich a work 
more elaborate might lose. Jn his constant (5ommu- 
nicatibn with the reader, the writer is forced into 
frankness of expression, and to speak out his own 
mind and feelings as they urg? him. Many a slip of 
tlie pen and the nriiiter, many a word spoken in haste, 
be sees and would recall as he looks over liis volume. 
It is a sort of confidential talk between writer and 
reader, which must often be dull, must often flag. In 
the course of his volubility, the peipetiial sj)t*iikcr must 
of iH*eessity lay bare Ins own wi‘akiiesses, vanities, 
]»eculiarities. And as we judge of a man’s (diameter, 
after long frequenting bis society, not by one sjxiech, 
or by one mood or opinion, or by one day’s talk, but 
by the tenor of his general bearing and conversation ; 
so of a writer, who delivm's himstdf up to you perforct^ 
uni*(‘,servedly, you say, Is he honest? Do(‘s he kdl 
the truth in the main ? Does he seem actuated by a 
desire to find out and speak it? Is he a (piack, who 
shams sentiment, or mouths for effect ? Does he seek 
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popularity by claptraps or other arts ? I can no more 
ignore good fortune than any other chance which has 
befallen me. I have found many thousands more 
readers than I ever looked for. I have no right to say 
to these, You shall not find fault with my art, or fall 
asleep over niy pages ; but 1 ask you to believe that 
this person writing strives to tell the truth. If there 
is not that, there is nothing. 

Perl^aps the lovers of “excitement” may care to 
know, that this book began with a very precise plhn, 
which was entirely put aside. Ladies and gentlemen, 
yo\i were to have been treated, and the writer^s and 
the publisher’s jioeket benefited, by the recital of the 
most acdive horrors. What more exciting than a ruf- 
fian (with inr^ny admirable virtues) ^in St Giles’s, 
visited constantly by a young lady from Belgravia? 
What more stirring than the contrasts of society? 
the mixture of slang and fashionable language? the 
escapes, the batth^s, the murders ? Nay, up to nine 
o’clock this very morning, my poor friend, Colonel 
Altaiuont, was (IooukmI to execution, and the author 
only relented when his vi(!tim was actually at the 
window. 

The “ exciting ” plan was laid aside (with a very 
honorable forbearance on the part of the publishers), 
lK»cause, on attcm])ting it, I found that I failed from 
\vant of experience of my subject ; and never having 
been intimate witli any convict in my life, and the 
manners of ruftians and jail-birds being quite un- 
familiar to me, the idea of entering into comj)etition 
with M. Eugene Sue W'as abandoned. To describe a 
real rascal, you must make him so horrible that he 
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would be too hideous to show ; and unless the painter 
paints him fairly, I hold he has no right to show him 
at all* 

Even the gentlemen of our age — this is an attempt 
to describe one of them, no better nor worse than most 
educated men — even these we cannot show as they 
are, with the notorious foibles an^"’ selfishness of their 
lives and their education. Since the author ^f Tom 
Jclhes was buried, no writer of fiction among us has 
been permitted to depict to his utmost power a Man. 
We must drape him, and give him a certain conven* 
tional simper. Society will not tolerate the Natural 
in our Art. Many ladies have remonstrated and sub- 
scribers left me, because in the course of the story, I 
described a young man resisting and affected by temp- 
tation. My object was to say, that he had the pas- 
sions to feel, and the manliness and generosity to 
overcome them. You will not hear — it is best to 
know it — what moves in the real world, what passes 
in society, in the clubs, colleges, mess-rooms, — what 
is the life and talk of your sons. A little more frank- 
ness than is customary has been attempted in this 
story ; with no bad desire on the writer’s part, it is 
hoped, and witli no ijll consequence to any reader. If 
truth is not always pleasant; at any rate truth is best, 
from whatever chair — from those wlnmce graver 
writers or thinkers argue, as from that at whi(di the 
story-teller sits as he concludes his labor, and bids his 
kind reader farewell. 

Kensington, Nov. 26, 185a 
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CHAPTEK I. 

SHOWS HOW FIRST LOVE MAY INTERRUPT 
BREAKFAST. 

One fine morning in the full London season, Major 
Arttiur* Pen(feunis (mine over from his lodgings, ac- 
cording to his custom, to breakfast at a certain Club 
in Pall Mall, of which he was a chief ornament. At 
a quarter past ten the Major invariably made his ap- 
pearance in the best blacked boots in all London, 
with a checked morning cravat that never was rum- 
])h‘d until dinner time, a buff waistcoat which bore 
the crown of his sovereign on the buttons, and linen 
so spotless that Mr. Brummel himself asked the name 
of his laundress, and would probably have employed 
her had not misfortunes compelled that great man to 
fly the country. Pendennis’s coat, his white gloves, 
his whiskers, his very emne, were perfect of their kind as 
specinnms of the costume of a military man en retraite. 
At a distan(!e, or seeing his back merely, you would 
have taken him to be not more than thirtj^ years old : 
it was only by a nearer inspec^tion that you saw the 
factitious nature of his rich brown hair, and that there 
were a few crows-feet round about the somewhat faded 
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"eves of his handsome mottled face. His nose was of 
Wellington pattern. His hands and wristbands 
were Ix^auti fully long and white. On the latter he 
wore liandsoine gold buttons given to him by his 
Royal Highness the Duke of York, and on the others 
more than one elegant ring, the chief and largest 
of them being emblazoned with the famous arms of 
Fendennis. 

He always took possession of the same table in the 
same (tcfrner of the room, from which nobody ev«r 
now thought ousting him. One or two mad wags 
aftd wild fellows had, in former days, endeavored to 
deprive him of this jdacie ; but there was a quiet dig- 
nity m the Major’s manner as he took his seat at the 
next, table, and surveyed the int(‘rlopers, which ren- 
dered it impossible for any man to sit JLud breakfast 
under his eye; and that table — by the fire, and yet 
near tlie window — became his own. His letters were 
laid out there* in ex})ectation of his arrival, and many 
was the young f(*llow about town who looked with 
woiuh*r at the number of those notes, and at the seals 
and franks winch th(‘y bore. If there was any ques- 
tion about eti(pi(*ttt*, society, who was married to 
whom, of wliat age such and such a duke was, Pen- 
dennis was tla^ man to whom every one appealed. 
Marchion(*ssi*s used to drive up to the Club, and leave 
notes for him, or fetch him out. He was perfectly 
affable. Tin* young men liked to walk with him in 
the Park or down Pall Mall; for he touched his hat 
to eveiylxjdy, and every other man he met was a 
lord. « 

The Maj{u sat down at his acjcustomed table then, 
and while the waiters went to bring him his toast and 
Ids hot newspaper. In* surveyed his letters through 
his gold double eye-gla^is, and examined one pretty 
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note after another, and laid them by in order. There 
were large solemn dinner cards, suggestive of three 
courses and heavy conversation ; there were neat lit- 
tle confidential notes, conveying female entreaties; 
there was a note on thick official paper from the Mar- 
quis of Steyne, telling him to come to Richmond to a 
little party at the Star and Garter ; and another from 
the Bishop of Ealing and Mrs. Trail, requesting the 
honor of Major Pendennis’s company at Ealing House, 
ail of which letters Pendennis read gracefully, and 
with the more satisfaction, b(*cause Glowry, tlie Scotch 
surgeon, breakfasting opposite to him, was looking on, 
and hating him for having so many invitations, which 
nobody ever sent to Glowry. 

These perused, the Mjijor took out his pocket-book 
to see mi what days he was disengagcnl, and which of 
these many hospitable calls he could afford to accept 
or decline. 

He threw over Cutler, the East India Director, in 
Baker Street, in order to dim^ with Lord Steyne and 
the little French party at the Star and Garter — the 
Bishop he accepted, because, though the dinner was 
slow, he liked to dnie with bishops — and so went 
through his list and disi)osed of them according to his 
fancy or interest. Then he took his breakfast and 
looked over the j)apcr, tin*. gaz(^tte, the births and 
deaths, and the fashionable intelligence, to see that 
his name was down among the guests at my Ij^)rd So- 
and-so’s fete, and in the intervals of these occupations 
carried on cheerful conversation with his ac(piain- 
tances about the room. ♦ 

Among the letters wliicdi formed Major IVndennis’s 
budget for that morning there was only one unread, 
and which lay solitary and apart fiom iill the hishion- 
able London letters, with a country postmark and a 
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Ii0mdy seal The superscription was in a pretty deli- 
cate female hand, marked immediate” by the fair 
writer; yet the Major had, for reasons of his own, 
neglected up to the present moment his humble rural 
petitioner, who to be sure could hardly hope to get a 
hearing among so many grand folks who attended his 
levee. The fact was, this was a letter from a female 
relative of Pendennis, and while the grandees of her 
brother’s acquaintance were received and got their 
interview#, and drove off, as it were, the patient courf^ 
try letter remained for a long time waiting for an 
audience in the ante-chamber, under the slop-basin. 

At last it came to be this letter’s turn, and the 
Major broke a seal with Fairoaks ” engraved upon 
it, and Clavering St. Mary’s” for a postmark. It 
was a double letter, and the Major cofUnienfted^ pe- 
rusing the envelope before he attacked the inner 
epistle. 

Is it a letter from another «7bo/c,” growled Mr. 
Glowry, inwardly. “ IVndeiiiiis would not be leaving 
that to the last, I ’m thinking,” 

** My dear Major l*endennis,” the letter ran, I beg 
and implore you to come to me immediately ” — very 
likely, thought Pendennis, and Steyne’s dinner to-day 

— “I am in the greatest grief and perplexity. My 
dearest boy, who has been hitherto everything the 
fondest mother could wish, is grieving me dreadfully^ 
He has formed — I can hardly write it — a passion, 
an infatuation,” - the Major grinned — “ for an actress 
who has been performing here. She is at least twelve 
years older than Arthur — who will not be eighteen 
till next February — and the wretched boy insists 
upon marrying her.” 

“ Hay ! What ’s making Pendennis .swear now ? ” 

— Mr* Glowry asked of himself, for rage and wonder 
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were concentrated in the Major^s open mouth, as he 
read this astounding announcement. 

« Do, my dear friend,” the grief-stricken lady went 
on, “ come to me instantly on the receipt of this ; and, 
as Arthur^s guardian, entreat, command, the wretched 
child ti) give up this most deplorable resolution.” 
And, after more entreaties to tl^e above effect, the 
writer concluded by signing her' elf the Major’s “ un- 
happy affectionate sister, Helen Pendennis.” 

• Fairoaks, Tuesday ” — the Major concludted, read- 
ing the last words of the letter — A d — d pretty 
business at Fairoaks, Tuesday ; now let us see what 
the boy Las to say ; ” and he took the other letter, 
which was written in a great floundering boy’s hand, 
and sealed with the large signet of the Pendennises, 
even Iftrger •than the Major’s own, and with supple- 
mentary wax sputtered all round the seal, in token of 
the writer’s tremulousness and agitation. 

The epistle ran thus, — 

“ Faikoaks, Monday, Midnight, 
‘‘My dear Uncle, — In informing you of my engagement 
with Miss C(»8tig{iii, daughter of J. Chesterfield Costigan, Esq., 
of Costiganstowii, but, i^erhaps, better known to you under her 
professional name of Miss Fotheringay, of the Theatres Royal 
Drury Lane ami Oow Street, and of the Norwich and Welsh 
Circuit, I nm aware that I make an announcement which can- 
not, acctmling to the present prejudices of society at least, be 
welcome to my family. My deare.st mother, on whom, God 
knows, I would wish to inflict no needless pain, is de(iply 
moved and grieved, I am sorry to say, by the intelligence which 
I have this night conveyed to her I beseech you, my dear 
Sir, to come dt)wn and reason with her and console her. Al- 
though obliged by poverty to earn an honorable maintenance 
by the exercise of her splendid talents, Miss (Jostigan’s family 
is as ancient and noble as our own. When our ancestor, Ralph 
Pendennis, landed with Richard II. in Ireland, my Emily's 
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" forefatbers were kings of that country. I have the information 
from Mr. Costigan, who, like yourself, is a militery man. 

“ It is in vain I have attempted to argue with my dear 
mother, and prove to her that a young lady of irreproachable 
character and lineage, endowed with the most splendid gifts of 
beauty and genius, who devotes herself to the exercise of one 
of the noblest professions, for the sacred purpose of maintain- 
ing her family, is a being vrhom we should all love and rever- 
ence, rather than avoid ; — my poor mother has prejudices 
which it is imj)osailde for my logic to overcome, and refuses 
to welcomft to her arms one who is disposed to be her most 
affectionate daughter through life. 

“ Although Mi.ss Costigan is some years older than myself, 
that circumstance does not o])erate as a barrier to my affection, 
and I am sure wdll not influence its duration. A love like 
mine, Sir, I feel, is contracted once and forever. As I never 
had dreamed of love until I saw her — I feel now that I shall 
die without ever knowing another passion. the 'fate of 

my life ; and luiving loved once, I should despise myself, and 
be unwoi-tby of my name as a gentleman, if I hesitated to abide 
by my passion : if I did not give all where I felt all, and en- 
dow the woman who loves me fondly with my whole heart 
and my whole fortune. 

I press for a sj)eedy marriage with my Emily — for why, 
ill truth, sliould it be delayed ? A delay implies a doubt, 
w'bich 1 cast from me as unworthy It is impossible that my 
sentiments can change towards Emily — that at any age she 
can be anything but the sole object of my love. Why, then, 
wait ? I entreat you, my dear Uncle, to come down and i*econ- 
cile my dear mother to our union, and I address you as a man 
of the world, qni mores hnminam multorum vidit et urhes, w^ho 
will not feel any of the weak scruples and fears which agitate 
a lady who has scarcely ever left her village. 

“ Pray, come down to us immediately. I am quite confident 
that — apart from considerations of fortune — you will admire 
and approve of my Emily. 

“ Your afiectionate Nephew, 


“ Arthur Pendennis, Jr.’ 
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When the Major had concluded the perusal of this 
letter, his countenance assumed an expression of such 
rage and horror that Glowry, the surgeon, felt in his 
pocket for his lancet, which he always carried in his 
card-case, and thought his respected friend was going 
into a fit. The intelligence was indeed sufficient to 
agitate Pendennis. The head of the Pendennises 
going to marry an actress ten years his senior, — the 
head-strong boy about to plunge into matrimony. 

The mother has spoiled the young rascal, groaned 
the Major inwardly, “ with her (mrsed sentimentality 
and romantic rubbish. My nephew marry a tragedy 
queen ! Gracious mercy, peojde will laugh at me so 
that I shall not dare show my head ! ” And he 
thought with an inexpressible ])ang tlmt he must 
giv^ up Lord SteyiK'^s dinner at Richmond, and must 
lose his rest and pass the night in an abominable 
tight mail-coach, instead of taking pleasure, as he 
had j)r()niised himself, in some of the most agreeable 
and select society in England. 

He quitted his breakfast-t^ble for the adjoining 
writing-room, and there ruefully wrote off refusals to 
the Marquis, tlie Earl, the Risho]), and all his enter- 
tainers ; and he orden^d his servant to take places in 
the mail-coach for that evening, of course charging the 
sum which he disbursed for the seats to the account of 
the widow and the young scapegrace of whom he was 
guardian. 



CHAPTER 11. 


A PEDIGEEK AND OTHEB FAMILY MATTEES. 

EAELY*in the Regency of George the Magnificent 
there lived in a small town in the west of England, 
called Clavering, a gentleman whose name was l*en- 
dennls. There were those alive who remembered 
liaving seen his name ])ainted on a board, which was 
surmounted by a gilt ])estle and mortar over the door 
of a very humble litth* sho]) in th(‘ city of 'Rath,* \vhvn*e 
Mr. Pendennis exercised the prof(*ssi()n of apothecary 
and surgeon ; and wh(*re he not only attended gentle- 
men in their si(!k-rooms, and ladies at the most inter- 
esting p('riods of thidr lives, but would condescend to 
sell a brown-pa])er jdaster to a farmer’s wife across 
the counter, — or to vend tooth-brushes, hair-powder, 
and London ]»erfunH*rv. 

And yet that little apothecary who sold a stray cus- 
tomer a, ])enny worth of salts, or a move fragrant cake 
of Windsor soap, was a gentleman of good education, 
and of as old a family as any in the whole county of 
Somerset. He had a (^)rnish ])edigret‘ which carried 
the Pimdennises uj) to the time of the Druids, — and 
who knows how mu(*h farther back ? They had inter- 
married with tln\ Normans at a very late period of 
their family existence, and they were related to all 
the great families of Wales and Brittany. Pendennis 
had had a piece (d’ University education too, and 
might have pursued that career with honor, but in his 
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second year at Oxbridge his father died insolvent, and 
poor Pen was obliged to betake himself to the pestle 
and apron. He always detested the trade, and it was 
only necessity, and the offer of his mother^s brother, 
a London apothecary of low family, into which Pen- 
dennis^s father had demeaned himself by marrying, 
that forced John Pendennis into so odious a calling. 

He quickly after his apprenti "eship piuted from the 
coarse-minded practitioner his rebitive, and set up for 
fiimself at Batli with his modest medical ensign. He 
had for some time a hard struggle with poverty : and 
it was all he could do to keep the shop in docent re- 
pair and his bed-ridden mother in comfort : but Lady 
Kibstone happening to i)e passing to the Rooms with 
an intoxicated Irish chairman who bumi)ed her lady- 
ship) ifp agitinst ]\‘ids very doorpost, and drove his 
chair-pole through tin* handsomest pink bottle in the 
surgeon’s window, alight(Ml s(u*eaming from her vehi- 
cle, and was accommodat(*d Avith a chair in Mr. Pen- 
dennis's shoj), where she was brougl}t j'ound with 
cinnamon and sal-volatilo. 

Mr. Pendeniiis‘s manners were so uncommonly gen- 
tlemanlike and soothing, that her ladyshij), the wife 
of Sir Pepin Hibstoiie, of Coillingbury, in the county 
of Somerset, J>art., a[)])oint(‘d her pr(^s(‘rver, as she 
called him, apothecarv to her person and family, 
which was very large. M. aster Rihstone coining homo 
for the Christmas holidays from Eton, ovcr-ate him- 
self and had a fever, in whhdi Mr. Pendennis tr(*atcd 
him with the greatest skill and tenderness. In a 
word, he got the good graces of th(‘ Codlingbury 
family, and from that day began to prosper. The 
good company of Rath patronized him, and amongst 
the ladies especially he was beloved and admired. 
First his humble little shop became a smart one: 
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then he discarded the selling of tooth-bnishes and 
perfumery : then he shut up the shop altogether, and 
only had a little surgery attended by a genteel young 
man: then he had a gig with a man to drive him; 
and, before her exit from this world, his poor old 
mother had the happiness of seeing from her bed- 
room window, to which her chair was rolled, her 
beloved John step into a close carriage of his own, a 
one-horse carriage it is true, but with the arms of the 
family of Pendennis handsomely emblazoned on the^ 
panels. “ What would Arthur say now ? ’’ she asked, 
speaking of a younger son of hers — who never so 
much as once came to see my dearest Johnny through 
all the time of his poverty and struggles ! ” 

‘^Captain Pendennis is with his regiiinuit in India, 
Mother,’^ Mr, Pendennis remarked, “ and, if you please, 

I wish you would not call me Johnny before the young 
man — before Mr. Parkins.” 

Presently tin* day came when she ceased to call her 
son by any title t)f end(*ariuent or affection ; and his 
house was very loiudy without that kind though quer- 
ulous voic<*. He laid his night-bell altered and jdaced 
in the room in Avliich the good old lady had grumbled 
for many a long year, and he slept in the great large 
bed there. He was upwards of forty years old when 
these events befell ; before the war was over ; before 
George the Magnificent came to the throne; before 
this liistorv indctMl : but what is a gentleman with- 
out his pi'digree ? Pendennis, by^ this time, had his 
handsomely franuHl and glazed, and hanging up in his 
drawing-room ]>etween the ])ictures of Codlingbury 
House in Soinersetsliire, and St. Honiface’s Gollege, 
Oxbridge, where he had j Kissed the brief and happy 
days of his early manhood. As for the pedigree he 
had taken it out of a trunk, as Sterne’s officer called 
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for his sword^ now that he was a gentleman and could 
show it. 

About the time of Mrs. Pendennis^s demise, another 
of her son’s patients likewise died at Bath ; that vir- 
tuous old woman, old Lady Pontypool, daughter of 
Reginald twelfth Earl of Bareacres, and by conse- 
quence great-grand-aunt to the present Earl, and 
widow of John second Lord Pontypool, and likewise 
of the Reverend Jonas Wales, of the Armageddon 
Chapel, Clifton. For the last five years oi her life 
her ladyship had been attended by Miss Helen This- 
tlewood, a very distant relative of the nobh? house of 
Bareacres, before mentioned, and daughter of Lieu- 
tenant R. Thisthnvood, R. N., killed at the battle of 
Copenhagen. Under Lady Pontypool’s roof Miss 
Th^tl^wood# found a shelter : the Doctor, who paid 
his visits to my Lady Pontypool at least twice a day, 
could not but remark the angelical sweetness and 
kindness with which the young lady bore her elderly 
relative’s ill-temper ; and it was as they were going 
in the fourth mourning «ioach to attend her ladyship’s 
venerated remains to Bath Abbey, where they now 
repose, that he looked at her sweet pale face and re- 
solved u})on putting a (*ertain question to her, the very 
nature of which made his pulse i)eat ninety, at least. 

He was older than she by more than twenty 
years, and at no time the most ardent of men. Per- 
ha])S he had had a love affair in early life which he 
had to strangle — perhaps all early love affairs ought 
to be strangled or drowned, like so many blind kit- 
tens : well, at three- and forty he was a collected quiet 
little gentleman in black stockings with a bald head, 
and a few days after the ceremony lie called to see 
her, and, as he felt her pulse, he kept hold of her 
hand in his, and asked her where she was going to 
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live now that the Pontypool family had come down 
upon the property, which was being nailed into boxes, 
and packed into hampers, and swaddled up with hay- 
bands, and buried in straw, and locked under three 
keys in green-baize plate-chests, and carted away under 
the eyes of poor Miss Helen, — he asked her where 
she was going to live finally. 

Her eyes filled with tears, and she said she did not 
know. She had a little money. The old lady had 
left her tU thousand pounds, indeed ; and she woul<^ 
go into a boarding-house or into a school : in fine, she 
did not know where. 

Then Pendenuis, looking into her pale face, and 
keeping hold of her cold little hand, asked her if she 
would come and live with him ? He was old com- 
pared to — to so blooming a young l^dy ag Miss 
Thistlowood (Pendennis was of the grave old com- 
plimentary school of gentlemen and apothecaries), 
but lie was of good birth, and, he flattered liimself, of 
good principles and l-cuujier. His prospects were good, 
and daily mending. He was alone in the world, and 
had ne(*d of a kiinl and constant (‘ompanion, whom it 
would be tlie study of his Mfc to make hajipy; in a 
word, he n^dted to licr a little speech, which he had 
composed that morning in IhhI, and rehearsed and per 
fiH'ted in his carriage, a.s he Avas coming to wait upon 
the young lady. 

Perha])s if he had had an early love-passage, she too 
had one day hoped for a different lot than to be wedded 
to a little geiithuuan who rapped his teeth and smiled 
artificially, who was laboriously jKdite to the butler as 
he slid ujKstairs into the drawing-room, and profusely 
to the lady’s-maid, who waited at the bedroom 
dtior; for whom her old patroness used to ring as for 
a servant, and wlio came with even more eagernessj 
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perhaps she would have chosen a different man — but 
she knew, on the other hand, how worthy Pendennis 
was, how prudent, how honorable ; how good he had 
been to his mother, and constant in his care of her j 
and the upshot of this interview was, that she, blush- 
ing' very much, made Pendennis an extremely low 
curtsy, and asked leave to — to consider his very kind 
proposal. 

They were married in the dull Bath season, which 
yas the lieight of the season in London. And Pen- 
dennis having previously, through a professional 
friend, M. H. C. S., secured lodgings in Holies Street, 
Cav(‘ndish S(piar(', took his wife thither in a chaise 
and ])air ; conducted her to the theatres, the Parks, 
and the Chapel Royal ; showed her the folks going 
to a Djvwwij^y-room, and, in a word, gave her all the 
]>leasur<‘s of the town. He like wise left cards upon 
Lord Pontjpool, upon the Bight Honorable the Earl 
of ]hireacr(‘s, and upon Sir Pepin and Lady Kibstone, 
his earliest and kindest patrons. Bareac.res took no 
noti(^ of the cards. l*ontypool called, admired Mrs. 
Pt'iidennis, and said Lady Polity jiool would come and 
see h(>r, whieli h(‘r huh ship did, ]i(‘r proxy of John 
her foutiiian, who brouglit her card, and an invitation 
to a concert live weeks off. Pendennis was back in 
his little on(*-horse carriage, dis])<Mihiiig draughts and 
inlls at that time ; l3ut tlie liihston(‘s asked liiiu and 
Mrs. I’endeiiiiis to an entertainment, of which Mr. 
Pendennis talked to the last day of his life. 

The si‘(*ret ambition of Mr. Pendennis bad always 
berni to lx* a gentleman. It takes much time and 
careful saving for a jirovincial doctor, whose gains 
are not very large, to lay by enough mon(*y where- 
with to purchase a house and laud . but besides our 



14 PENDENNIS. 

friend’s own frugality and prudence, fortune aided 
him considerably in his endeavor, and brought him 
to the point which he so panted to attain. He laid 
out some money very advantageously in the purchase 
of a house and small estate close upon the village of 
Clavering before mentioned. A lucky purchase which 
he had made of shares in a copper-mine added very 
considerably to his wealth, and he realized with great 
prudence while this mine was still at its full vogue. 
Finally, Jie sold his business, at Hath, to Mr. Parkin?, 
for a handsome sum of ready money, and for an an- 
nuity to be pai<l to him during a certain number of 
years after he had forever retired from the handling 
of the mortar and })estle. 

Arthur IVndennis, his son, was eight years old at 
the time of this event, so that it is no, woncjer that 
the hui, who left Hath and the surgery so young, 
should forget the existence of such a place almost 
entirely, and that his father’s hands had ever been 
dirted by the eompounding of odious pills, or the 
jirejiaration of hltliy plasters. The old man |^ever 
spoke about the shop himself, never alluded to it ; 
called in the miulieal ])rac*titioner of Clavering to at- 
tend his family ; sunk the black breeches and stock- 
ings altogether ; attmided market and sessions, and 
wore a ]»otth*-grei'n coat and brass buttons with drab 
gaiters, just as if he had been an English gentleman 
all his life. Hi* used to stand at his lodge-gate, and 
see the coaches come in, and bow gravely to the 
guards and coachmen as they touched their hats and 
drove by. It was lie who founded the Clavering 
Hook Club . and s«d up the Samaritan Soup and 
Hlaukt‘t Soiuety. It ivas he who brought the mail, 
wdiich used to run through Ca<‘klefield before, away 
from that village and through Clavering. At church 
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he was equally active as a vestryman and a wor- 
shipper. At market every Thursday, he went from 
pen to stall ; looked at samples of oats, and munched 
corn; felt beasts, punched geese in the breast, and 
weighed them with a knowing air ; and did business 
with the farmers at the Clavering Arms, as well as 
the oldest frequenter of that house of call. It was 
now his shame, as it formerly was his pride, to be 
called Doctor, and those who wished to please him 
always gave him the title of Squire. • 

Heaven knows where they came from, but a whole 
range of Pendennis portraits presently hung round 
the Doctor’s oak dining-room ; Lelys and Vandycks 
he vowed all the portraits to be, and when questioned 
as to the liistory of the originals, would vaguely say 
they we^’e. apoestors of his.” His little boy believed 
in them to their fullest extent, and Roger Pendennis 
of Agincourt, Arthur Pendennis of Crecy, General 
Pendennis of Blenheim and Oudenarde, were as real 
and actual beings for this young gentleman as — whom 
sliall >ve say ? — as Robinson Crusoe, or Peter Wil- 
kins, or the Severn Chjimpions of Christendom, whose 
liistories were in his library. 

Peiidennis’s fortune, which was not above eight 
hundred pounds a-year, did not, with the best econ- 
omy and management, permit of his living with the 
great folks of the county ; but he had a decent com- 
fortable society of the second sort. If they were not 
tlie roses, they lived near the roses, as it were, and 
had a good deal of the odor of genteel life. They 
had out their plate, and dined each other round in 
the moonlight nights twice a-year, coming a dozen 
miles to these festivals ; ami Ix-jsides the county, the 
Pendennises had the society of the town of Clavering, 
as much as, nay, more than they liked : for Mra 
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Pylms was always poking about Helen’s conserva- 
tories, and intercepting the operation of her soup- 
tickets and eoal-clubs ; Captain Glanders (H. 50th 
Dragoon Guards), was forever swaggering about the 
Squire’s stables and gardens, and endeavoring to en- 
list him in his quarrels with the Vioar, with the Post- 
master, with the Reverend F. Wapshot of Clavering 
Grammar Scliool, for over-flogging his son, Anglesea 
Glanders, — with all tlie village in line. And Pen- 
dennistaud his wife often blessed themselves, tl\;it 
their house of Fairoaks was nearly a mile out of 
Clavering, or tiieir premises would never have been 
fre(‘ from the i)rying eyes and pratth* of one or other 
of the mah‘ and female inhabitants there. 

Fairoaks lawn comes down to the little river Brawl, 
and on th<‘ other sid(‘ W(*re the plantations aipi ^oods 
(as mueh as were left of them) of Clavering Park, 
Kir Francis (dav(*ring, Bart. The i)ark was let out in 
pasture and fed down by sheej) and cattle when the 
Pemlennises eame first to live at Fairoaks. Shutters 
were u]) in the house ; a splendid freestone palace, 
with gnmt stairs, statues, and porticos, whereof you 
may see a picture in the “ Beauties of England and 
Wales.*' Sir Uiehanl (havering, Sir Francis’s grand- 
father, ha«l commenced the ruin of the family by the 
building of this palace • his successor had achieved 
the ruin by living in it. The i)resent Kir Francis was 
abroad soiiuMvliere ; nor could anylwKly lie found rich 
enough to rent that enormous mansion, through the 
deserted rooms, mouldy elankiug halls, and dismal 
galleries of which, Arthur Pendennis many a time 
walked trembling when he was a boy. At sunset? 
from the lawn of Fairoaks, there was a jirett}* sight ; 
it and the opposite park of Clavering were in the 
habit of putting on a rich golden tinge, which became 
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them both wonderfully. The upper windows of the 
great house flamed so as to make your eyes wink \ 
the little river ran off noisily westward, and was lost 
in a sombre wood, behind which the towers of the old 
abbey church of Clavering (whereby that town is 
called Clavering St. Mary’s to the ])reseut day) rose 
up in purple splendor. Little Arthur’s figure and 
his motlier’s cast long blue shadows over tlie grass ; 
and he would repeat in a low voice (for a scene of 
great natural beauty always moved the boy^ who in- 
herited this sensibility from his mother) certain lim^s 
beginning, These are thy glorious works, Parent 
of Good ; Almighty ! thine this universal . frame,” 
greatly to Mrs. PcMideniiis’s delight. Su(di walks and 
conversation generally ended in a profusion of filial 
ami miitl^riu%l embraces ; for to love and to pray W(*re 
the main occupations of this <lear woman’s life; and 
1 have often Imard Pendennis say in his wild way, 
that he felt thtat he was sure of going to luMiven, for 
his mother never could be -happy there without him. 

As for John Pemhmui.s, as the father of the family, 
and that sort of thing, evt'ryhody had the greatest 
respect for him : and his orders w(U'(‘, obeyed likci 
those of the Medes and Persians. His hat was as 
well brushed, perhaps, as that of any man in this 
empire. His meals served at the sa,me minute 
every day, and woe to those who came latt‘, as lit- 
tle l^en, a disord(*rly little rascal, sometimes did. 
Prayers were recited, his letters were n*.ad, his busi- 
ness despatched, his stabh*s and ganhm insj)ected, 
his hen-houses and kennel, his barn and ]>igsty vis- 
ittnl, always at r<*gnlar hours. Alter dinner he always 
had a nap with the Gloix* newspaper on his ku(H% and 
his yellow bandanna handki^rchief on his face (Major 
Peiclennis sent th ? yellow h lu lk-M chiefs from Indi:., 
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and his brother had helped in the purchase of his 
majority, so that they were good friends now). And 
so, as his dinner took place at six o’clock to a minute, 
and the sunset business alluded to may be supposed 
to have occurred at about half-past seven, it is prob- 
able that he did not mu(di care for the view in front 
of bis lawn windows, or take any share in the poetry 
and caresses wliicdi were taking jdace there. 

They seldom occurred in his X)resence. However 
frisky they were Ixifore, mother and child were 
hushed and quiet when Mr. Peiideniiis walked into 
th(' drjiwing-room, his newspaper under his arm. , . . 
And here, wliile little Pen, buried in a great chair, 
read all the bo(jks of which he could lay hold, the 
Squire perused his own articles in the Gardener’s 
Gazette,” or took a solemn hand at picpi^t with Mrs. 
Pendennis, or an o<;<iasional friend from the village. 

Pendennis usually took car(* that at least one of his 
grand dinners should take phuje when his brother, 
the Major, who, on the return of his regiment from 
India and South Wales, had sold out and gone 

upon half-jiay, came to j)ay his biennial visit to 
Fairoaks. ** My brotln*r, Major Pendennis,” was a 
constant thtune of the retired Doctor’s conversation. 
All tlm family delighted in my brother the Major. 
He was the link which Ixmnd them to the great world 
of London, and the fashion. He always brought 
down the last news of the nobility, and spoke of such 
with soldier-like respec,t and decorum. He would 
say, My Lord llareacres has been good enough to 
invite me to Pareucres for the pheiisant shooting,” or, 
*‘My Lord Steyne is so kind as to wish for my pres- 
ence at Stillbrook for the Easter holidays ; ” ana you 
may be sure the whereabouts of my brother the 
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Major was carefully made known by worthy Mr. 
Pendennis to his friehds at the Clavering Beading- 
room, at Justice-meetings, or at the County town. 
Their carriages would come from ten miles round to 
call upon Major Pendennis in his visits to Fairoaks ; 
the fame of his fashion as a man about town was 
established throughout the county. There was a talk 
of his marrying Miss Hunkl , of Lilybank, old 
flunkle the Attorney’s daughter, with at least fifteen 
hundred a year to her fortune ; but my brcfther the 
Major declined. As a bachelor,” he said, ‘^nobody 
cares how poor I am. I have the happiness to live 
with people who are so highly placed in the world, 
that a few hundreds or thousands a year more or less 
can make no difference in the estimation in which 
tlioy afrd pleased to hold me. Miss Hankie, though 
a most respectable lady, is not in possession of either 
the birth or the manners which would entitle her to 
be received into the sphere in which I have the honor 
to move. 1 sliall live and die an old bachelor, John : 
and your worthy frhmd. Miss Hankie, I have no 
doubt, will find some more worthy object of her affec- 
tion, than a worn-out old soldier on half-pay.” Time 
showed the correctness of the surmise ; Miss Hankie 
married a young French nobleman, and is now at 
this moment living at lyilybank, under the title of 
Baroness de Carambole, having been separated from 
her wild young scapegrace of a Baron very shortly 
after their union. 

The Major had a sincere liking and regard for his 
sister-in-law, whom he pronounced, and with perfect 
truth, to be as fine a lady as any in England. Indeed, 
Mrs. Pendennis’s tranquil beauty, her natural sweet, 
ness and kindness, and that simplicity and dignity 
which a perfect purity and innocence are sure to b^ 
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stow upon a handsome woman, rendered her quite 
worthy of her brother’s praises. I think it is not 
national prejudice which makes* me believe that a 
high-bred English lady is the most complete of all 
Heaven’s suhjee.ts in this world. In whom else do 
you see so much grace, and so much virtue ; so much 
faith, and so mu('h t(‘uderness ; with such a perfect 
refinement and (thastity ? And by high-bred ladies 
1 don’t mean ducliesses and countesses. He they ever 
so high* in station, they can be but ladies, and no 
more. But almost every man who lives in the world 
has the ha]>pim‘ss, let us hope, of (amnting a few such 
persons amongst his circle of acquaintance — women 
in whos(» angidical natur(*K there is something awful, 
as well as beautiful, to contemplate*; at whose fe*et the 
wildest and fiercest of us must fall dowirand inivible 
oiir8elv(‘s, in admiration of that adorable purity which 
never seems to do or to think wrong. 

Arthur ri'iidenuis had the good fortune to have such 
a niotlicr. During his cliildhood and youth, the \)oy 
thought of her as litth* less than .an angel — a super- 
natural b(*ing, all wisdom, love, and Ix'auty. Wlien 
her husband drove h(*r into the county-town, to the 
assize ha.lls or conc-ei ts, he would step into the assem- 
bly with his wife on his arm, and look the great folks 
in the face, as much as to say, Lt)ok at that, my 
lord ; can any of you show me a woman like that ? ’* 
Slic (uiragcd soim* (’ouiitry ladies with three times hei- 
mon(*v, l)\ a sort of (lcsj»crate jierfeetioii which they 
found in her. ]Vriss rUms said she was cold and 
luiughty ; Miss Tierce, that she was too proud for her 
station : Mrs. Wapshot, as a doctor of divinitj^’s lady, 
would have the p(ts of her, who was oidy the wife of 
a medical practitioner. Tn the meanwhile, this lady 
moved through the world quite regardless of all the 
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comments that were made in her praise or disfavor. 
She did not seem to know that she was admired or 
hated for being so 'perfect ; but carried on calmly 
through life, saying her prayers, loving her family, 
helping her neighbors, and doing her duty. 

That e\ en a woman should be faultless, however, is 
an arrangement not permitted by nature, which assigns 
to us mental defects, as it awards ^o us headaches, ill* 
nesses, or death : without which the scheme of the 
world could not be carried on, — nay, some of the 
best qualities of mankind could not be brought into 
exercise. As pain produces or elicits fortitude and 
endurance ; difficulty, perseverance ; poverty, indus- 
try and ingenuity ; danger, courage, and what not ; so 
the very virtues, on the other hand, will generate some 
vices ; ^3, iif fine, Mrs. Pendennis had that vice which 
Miss Pybus J^nd Miss Pierce discovered in her, namely, 
that of pride ; wh^ch did not vest itself so much in 
her own person, as in that of her family. »She spoke 
about Mr.’ Pendennis (a worthy little gentleman 
enough, but there are others as good as he) with an 
awful reverence, as if he had b('.en the l*ope of Kome 
on his throne, and she a cardinal kneeling at his fe(*t, 
and giving him incense. The Major she held to be a 
sort of liayard among Majors : and as for her son 
Arthur she worsliii)ped that youth with an ardor 
which the young scapegrace accepted almost as coolly 
as the statue of the Saint in Saint Peter’s receives the ' 
rapturous osculations which the faithful deliver on his 
toe. 

This unfortunate superstition and idol-worship of 
this good woman was the cause of a great deal of the 
misfortune which befell the young gentleman who is 
the hero of this history, and deserves therefore to be 
mentioned at the outset of his story. 



22 


FENDENNIS. 


Artliur Pendennis’s schoolfellows at the Grey 
Friars School state that, as a boy, he was in no ways 
remarkable either as a dtince or as a scholar. He 
never read to improve himself out of school-hours, 
but, on the contrary, devoured all the novels, plays, 
and po(‘try, on which he could lay his hands. He 
never was flogged, but it was a wonder how he es- 
caped the whij)ping-post. When he had money he 
spent it royally in tarts for himself and his friends ; 
he has keen known to disburse nine and sixpence out 
of ten shillings awarded to him in a single day. 
When he had no funds lie went on tick. When he 
could get no credit he went without, and was almost 
as happy. He has been known to take a thrashing 
for a crony without saying a word ; but a blow, even 
so slight from a friend, would make h*Im VOar.*- To 
fighting he was averse from his earliest j^outh, as in- 
deed to ])hysic, the Greek Grammar, or any other ex- 
ertion, and would engage in none of them, except at 
th(* last (‘Xtr(*mi1y. He seldom if ever told lies, and 
never bullied little boys. Those imist(‘rs or seniors 
who were kind to him, he loved with boyish ardor. 
And though the Doctor, when he did not know hiS 
Horace, or could not construe his Greek play, said 
that that boy I’eiuhmnis was a disgrace to the school, 
a candidate, for ruin in this world, and jierdition in 
the next ; a })rofligatt‘ who would most likely bring 
his venerable father to ruin and his mother to a dis- 
honored grave, and the like — yet as tin; Doctor made 
use o' bhese com[»liments to most of the boys in the 
place (which has not turned out an unusual number 
of felons and pickpockets), little Pen, at first uneasy 
and terrified by these charges, became gradually 
accustome<l to hear them ; and he has not, in fact, 
either murdered his parents, or committed any act 
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worthy of transportation or hanging up to the pres 
ent day. 

There were many of the upper boys, among the 
Cistercians with whom Pendeiinis was educated, who 
assumed all the privileges of men long before they 
quitted that seminary. Many of them,* for examjde, 
smoked cigars — and some had already begun the 
practice of inebriation. One had fought a duel with 
an Ensign in a marching regiment in consequence of 
a row at the theatre — another tictually kept ^ buggy 
and horse at a livery stable in Covent Garden, and 
might be seen driving any Sunday in Hyde Park with 
a groom with S(pia.red arms and armorial buttons by 
his side. Many of the seniors were in love, and 
showed each other in eonlidence poems addressed 
to, or l(^tVrs ,aii<l locks of hair received from, young 
ladies — but a modest and timid youth, rather 
envied these than imitated them as yet. He had not 
got beyond the theory as yet — the practicci of life 
was all to come. And by the way, ye tender mothers 
and sober fathers of Christian lamilies, a prodigious 
thing that th(*ory of life is as orally hNarned at a great 
jnihlic seliool. Why, if 3'oii ccnihl hear those boys of 
iourteen who blush before mothers and sneak off in 
sihnice in the presence of their daughters, talking 
among ea.(*h other — it would he the woman^s turn to 
blush then. Before he ^^as twelve ^^ears old little 
Pen had heard talk enough to make him quite aw* 
fully wise u])on e(u-tain ])oirits — and so, Madam, has 
\(>ur prett}" litth* rosv-ehe(*ked son, who is eoining 
home from school for the ensuing liolidays. J don’t 
sav that the boy is lost, or that the innocence has 
left him whicli he had from “ Heaven, which is our 
home,” but that the shades of the prison-house afre 
closing very fast over him. and that we are helping 
11*^ much as possible to cornrpt him. 
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Well — Pen had jnst made his public appearance 
in a coat with a tail, or cauda-virilisj and was look* 
^ ing most anxiously in his little study-glass to see if 
his whiskers were growing, like those of more for- 
tunate youths his companions ; and, instead of the 
treble voi(!e with which he used to speak and sing 
(for his singing voice was a very sweet one, and he 
used when little to be made to perform Home, sweet 
Horne,” “ My pretty Page,” and a, French song or two 
which Iris mother had taught him, and other ballads 
for the delectation of the senior boys), had suddenly 
irinriged into a deej) bass diversified by a squeak, 
which S('t master and scholars laughing — he was 
about sixteen years old in a word, when he was 
suddtmly called away from his academic studies. 

It was at the close of the forenoon s(*hool, rmd Pen 
had be(*n nnnoticed all the previous })art of the morn- 
ing till now, wli(‘U the Doetor ])ut liiin on to construe 
in a (fr(‘ek ])lay. He did not know a word of it, 
though little Timmins, his form-fellow, was prompt- 
ing him with all his might. Pen had made a sad 
blunrh'r or two — v lum the awful chief broke out 
upon him, 

‘MVmhmnis, sir,” lu» said, your idleness is incor- 
rigible and yo\ir stupidity beyond example. You are 
a disgi’ae(‘ to your school, and to your family, and 1 
have no doubt will ])rove so in after-life to your coun- 
try. If that vice, sir, which is described to us as the 
root of all evil, be really what moralists have repre- 
stmted (and 1 have no doubt of the correctness of 
their opinion), for what a prodigious quantity of 
future crime and wickednCvSS are you, unhappy boy, 
laving the seed ! Miserable trifler! A boy who con 
strues S t instead of 8 € /mi, at sixteen years of 
age, is guilty not merely of folly, and ignorance, and 
dulness inconceivable, but of crime, of deadly crime. 
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of filial ingratitude, which I tremble to contemplate. 
A boy, sir, who does not learn his Greek play cheats 
the parent who spends money for his education. A 
boy who cheats his parent is not very far from rob- 
bing or forging upon his neighbor. A man who 
forges on his neighbor pays the penalty of his crime 
at the gallows. And it is not such a one that 1 pity 
(for he will he deservedly cut off) ; but Ins maddened 
and heart-broken parents, who are driven to a pre- 
mature grave by his crimes, or, if they live, drag on a 
wretched and dishonored old age. Go on, sir, and I 
warn you that the very next mistake that you make 
shall subject you to the punishment of the rod. 
WIk) ’s that laughing ? AVhat ill-conditioned boy is 
there that dares to laugh ? ” shouted the Doctor. 

ITid^ed, v^iile the juaster was making this oration, 
there was a gemeral titter bcdiind Jiim in the school- 
room. The orator had his back to the door of this 
ancient apiirtnnmt, which was open, and a gentleman 
wlio was quite familiar with the place*, for both Major 
Artliur and Mr, John l^endeniiis had been at the 
scliool, was asking the fifth-form boy who sat by the 
door for l\*ndennis. The lad grinning point(*d to 
the culprit against whom the Do(*tor was pouring out 
the thunders of Ids just wrath — Major Pendennis 
could not Indp laughing. He remembered having 
stood under that very pillar where Pen tlui younger 
now stood, and having been assaulted by the Doctor’s 
predecessor years and years ago. The intelligence 
was ** passed round ” that it was Pendeimis’s uncle in 
an instant, and a hundred young faces wondering and 
giggling, between terror and laught(*r, turned now to 
the new comer and then to the awful Doctor. 

The Major asked the fifth-form boy to carry his 
card up to the Doctor, which the lad did with an arch 
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look. Major Pendennis had written on the card^ " J 
llnust take A. P. home ; his father is very ill.^’ 

As the J^octor received the card, and stopped his 
harangue with rather a scared look, the laughter ol 
the hoys, half constrained until then, burst out in 
a general shout. Silence ! roared out the Doctor 
stamping wiili his foot. Pen looked up and saw who 
was his deliverer ; the Major beckoned to him gravely, 
and tumbling down his books. Pen went across. 

Th(* J3octor took out his watch. It was two min- 
ut«*s to om*. “ We will take the Juvenal at afternoon 
school,” lie Sind, nodding to the Captain, and all the 
boys understanding the signal gathered up their books 
and poured out of tin* hall. 

Young saw by his uncle’s face that something 
had happtuiecl at lioiiie. “ Is th(u*e anything' the mat- 
ter with — luy iiioUuu* ? he said. He could hardly 
sjH*ak, though, for emotion, and the tears which were 
ready to start. 

“ Mo,” said the Major, “ hut your father ’s very ill. 
Go and ]»ack your trunk ilir(a;tly ; 1 have got a post- 
ehaise at the gate.’' 

Pen went oif (pnckly to his Ixiarding-house to do as 
his uneli* bade him ; and the Doctor, now left alone m 
tin* school-room, came out to shake liaiuls with his old 
school f(*llow. You would not have thought it was the 
same man. As Cinden*lla, at a partiiailar hour be- 
came, from a bla/ang and magnihcent juiucess, quite 
|gi ordinary little maid in a gray petticoat, so, as the 
clock struck one, all the thundering majesty and 
awful wrath oi tin* s<dnK)l master disa])peared. 

“Tliere is nothing .serums, I hope,” said the Doctor. 

It IS a ]Utv to t^ike the boy otherwise. He is a 
good Ixiy, ratln'i* idle and uneuerg(*tic, but an honest 
gentlemanlike little fellow, thougli I can't get him to 
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construe as I wish. Won’t you come in and have 
some luncheon ? My wife will be very happy to see 
you.” 

But Major Pendennis declined the luncheon. He 
said his brother was very ill, had had a fit the day 
before, end it was a great question if they should see 
him alive. 

“ There ’s no other son, is there ? ’’“^aid the Doctor. 
The Major answered 

‘‘And there ’s a good eh — a good eh — ]^operty I 
believe ? ” asked the other in an off-hand way 

“H’in — so so,” said the Major. Whereupon this 
colloquy came to an end. And Arthur Pendennis got 
into a post-chaise with his uncle, never to come back 
to school any more. 

^s cjiaise drove through Clavering, the ostler 
standing whistling under the archway of the Clavering 
Arms, winked to the j)ostilion ominously, as much as 
to say all was over. The gardener’s wife (;ame and 
opened the lodge-gates, and let the travellers through 
with a sihnit shake of the head. All the blinds were 
down at Fairoaks — the face of the old footman was 
as blank when li(‘ let them in. Arthur’s face was 
white too, with teri'Or more than with grief. What- 
(*vcr of warmth and love the deceased man might 
have had, and he adored his wife and loved and ad- 
mired his son with all his heart, he had shut them up 
within himself: nor had the boy been ever able to 
]KMi(*trate that frigid outward barrier. But Arthur 
liad been his father’s yiride and glory through lif^ 
and his name the last wliicli John l*endennis had 
tried to articulate whilst he lay with his wife’s hand 
clasping his own (M)ld and clammy i)alm, as the flick- 
ering spirit went out into the darkness of death, and 
life and the world passed away from him. 
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The little girl, whose face had peered for a moment 
under the blinds as the chaise came up, opened the 
door from the stairs into the hall, and taking Arthur’s 
luind silently as he stooped down to kiss lier, led him 
uyvstairs to his mother. Old John o]:)ened the dining- 
room for the Major. The room was darkened with 
the blinds down, and surrounded by all the gloomy 
pictures of the Pendennises. He drank a glass of 
wine, 'riie bottle had Imhui opeiu'd for the Squire 
four day^ before. His hat was brushed, and laid on 
the hall table: his newspapers, and his letter bag, 
with John Pendennis, Esquire, Fairoaks, engraved 
upon the brass j)late, weni there in waiting. The 
doctor and the lawv(*r from Clavering, whq had seen 
the ehaise [»ass through, eame iij) in a gig half an 
hour after the Major’s arrival, and entered by ^,the 
back dt)or. Tln^ former gave a detailed ac.count of 
the seizure and demise of Mr. Pendennis, enlarged on 
his virtues and the estimation in which the neighbor- 
hood lield him ; on what a loss ho would be to the 
magistrates’ beiadi, the County Hosj>ital, etc. Mrs. 
Pendennis bore uji wonderfully, he said, es]M‘cially 
since Master Arthur’s arrival. The lawytu* stayed 
and dined with Major Pendennis, and tliey talked busi- 
ness all the evening. The Major was his brother’s 
exeeutor, and joint guardian to the boy with Mrs. 
Pendennis. Everything was left iinreserveilly to lier, 
except in case of a soeoiid marriage, — an occasion 
which might offc'r its(df in the ease of so young and 
llhndsome a woman, Mr. Tatham gallantly said, when 
different ])i‘Ovision8 were enacted by the deceased. 
The Major would of course take entire superintend- 
ence of everything iqion this most impressive and 
melancholy occasion. Aw-are of this authority, old 
John the footman, when ho brought Major Pendennis 
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fche candle to go to bed, followed afterwards with the 
plate-basket; and the next morning brought him the 
key of the hall clock — the Squire always used to 
wind it up of a Thursday, John said. Mrs. Penden- 
nis^s maid brought him messages from her mistress. 
She confirmed the doctor’s report, of the comfort 
which Master Arthur’s arrival had caused to his 
mother. 

What passed between that lady and the boy is not 
of import. A veil should be thrown over Jbhose sa- 
cred emotions of love and grief. The maternal pas- 
sion is a sacred mystery to me. What one sees 
symbolized in the Homan churches in the image of 
the Virgin Mother with a bosom bleeding with love, I 
think one may witness (and admire the Almighty 
boiyity ^or)b every day. I saw a Jewish lady, only 
yesterday, with a child at her knee, and from whose 
face towards the child there shone a sweetness so 
angelical, that it seemed to form a sort of glory 
round botli. 1 j»vot(‘st I could have knelt before her 
too, and adored in her the Divine beneficence in en- 
dowing us with the maternal stori/e, which began with 
our race and siuu*tifies the liistory of mankind. 

As for ArtJiur I’endeiinis, after that awful stock 
which the sight of his dead father must have pro- 
duced on him, and the pity and feeling which such 
an event no doubt oc(;asioned, I am not sure that in 
tiie very moment of the grief, and as he embraced his 
mother, and tenderly consoled her, and promised to 
love her forever, there was not springing up in hi 
breast a sort of secret triumjih and exultation. He 
was the chief now and lord. He was Pendennis; 
and all round about him were his servants and hand- 
maids. ‘‘You’ll never send me away,” little Laura 
said, tripping by him, and holding his hand. “You 
won’t send me to sidiool, will you, Arthur ? ” 
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Arthur kissed her and patted her head. No, she 
should go to school. As for going himself, that 
was quite out of the question. Pie had determined 
that that part of his life should not be renewed. In 
the midst of the general grief, and the corpse still 
lying above, he had leisure to conclude that he would 
have it all holidays for the futur(‘, that he wouldn’t 
get up till he liked, or stand the bullying of the 
I)o(*tor any more, and had made a hundred of such 
day dreayis and resolves for the future. How one’s 
thoughts will travel I and how (piiekly our wishes 
beget them ! A\Pien he with Laura in his hand went 
into the kitetien on his way to the dog-kennel, the 
fowl-houses, and other his fav<3rite haunts, all the 
s(*rvants there asscuubled in great silence with their 
friemls, and tin* laboring men and theiu wives, jind 
Sally Potter who went with tln^ ])ost-bag to Claver- 
ing, and the baker’s man from Chivering — all there 
asseiubhul and drinking be(*r on the nndancholy occa- 
sion — ros(* up on his (uitranee and bowed or curtsied 
to him. 'riiey ninuu' used to do so last holidays, he 
felt at onec^ aiul with indescribable jdeusure. The 
cook cried out, “() Lord,” and Avhisi)ered “How Mas- 
ter Arthur do grow!” Thomas, the groom, in the 
a(*t of drinking, put down the jug alarnied before his 
master. Thomas’s master felt the lionor kecudy. He 
W(‘nt through and looked at the j>ointers. As Flora 
j)ut her nose up to his waistcoat, and l*onto, yelling 
with pleasure, hurtled at his chain, Ihui patroniz<*d 
the dogs, and sanl ‘‘l*oo Ponto, poo Flora,’’ in his 
most eondesc<*nding manner. And then he ^vent and 
lookial at Laura’s hens, and at the. pigs, and at the 
orchard, and at tlu‘ dairy ; perhaps he blushed to 
think that it was only last holidays lie had in a 
manner robbed tlu' great apple-tree, and been scolded 
by the dairymaid for taking cream. 
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They buried John Pendennis, Esquire, formerly 
an eminent medieal practitioner at Bath, and subse- 
(piently an able magistrate, a benevolent landlord, 
and a benefactor to many charities and public institu- 
tions in this neighborhood and country,” with one of 
the most handsome funerals that had been seen since. 
Sir Eoger Clavering was buried here, the clerk said, 
in the abbey church of Clavering St Mary’s. A fair 
marble slab, from which the above inscription is 
(*opied, was erected over the Fairoaks’ p^w in the 
church. On it you may see the Pendennis coat of 
arms and crest, an eagle looking towards the sun, 
with tlie motto ‘Mie(^ tenui penna,”to the ]>resent day. 
Ihx^tor Portman alliuhnl to the deceased most hand- 
somely and aft’ecttingly, as ^^our dear dejiarted friend,” 
in jiij^ next Sunday; and Arthur Pendennis 
reigned in liis stead. 



CHAPTEE III. 


IN WHICH PENDENNIS APPEARS AS A VERY 
YOUNC MAN INDEED. 

Arthur was al:x)ut sixteen years old, we have saii 
when he began to reign ; in person, he had what his 
fri(mds would a dumpy, but his mamma styled a 
neat little figure. His hair was of a healthy brown 
color, which looks like gold in the sunshine, his face 
was rounil, rosy, freckled, and good-humored, his 
whiskers wore decidedly of a rt'ddish liue;‘'m fact, 
without being a beauty, he had such a frank, good- 
natured kind fa(*e, and laughed so merrily at you out 
ot his honest blm* eyes, that no wonder Mrs. Pen- 
dennis thought him tlu‘ pride of the whole country. 
Betw’een the ages of sixbam and eighteen he rose 
from live bM*t six to live f(‘et eight inches in height, 
at which altitude he paused. But his mother won- 
dered at it. He was three inches taller than his 
father. Was it jiossible that any man could grow to 
Ik* tliree in<*h(*s taller than Mr. INuideiinis? 

You may be c(*rtain he nev'er went back to school 5 
the disci j)line of the establishment did not suit him, 
and he liked Ixung at home mmdi better. The (ques- 
tion of his return was debated, and his iiiuile was for 
his going back. The Doctor wrote his oqnnion that 
it was most imq)ortant for Arthur^s success in after- 
life that he should know a Greek play thoroughly, 
but Pen adroitly managed to hint to his mother what 
a dangerous place (irey Friars was, and what sad 
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wild fellows some of the chaps there were^and the 
timid soul; taking alarm at once^ acceded to his desire 
to stay at home. 

Then Pen’s uncle offered to use his influence with 
His Royal Highness the Oommander-m-Chief, who 
was pleased to be very kind to him, and proposed to 
get Pen a commission in the Foot Guards. Pen’s 
heart leaped at this : he had been to hear the band at 
St. James’s play on a Sunday, when he w§nt out to 
his uncle. He had seen Tom Ricketts, of the fourth 
form, who used to wear a jacket and trousers so ludi- 
crously tight, that the elder boys could not forbear 
using him in the quality of a butt or cockshy ” — he 
had seen this very Ricketts arrayed in crimson and 
gold, ^\yth^an immense bearskin cap on his head, 
staggering under the colors of the regiment. Tom 
had recognized him and gave him a patronizing nod. 
Tom, a little wretch whom he had cut over the back 
with a hockey-stick last quarter — and there he was 
in the centre of the square, rallying round the flag of 
his country, surrounded by bayonets, cross-belts, and 
vscarlet, tlie band blowing trum})ets and banging cym- 
bals — talking familiarly to immense warriors with 
tufts to their chins and Waterloo medals. What 
would not Pen have given to enter such a service ? 

Rut Helen IVndeiinis, when this point was pro* 
posed to her by her son, put on a face full of terror 
and alarm. 8he said “she did not quarrel with 
otliers who thought differently, but that in her opin- 
ion a Christian had no right t(» make the army a 
profession. Mr. Peiideniiis never, never would have 
^Kuinitted his son to be a soldier. Finally, she should 
be very unliappy if he thought of it.” Now Pen 
would have as soon cut off his nose and ears as delib- 
erately, and of aforethought malice, made his mother 
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unhappy ; and, as he was of such a generous disposi^ 
tion that he would give away anything to any one, he 
instantly made a present of his visionary red coat and 
epaulettes to his mother. 

8he tliought him the noblest creature in the world. 
But Major l^endennis, when the offer of the commis- 
sion .was acknowledged and refused, wrote back a curt 
and somewhat angry letter to the widow, and thought 
his nephew was rather a spooney. 

He was* conteutt^d, however, when he saw the boy’s 
performances out hunting at Christmas, when the 
Major eamc down as usual to Fairoaks. Pen had a 
very good mare, and rode lier with uncommon pluck 
and gra(*e. He took his fences with great coolness 
and judgnuMit. He wrote to the chaps at ^school 
about Ins top-boots, and his feats across country. 
He began to think s(*riously of a scarlet coat: and his 
mother must own tliat she thought it w'ould become 
him remarkably well ; thougli, of course, she passed 
hours of anguish during his absence, and daily ex- 
pei'ted to s(‘e him brought home on a shutter. 

With tlu'se amustunents, in rather too great plenty, 
it must not be assuimal that Pen neglected his studies 
altogetlu'r. lie ha<l a natural taste for reading every 
possible kind of book which did not fall into his school- 
course. It was only wlien they fore,ed liis head into 
the waters (»t knowledge that lie refused to drink. He 
devoured all the books at home, from Jnchbahrs The- 
atre to White\s Farri(‘ry ; he ransacked the neighbor- 
ing book -eases. Ht* found at Clavering an old cargo 
of French iiuvtds, which he read with all his might; 
and he would sit for hours perched up on the topmost 
bar of iKictor Portmau's library steps with a folio 
on his knees, whether it were Hakluyt’s Travels, 
Hobbeses Leviathan, Augustini Opera, or Chaucer’s 
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Poems. He and the Vicar were very good friends, 
and from his Reverence, Pen learned that honest 
taste for port wine which distinguished him through 
life. And as for Mrs. Portman, who was not in the 
least jealous, though her Doctor avowed himself in 
love with Mrs. Pendennis, whom he pronounced to be 
by far the finest lady in the country — all her grief 
was, as she looked up fondly at Pen perclied on the 
book-ladder, that her daughter, Minny, was too old 
for him — as indeed she was — Miss Maria * Portman 
being at that period only two years younger than 
IVn’s mother, and weighing as inmdi as Pen and Mrs. 
IVndennis together. 

Are these details insi[)id ? Look back, good friend, 
at your own youth, and ask how was that ? I like to 
tliiifk ftT a ^ell-nurtured boy, bravo and gentle, warm- 
hearted and loving, and looking tlie world in the fa(*e 
with kind honest ^y<*s. What bright colors it wore 
then, and how you (uijoyed it! A man lias not many 
}ears of su(;li time. He <loes not know tlnun whilst 
they are with him. It is only when tiny an* passed 
long away that he r(*uieml)ers how d(*ar and happy 
they were. 

Mr. Smirke, Dr. Portm an \s curate, was engag(*fi, at 
a liberal salary, to walk or ride over from Clavering 
and pass several hours daily with the young gentle- 
man. Smirke was a man perfectly faultless at a tea- 
table, wore a curl on his fair fondiead, and tied his 
neck-cloth with a im'lamtholy grace. He was a decent 
scholar and mathematician, and taught Pen as much 
as the lad was ever disjio.scil to learn, whic^h was not 
mu(!h. For IVn had soon taken the measure of his 
tutor, who, when he came riding into the court-yard 
at Fairoaks on his pony, turned out his toes so ab- 
surdly, and left such a gap between his knees and the 
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saddle, that it was impossible for apy lad endowea 
with a sense of humor to respect such an equestrian. 
He nearly killed Smirke with terror by putting him 
on his mare, and taking him a ride over a common, 
where the county fox-hounds (then hunted by that 
stanch old sportsman, Mr. Hardhead, of Dumpling- 
beare) happened to meet Mr. Smirke, on Pen’s mare, 
Eebecca (she was named after Pen’s favorite heroine, 
the flaugliter of Isaac of York), astounded tlie hounds 
as much fts he disgusted the Iiimtsman, laming one of 
the former by persisting in riding amongst the pack, 
and receiving a speerdi from the latter, more remark- 
able for energy of language, than any oration he had 
ever heard since he left the bargemen on the banks 
of Isis. 

Smirke and his ])U]>il read the ancient pottst to- 
gether, and rattled through them at a pleasant rate, 
very different from that steady grubbing ])ace with 
which tlu* Cistercians used to go over tlie classic 
ground, stitmtiug out each word as they went, and 
digging n[) every root in the way. Pen never liked 
to halt, hut made his tutor construe when he was at 
fault, and thus galloped through the Iliad and the 
Odyssey, the tragic }»lay- writers, and the charming 
wicked Aristophanes (whom he vowed to be the 
greatest pot't of all). Hut he went so fast that, 
though he e<ulaiuly galloped through a considerable 
extent of the aucicut eouiitry, he clean forgot it in 
after-life, and had only such a vague remembran(ie of 
his early classic (*ourse as a man has in the House of 
Commons, let us say, who still keeps up two or three 
qiiobitions ; or a reviewer who, just for decency’s 
sake, hints at a little (ireek. 

Besi<les the ancient poets, you may be sure Pen read 
the English with great gu.sto. Smirke sighed and 
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shook his head sadly both about Byron and Moore. 
But Pen was a sworn fire-worshipper and a Corsair ; 
he had them by heart, and used to take little Lau1*a 
into the window and say, “ Zuleika, I am not tiiy 
brother,” in tones so tragic, that they caused the 
solemn little maid to open her great eyes still wider. 
She sat, until the proper hour for retirement, sewing 
at Mrs. PencJennis’s knee, and listening to Fen read’- 
ing out to her of nights without comprehending one 
word of what he said. • 

He read Shakspeare to his mother (which she said 
she liked, but did n^t), and Byron, and Pope, and l^s fa- 
vorite Lalla llookh,” which pleased her indifferently. 
But as for Bishop Heber, and Mrs. Hemans above all, 
this lady used to melt right away, and be absorbed 
int# •hdV pocket-handkerchief, when Pen read those 
authors to her in his kind boyish voice. The Chris- 
tian Year ” was a book which appeared about that 
time. The son and the mother whispered it to each 
other with awe — Faint, very faint, and seldom in 
after-life Pendennis heard that solemn church-music ; 
but he always loved the remembrance of it, and of 
the times wtien it stru(*k on his heart, and he walked 
over the fields full of hope and void of doubt, as the 
church-bells rang on Sunday morning. 

It was at this period of his existence, that Pen 
broke out in the Poet's Corner of the County Chron- 
icle,” with some verses with which he was perfectly 
well satisfied. His are the verses signed NEP.,” 
aildressed “ To a Tear ; ” On the Anniversary of 
the Battle of Waterloo ; ” “ To Matlame Caradori 
singing at the Assize Meetings ; ” “ On Saint Bar- 
tholomew’s Day” (a tremendous denunciation of 
Poi)ery, and a solemn warning to the people of 
England to rally against emancipating the Eomau 
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Catholics), etc., etc., — all which masterpieces, poor 
Mrs. Pendennis kej)t along with his first socks, the 
first cutting of his hair, his bottle, and other interest- 
ing relicts of his infancy. He used to gallop Rebecca 
over the neighboring Dumpling Downs, or into the 
county -town, whicdi, if you please, w(* shall call Chat- 
teris, spouting his own poems, and lillt*d with quite a 
Hyronic afflatus as lu* thought. 

His genius at this time was of a decidedly gloomy 
cast. He* brought liis mother a tragedy, at which, 
though he killed .sixt(M*n people before the second act, 
Heidi laughed so, that In* thrust the masteriiiece into 
the fire in a ])et. He ])roj(‘eted an epic ]K)em in blank 
verse, “(^irtez, or the (kunjueror of Mexico, and the 
Tinuds Djuighter.*' He wrote j)art of “ Sen(‘ca, or the 
Fatal Diitli,’’ and Ariadin* in Naxos;**' cSt^sKjal 
]>i<*ces, with choruses and stropln‘s and antistrophes, 
which sadly jm/zl(*d .Mrs. IVinhuinis ; and began a 
** History of the ♦Jesuits,** in which he lashed that 
Order with tn'iinmdous sev(‘rity. His loyalty did 
Ids mother's he;irt good to witness. He was a 
stamdi, untliuelnng Chureh-and-King imin in those 
days; and ;it tlie election, wlnui Sir (j!ih‘s Beantield 
stood on the nine intmest, against Lord Trehawk, 
Lord K\ ne's son, a Whig and a friend of Popery, 
Arthur reiidemns, \\ith an immmise bow for himself, 
which his mother made, and with a blue ribbon for 
licbecea, rodt* alongside of the Reverend Doctor 
Portman, on liis gray mart* Dowdy, and at the head 
of the Clavering voters, whom the Doctor brought up 
to ]dump lor the Piotestant Champion. 

(hi that day Pen made his first sjieeidi at the Bine 
Hotel : and also, it ap]K*ars, for the first time in his 
— took a little more wine than was good for him. 
Mer(;y I what a stM*ne it was at Fairoaks, when he 
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rode back at ever so much o’clock at night. What 
moving about of lanterns in the court-yard and 
stables, though the moon was shining out; what a 
gatlieriiig of servants, as Pen came home, clattering 
over the bridge and up the stable-yard, with half a 
score of the Claveriiig voters yelling after him the 
Blue song of the election. 

lie wanted them all to come in and have some 
s\ in^^ — some very good Madeira — some capital Ma- 
deira — John, go and get some Madeira — and there 
is no knowing what the farmers would have done, 
bad not Madam Pendennis made her appearance jn 
a white wrap[)(‘r, with a candh^ — and scared those 
zealous Blues so by the sight of her pale handsome 
fae(‘, that they toueh(*d their liats and rode off. 

Be^dtff th»i(‘ amusements and 0(5(*u pat ions in which 
Mr. l^en indulged, there was one which forms the 
imiiii business and pleasun* of youtli, if the poets tell 
us ariglit, whom P<*n was always studying; and 
which, ladn^s, you have rightly giu'ssed to be that of 
Love. Pen sighed for it first in secret, and, like the 
love-si('k swam in Ovid, ojieiu'd his breast and said, 
“ Aiir:i, vtnu.’’ Wliat generous youth is there that 
has not courted some su(*h windy mistress in his 
time 

Yes, !*en bc'gaii fo feel the ne(*essity of a first love 
— of a eoiisnining passion — of an object on which 
he could conc(*ntrate all .those vague floating fancies 
uiMhu* which he sweetly suff(*red — of a young lady 
to whom In* eniild really make verses, and whom he 
could set u}) and adore, in place of those unsubstantial 
lanthes and Ziileikas to whom he addressed the out- 
pourings of his gushing muse. Tie read his favorite 
poems ov(U' and over again, he called upon Alma 
Venus the delight of gods and men, he translated 
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‘Anacreon’s odes, and picked out passages suitable to 
bis complaint from Waller, Dryden, Prior, and the 
like* Sinirke and he were never weary, in their in- 
terviews, of discoursing about love. The faithless 
tutor entertained liiin with sentimental conversations 
in place of lectures on algebra and Greek ; for Smirke 
was in love too. Who could help it, being in daily 
intercourse with sucdi a woman ? Smirke was madly 
in love (as far as such a mild Hame as Mr. Smirke’s 
may be«called madness) with Mrs. IViidennis. That 
honest lady, sitting down below stairs teaching little 
Laura to j)lay the ])iano, or devising flannel petticoats 
for the ])oor round about her, or otherwise busied 
with the calm routine of her modest and spotless 
(vhristian life, was litth^ aware what storms were 
brewing in two bosoms up-stairs in tlfe sti^riyt- — in 
Pen’s as h(^ sat in Ids shooting-jacket, with his elbows 
on the green study-tabh*, and his hands clutching his 
curly brown hair, Homer under his nose, — and in 
worthy Mr. Smirke's, vvith wliom he was reading. 
Here they would talk about Helen and Andromache. 
“ Andromache ’s like my mother,” Pen used to avoiuk ; 
*H)ut I say, Sinirki', by »love I’d cut off iny nose to 
see Helen ; ” and lie would spout certain favorite 
lines which the readt^r will find in their pro[)er place 
in tlie third lM)()k. He drew portraits of her — they 
are extant still — with straight noses and enormous 
eye‘s, and “ Arthur Ptmdenids delineavit et pinxit” 
gallantly Avritteu underneath. 

As for Mr, Smirke he naturally preferred Androm- 
ache. And in consequence he was uncommonly kind 
to Pen. He gave him his Elzevir Horace, of which 
the lK)y was foml^ and his little Greek Testament 
wddch his own mamma at Clapham had purchased 
and presented to him. He bought him a silver pencil 
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case ; and in the matter of learning let him do just ’ 
as much or as little as ever he pleased. He always 
seemed to be on the point of unbosoming himself to 
Pen: nay, he confessed to the latter that he had a — 
an attachment, an ardently cherished attachment, 
about which Pendennis longed to hear, and said, “ Tell 
us, old chap, is she handsome ? has she gqt blue eyes 
or black ? ” But Doctor Portman's curate, heaving a 
gentle sigh, cast up his eyes to the ceiling, and 
begged Pen faintly to change the conversation* Poor 
Smirke ! He invited Pen to dine at his lodgings over 
Madame Fribsby’s the milliner’s, in Clavermg, and 
once when it was raining, and Mrs. Pendennis, who 
had driven in her pony-chaise into Clavering with re- 
spect to some arrangements, about leaving off mourn- 
ing {wiiiwCbly^as prevailed upon to enter the curate’s 
apartments, he sent for pound-cakes instantly. The 
sofa on which she sat became sacred to him from that 
day : and he kept flowers in the glass which she 
drank from ever after. 

As Mrs. Pendennis was never tired of hearing the 
praises of her son, we may be certain that this rogue 
of a tutor neglected no opportunity of conversing 
with her upon the subject. It might be a little te- 
dious to him to hear the stories about Pen’s gener- 
osity, about his bravery in fighting the big naughty 
boy, about his fun and jokes, about his prodigious 
skill in Latin, music, riding, etc. — but what price 
would he not pay to be in her company ? and the 
widow, after these conversations, thought Mr. Smirke 
a very pleasing and well-informed man. As for her 
son, she had not settled in her mind, whether he was 
to be Senior Wrangler and Archbishop of Canterbury, 
or Double First Class at Oxford, and Lord Chancellor. 
That all England did not possess his peer, was a fact 
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‘^bout which there was, in her mind, no manner of 
qtiMion. 

A simple person, of inexpensive habits, she began 
forthwith to save, and, perhaps, to be a little parsi- 
monious, in favor of her boy. There were no enter- 
tainments, of course, at Fairoaks, during the year of 
her weeds. Nor, indeed, did the Doctor’s silver dish- 
covers, of which he was so proud, and which were 
flourished all over with the arms of the Pendeiinises, 
and suftnounted with their crest, come out of the 
plate-chest again for long, long years. The house- 
hold was diminished, and its expenses curtailed. 
There was a very blank anchorite repast when Fen 
dined from home : and he himself headed the remon- 
straiu^e from the kitchen regarding the deteriorated 
quality of the Fairoaks b(^er. She was^hecbftfhsg mi- 
serly for l*en. Indeed, who ever accused women of 
being just ? They are always sacrificing themselves 
or somebody for sonndjody else’s sake. 

There happened to be no young woman in the 
small circl(» of friends who were in the v.ddow’s in- 
timacy whom Ftnidennis could by any possibility 
gratify by endowing her with the inestimable treasure 
of a heart whi(di he was longing to give away. "Some 
young fellows in this predicament bestow their young 
affections upon Dolly, the dairymaid, or cast the eyes 
of tendcrm\ss upon Molly, the blacksmith’s daughter. 
Fen thought a Fondennis much too grand a personage 
to stoop so low. He was too high-minded for a vul- 
gar intrigue, and at the idea of a seduction, had he 
ever entertained it, his heart would have revolted as 
from the notion of any act of baseness or dishonor. 
Miss Maria Fortman was too old, t(x> large, and too 
fond of reading “ JiolliiFs Ancient History.” The 
Miss Boardba(‘ks, Admiral Boardback’s daughters of 
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St Vincent’s, (or Fourth of June House, as it was 
called), disgusted Pen with the London airs which 
they brought into the country. Captain Glanders’s 
(H. P., 50 th Dragoon Guards) three girls wCre in 
brown-holland pinafores as yet, with the ends of their 
hair-plaits tied up in dirty pink ribbon. Not having 
acquired the art of dancing, the youth avoided such 
chances as he might have had ol meeting with the 
fair sex at the Chatteris Assemblies j in fine, he was 
not in love, because tliere was nobody at hand ito fall 
in love with. And the young monkey used to^ ride 
out, day after day, in quest of Dulcinea ; and peep 
into the pony-chaises and gentlefolks’ carriages, as 
they drove along the broad turnpike roads, with a 
heart beating within him, and a secret tremor and 
hope tiWrt%A^^ght be in that yellow post-chaise com- 
ing swinging up the hill, or one of those three girls 
in beaver bonnets in the back seat of the double gig, 
wliich the fat old gentleman in black was driving, 
at four miles an hour. The post-chaise contained a 
snuffy old dowager of seventy, with a maid, her con- 
temporary. The three girls in the beaver bonnets 
wen* no handsomer than the turnips that skirted the 
roadside. Do as he might, and ride where he would, 
the fairy princess whom he was to rescue and win, 
had not yet appeared to honest Pen. 

Upon these points he did not discourse to his 
mother. He had a world of his own. What ardent, 
imaginative soul has not a secret pleasure-place in 
which it disports ? Let no clumsy prying or dull 
meddling of ours try to disturb it in our children. 
Actseon was a brute for wanting to push in where 
Diana was bathing. Leave him occasionally alone, 
my good madam, if you have a poet for a child. Even 
your ndmirable advicie may l>e a bore sometimes. Yon* 
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der little child may have thoughts too deep even foi 
your great mind, and fancies so coy and timid that 
they will not bare themselves when your ladyship 
sits by. 

Helen Pendennis by the force of sheer love divined 
a great number of her son’s secrets. But she kept 
these things in her heart (if we may so speak), and 
did not speak of them. Besides, she had made up 
her mind that he was to marry little Laura : she would 
l)e eighteen when Pen was six-and-twenty ; and had 
finislyid his college career ; and had made his grand 
tour; and was settled either in London, astonishing 
all the nietro])olis by his learning and eloquence at 
the bar oi lv‘tter still in a sweet country parsonage 
suri'onmh d with hollyhocks and roses, close to a de- 
lightful romantic ivy-covered church,<ri^\>rii*<fS«l^wtpulpit 
of which Pen would utter the most beautiful sermons 
ever preached. 

While these natural sentiments were waging war 
and trouble in honest Pen’s bosom, it chanced one day 
that he rode into (Muitteris for the purpose of carrying 
to the ‘‘ County Chronicle ” a tremendous and thrilling 
]>oem for the next w(*ek’s paper ; and putting up his 
horse according to (*ustom, at the stables of the George 
Hotel tliere, he fell in with an old acquaintance. A 
grand bbick tandem, with scarlet wheels, came rattling 
into the inn yard, as ]\^n stood there in converse with 
the ostler alxiiit Rebe(‘ca ; and the voice of the driver 
called out, ** Halloo, Pendennis, is that you ? ” in a 
loud ])atronizing nuinner. Pen had some difficulty in 
recognizing, under the bi oad-briinmed hat and the vast 
great-coats and neck-<*loths, with which the new comer 
was habited, the person and figure of his quondam 
schoolfellow, Mr. Foker. 





A year’s absence had made no small diffei^ce in 
that gentleman. A youth who had been deservedly 
irhipped a few months previously, and who spent diis 
pocket-money on tarts and hardbake, now appeared 
before Pen in one of those costumes to which the pub- 
lic consent, which I take to be quite as influential in ^ 
tliis respect as Johnson’s Dictionary, has awarded 
the title of Swell.” He had a bull-dog between his 
legs, ancl in his scarlet shawl neck-cloth was a pin 
representing another bull-dog in gold: he wore aJur 
waistcoat laced over wdth gold chains ; a greHp cut- 
away coat with basket buttons, and a white upper- 
coat ornamented with cheese-plate buttons, on each 
of which was engraved some stirring incident of the 
road or the chase ; all of which ornaments set off 
this yiiii«g(iitiM«v’s figure to such advantage, that you 
would hesitat^o say which character in life he most 
r(‘sembled, and whether he was a boxer en goguettey or 
a coachman in his gala suit. 

“ Left that place for good, Pendennis ? ” Mr. Foker 
said, descending from his landau and giving Pendennis 
a finger. 

“ Yes, this year or more,” Pen said. 

‘^Beastly old hole,” Mr. Foker remarked. ‘‘Hate 
it. Hate the Doctor : hate Towzer, the second mas- 
ter ; hate everybody there. Not a fit place for a 
gentleman.” 

“ Not at all,” said Pen, with an air of the utmost 
consequence. 

“By gad, sir, I sometimes dream, now, that the 
Doctor ’s walking into me,” Foker continued (and Pen 
smiled as he thought that he himself had likewise 
fearful dreams of this nature). “ When I think of 
the diet there, by gad, sir, I wonder how I stood it. 
Mangy mutton, brutal beef, pudding on Thursdays and 
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Sundays, and that fit to poison you. Just look at my 
leader — did you ever see a prettier animal ? Drove 
over from Bay mouth. Came the nine mile in two-and- 
forty minutes. Not bad going, sir.” * 

“ Are you stopping at Baymouth, Foker ? ” Pen- 
dennis asked. 

** I ^m coaching there,” said the other with a nod. 

“ ff^at ? ” asked Pen, and in a tone of such wonder, 
that Foker burst out laughing, and said, “ He was 
blowpd«it he did n’t think Pen was such a flat as not 
to kn^ what coaching meant.” 

come down with a coac*h from Oxbridge. A 
tutor, don’t you see, old boy ? He ’s coaching me, 
and some other men, for the little go. Me and Spavin 
have the drag b(‘tw(>en us. And I thought I ’d just 
tool over, and go to tin* play. Did Row- 

kins do the hornpipt*? ” and Mr. Foker began to per- 
form some steps of that ])opular dance in the inn yard, 
looking round for the syiii])atliy of his groom, and the 
stable men. 

Pen tliought In^ would like to go to the play too ; 
and could ride hoiin* afterwards, as then^ was a moon- 
light. So lie ai'C.epted Fok(n‘\s invitation to dinner, 
and the young iikmi entered the inn together, where 
Mr. Foker stopped at the bar, and (tailed upon Miss 
Rummer, th(» landlady's fair daught(*r, who presided 
there, to give him a glass of “ his mixture.” 

Pen and his jamily had been known at the George 
ever sinc(» they came int<» the (*oun1.y ; and Mr. Pen- 
dennis’s carrijigt* and horses always ])ut up there when 
he paid a visit to the county-town. The landlady 
dropped tin' heir of Fairoaks a wry res[)eetful curtsy, 
and complimt‘nt(*d him upon Ids growth and manly 
app(*arauce, and asked news of the family at Fairoaks, 
and of Dr. Portman and the Clavering people, to all 
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of which questions the young gentleman answered 
with much affability. But he spdke to Mr. and Mrs^ 
Bummer with that sort of good nature with whioh a 
young Prince addresses his father’s subjects j never 
dreaming that those bonnes gens ” were his equals 
in life. 

Mr. Foker’s behavior was quite different. He in- 
(luired for Bummer and the cold in his nose, told Mrs. 
Hummer a riddle, asked Miss Bummer when she would 
be ready to marry him, and paid his complinJfents to 
iVliss Brett, the other young lady in the bar, a\ in a 
minute of time, and with a liveliness and facetious- 
uesb wliieh set all these ladies in a giggle ; and he 
gave a cluck, expressive of great satisfaction as he 
tossed off his mixture which Miss Bummer prepared 
and hj«tt 8 Pli<‘i? 5 ^m. 

‘‘ Have a drop,’’ said he to Pen. Give the young 
a glass, B., and score it up to yours truly.” 

i’oor Pen took a glass, and eveiybody laughed at 
tin* face which he made as he put it down — Gin, bit- 
ters, and some otlier cordial, was the com])ound with 
wliie-li ^Ir. Foker was so delighted as to calFit by the 
name of Foker W own* As Pen choked, sputtered, and 
made faces, the other took occasion to remark to Mr, 
Kuniiiier tAat the young fellow was green, very green, 
but tliat 14, woul^oon form him ; and then they pro- 
cei‘ded to ^der Miner — which Mr. Foker determined 
hliould consist or turtle and venison ; cautioning the 
landlady to be very jiarticular about icing the wine. 

Then Messrs. Foker and Pen strolled down the 
High Street together — the former having a cigar in 
his mouth, which he ha^ di’uwn out of a case almost 
as big as a 2>ortmanteau. He went in to replenish it 
at Mr. Lewis’s, and talked to that gentleman for a 
while, sitting down on the counter; he then looked 
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?li^y passed the Cbunty Ohxoniele oll|fie, which 

had his packet ready, in the shape ot tines tc 
|to.yrza,” but poor Pen did not like to put the lettei 
into the editor’s box while walking in company with 
such a fine gentleman as Mr. Foker. They met heavy 
dragoons of the regiment always quartered at Chat* 
tens; and stopped and talked about the Baymouth 
bsll|^ and what a pretty girl was Miss Brown, and 
what ^ dem fine woman Mrs. Jones was. It was in 
vain<4hat Pen recalled to his own mind how stupid 
Foker used to be at school — how he could scarcely 
read, how he was not cleanly in his person, and notori- 
ous for his blunders and dulness. Mr. Foker was not 
much more refined now than in bis school days : and 
yet Pen felt a secret pride in strutt^^^vJbSUta High 
Street with a young fellow who owned^andems, talked 
to officers, ami ordered turtle and Champagne for* din- 
ner. He listened, and with respect too, to Mr. Foker’s 
aooounts of what the men did at the University of 
which Mr. F was an ornament, and encountered Ipng 
series of stones about boat-racing, bumping^J||p|^ 
grass-plats, and milk-punch — and Agan to 
go up himself to College to a pla% 
such manly pleasures and enjoyments, 
nett, who lives close by Fairoak sdl ^pijpby aifRliis 
minute and touching his hat to PCj^H fu^r stopped 
him, and sent a message to his mdfiM to lay that i|S 
had met with an old schoolfeUow, and should dine m 
Chatteris. 


The two young gentlemen continued their 
and were passing round HlfllK^hedral Yard, whmf 
they could hear the music oPIlre afternoon servio^p 
music which always exceedingly affected Pen), mit 
wbitibet Mr. Foker came for the purpose of inspect* 
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nxirsety maids who thepKtM ^alk| 

there^ and here they strolled until with a final; burst 
of music the small congi’egatiou w^ played out. 

Old Ooctor Portman was one of dhe few wlio Came 
from the venerable gate. Spying Pen, he came ^&nd 
shook him by the hand, and eyed with wionder Pen’s 
friend^' from whose nulath and eigar. etods olifra- 
grance issued, which curled xoun^^^the Doctor’s honest 
face and shovel hat. 

<<An o\d schoolfellow of mine, Mr. FokerJ said 
Pen. The Doctor said and scowle^ ^ the 

cigar» He did not mind a in bis study, but the 
cigar was an abomination to the worthy gentleman. 

came up on Bishop’s business,” the Doctor said. 

« We’ll ride hbn^ Arthur, if you like ? ” 

-cC L-'^^gaged. to my friend here,” Pen 
answered. 

“Yljn had better come home with me,” said the 
Docto^ 

mother knows he’s out, sir,” Mr. Foker 
remarked : don’t she, Ps^ndennis ? ” 

<‘But that does not prove that he had not better 
come home with me,” the Doctor growled, and he 
walked off with great dignity. 

<^01d boy don’t like the weed, I suppose,” Foker 
said. ** Ha I who ’s here ? — here ’s the General, and 
Bingley, the manager. How do, Cos? How do, 
Bingley ? ” 

” How does my worthy and gallant young Foker ? ” 
said the^gentleman addressed as the General; and 
who wore a shabby military cape with a mangy collar, 
and a hat cocked very much over one eye. 

you are very well, my very dear sir,” said 
the etibiesr gehtieman, *^aad that the Theatre Bolyai 
will have the bemor of your patronage to-night e 
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perform <The Stranger,’ in which your humble 
eervant will — ” 

Can’t stand you in tights and Hessians, Bingley,” 
young Mr. Foker said. On which the General, with 
the Irish accent, said, “ But I think ye ’ll like Miss 
Fotheringay, in Mrs. Haller, or me name ’s not Jaxjk 
Costigan.” 

Pen looked at these individuals with the greatest 
interest. He had never seen an actor before , and he 
saw Dr. Port man’s red face looking over the Doctor’s 
shoii’uer, as he n*,treated from the Cathedral Yard, 
evidently quite dissatisfied with the acquaintances 
into whose hands Pen had fallen. 

Perhaps it would have been much better for him, 
had he taken the jiarson’s advice and company home. 
But which of us knows his fate ? 



CHAPTER IV. 


' MKS. HALLER. 

Having returned to the George, Mr. Foker aW his 
guest sat down to a handsome repast in the coffee- 
room ; where Mr. Rummer brought in the first dish, 
and bowed as gravely as if he was waiting upon the 
Lord-Lieutenant of the county. Pen could not but 
respect Foker^s connoisseurship as he pronounced the 
(*hampagftv>-'^^J‘>Tt condemned gooseberry, and winked 
at the port witli^ one eye. The latter he declared to 
be of the right sort ; and told the waiters, there was 
no way of humbugging him. All these attendants he 
knew by their Christian names, and showed a great 
interest in their families; and as the London coaches 
drove up, which in those early days used to set off 
from the George, Mr. Foker flung the coffee-room 
window open, and called the guards and coachmen by 
their Christian names, too, asking about their respec- 
tive families, and imitating with great liveliness and 
ac.curacjy the tooting of the horns as Jem the ostler 
whipped the horses’ cloths off, and the carriages 
drove gayly away. 

A Ijottle of sherry, a Ixittle of sham, a bottle of 
port and a shass caffy, it ain’t so bad, hay, Pen?” 
Koker said, and pronounced, after all these delicacies 
and a quantity of nuts and fruit had b(‘en despatched, 
that it was time to ‘Hoddle.” Pen sju’ang uj) with 
' cry bright eyes, and a flushed face ; and th(*y moved 
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off towards the theatre, where they paid their money 
to the wheezy old lady slumbering in the money- 
taker’s box. ‘^Mrs. Dropsicum, Bingley’s mother-in- 
law, great in Lady Macbeth,” Foker said to his 
companion. Foker knew her, too. 

They had almost their choice of places in the boxes 
of the theatre, which was no better filled than coun- 
try theatres usually are in spite of the “universal 
burst of attracjtion and galvanic^ thrills of delight ” 
adve^sed by Bingley in the play-bills. A score or 
so or jieople dotted the pit-benches, a few more kept 
a kicking and whistling in the galleries, and a dozen 
others, who came in with free admissions, were in the 
boxes where our young gentlemen sat. Lieutenant 
Rmlgers and Podgers, and young Cornet Tidmus, of 
the Dragoons, occupied a private a..' The per- 
formers acted to them, and these gentlemen seemed 
to hold (‘onvcrsations with the players when not 
engaged in the dialogue, and applauded them by 
name loudly. 

Bingley the manager, who assumed all the chief 
tragic and comic. ])arts excei)t when he modestly re- 
treated to make way for the London stars, who came 
down occasionally to (Hiatteris ; was great in the char- 
acter of the “ Stranger. ” He was attired in the tight 
pantaloons and Hessian boots which the stage legend 
has given to that injured man, with a large cloak and 
beavt'r and a hearse-feather in it drooping over liis 
raddled old facts and only partially t^)ncealing his 
great buckled brown wig. He had the stage-jewelry 
on too, of whitdi lit? selected the largest most 
shiny rings ft)r himself, and allowed his little finger tt) 
quiver out of Jiis eloak with a sham diamond ring 
covering the first joint of the finger and twdddling in 
the faces of the pit. Bingley made it a favor to the 
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young men of his company to go on in light comedy 
parts with that ring. They flattered him by asking 
its history* The stage .has its traditional jewels, as 
the Crown and all great families have. This had be- 
longed to George Frederick Cooke, who had had it 
from IVIr. Quin, who may have bought it for a shil- 
jing. Bingley fancied the world was fascinated with 
its glitter. 

He was reading out of the stage-book — that won- 
^Icrful stage-book — which is not bound like an^ other 
book in the world, but is rouged and tawdry lA;e the 
liero or heroine who Jiolds it; and who holds it as 
})eople never do hold books : and points with his fin- 
ger to a passage, and wags his head ominously at the 
audience, and then lifts up eyes and finger to the ceil- 
ing, to derive some intense consolation 

from the worlc’betweeii which .and heaven there is a 
strong affinity. 

As soon as the Stranger saw the young men, he 
acted at them ; eying them solemnly over his gilt vol- 
ume as he lay on the stage-bank showing his hand, 
his ring, and his Hessians. He calculated the effect 
that ev^fery one of these ornaments would produce 
upon his victims; he was determined to fascinate 
thcuii, for he knew they had paid their money; and 
he saw their families coming in from the country and 
tilling the cane chairs in his boxes. 

As he lay on the bank reading, his servant, Francis, 
made remarks upon his master. 

Again reading,” said Francis, <^thus it is, from 
morn to night. To him nature has no^beauty — life 
no charm. For three years I have neVer seen him 
smile ” (the gloom of liingley’s face was fearful to 
witness during these comments of the faithful domes' 
tic). ‘^Nothing diverts him. Oh, if he would but 
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•^lEittacli himself to any living thing, were it an animal 
— for something man must love.” 

[^Enter Tobias (Goll) from the hut\ He cries, ** Oh, 
iio^ refreshing, after seven long weeks, to feel these 
warm sunbeams once again. Thanks, bounteous 
Heaven, for the joy I taste ! ” He presses his cap be- 
tween his hands, looks up and prays. The Stranger 
eyes him attentively. 

Francis to the Stranger, “ This old man’s share of 
earthly# happiness can be but little. Yet mark how 
grate^ he is for his portion of it.” 

Bingiey. “ Because though old, he is but a child in 
the leading-string of hope..” (He looks steadily at Po- 
ker, who, however, continues to suck the top of his 
stick in an um^onc.erned manner.) 

Francis, ** Hope is the nurse of lif^’JjrjsJ i 
liingleg. <^And her .cradle — is the grave.” 

The Strang(U‘ uttered this with the moan of a bassoon 
in agony, ami tix(‘d his glance on Pendeiinis so stead- 
ily, that tlie poor lad was (piite put out of counte- 
nance. He thought the wlioh* house must be looking 
at him ; and cast his eyes down. As soon as ever he 
raised them Bingl(*y's were at him again. All through 
the scene tln‘ nianagm- played at him. How relieved 
the lad was wlicn the scene ended, and Poker, tap- 
ping With his cane, cried out Bravo, Bingiey ! ” 
“(five him a hand, Bendenuis ; you know every 
cha]) likes a hand,” Mr. Foker said; and the good- 
natured young genthuuau, and Pendeiinis laughing, 
and the tlragoous in the op])ositc box, began clapping 
liands to the Ix^st of their power. 

A chain lxu‘ in Wintersen Castle closed over Tobias’s 
hut and the Stranger and his boots; and servants 
appeared bustling about Avith cdiairs and tables — 
** That’s Hieks and Miss Thackthwaite,” whisjiered 
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Foker. ^Pretty girl, ain’t she, Pendentiis? But 
sljop hurray — bravo ! here’s the Fotheringay.” 

The pit thrilled and thumped its umbrellas ; a vol- 
ley of applause was fired from the gallery : the- Dra- 
goon officers and Foker clapped their hands furiously : 
you would have thought the house was full, so loud 
were their plaudits. The red face and ragged whis- 
kers of Mr. Costigan were seen peering from the side- 
scene. Pen’s eyes opened wide and bright, as Mrs. 
Haller entered with a downcast look, then rallwing at 
the sound of the applause, swept the house ^ 
grateful glance, and, folding her hands across her 
breast, sank down in a magnificent curtsy. More ap- 
plause, more umbrellas ; Pen this time, flaming with 
wine and enthusiasm, clapped hands and sang ‘‘Bravo ” 
louder. Mrs. Haller saw him, and everybody 

else, and old Mr. Bows, the lijtle first fiddler of the 
orchestra (which was this night increased by a detach- 
ment of the band of the Dragoons, by the kind permis- 
sion of Colonel Swallowtail), looked up from the desk 
where he was perched, 'J^ith his crutch beside him, 
and smiled at the enthu^asm of the lad. 

Those who have onl^ seen Miss Fotheringay in 
later days, since her marriage and introduction into 
London life, have little idea how beautiful a creature 
she was at the time when our friend Pen first set eyes 
on her. She was of the tallest of women, and at her 
then age of six-and-twenty — for six-and-twenty she 
was, though she vows she was only nineteen — in the 
prime and fulness of her beauty. Her forehead was 
vast, and her black hair waved over it with a natural 
ripple, and was confined in shining and voluminous 
braids at the back of a neck such as you see on the 
shoulders of the Louvre Venus — that delight of gods 
and men. Her eyes, when she lifted them up to gaze 
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you, and ere she dropped their purple deep-fringea 
lids, sWe with tenderness and mystery unfathom- 
able. Love and genius seemed to look out from them 
and then retire coyly, as if ashamed to have been seen 
at the lattice. Who could have had such a command- 
ing brow but a woman of high intellect ? She never 
laughed (indeed lu^r teeth were not good), but a smile 
of endless tenderness and sweetness played round her 
beautiful lips, and in the dimples of her cheeks and 
her lovely chin. Her nose defied description in those 
days, /ller ears were like two little pearl shells, which 
the earrings she wore (though tlie handsomest proper- 
ties in the theutr(‘,) only insulted. She was dressed in 
long flowing robes of black, which she managed and 
swept to and fro with wonderful grace, and out of the 
folds of whieli you only saw her sandal s-ittef::?iQnally ; 
they W(*re of rather a li^rge size ; but Pen thought them 
as ravishing as the slippers of Cinderella. But.it was 
her hand and arm that tins magnificent creature most 
excelled in, and somehow you could never see her but 
through tlu'in. They surrounded her. When she 
folded them over h(*r bosom in resignation, wlieii she 
I dro])ped ilmm in mute agony, or raised them in superb 
command; wlicn in sportive gayety her hands fluttered 
and waved before her, like, — what shall w'e say ? — 
like the snowy doves before the chariot of Venus — it 
was with these arms and hands that she beckoned, 
repelled, entreated, embraced her admirers — no sin- 
gle one, for she was armed with her own virtue, and 
with her fathei’s valor, whoso sword would have 
lea]>t from its scabbard at any insult offered to his 
child — but the wliole house ; which rose to her, as 
the })hrase was, as she curtsied and bowed, and 
charmed it. 

Thus she stood for a minute — complete and beau 
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tiful — jas Pen stared at her. say, Pen, is n’t she 
a stunner ? ” asked Mr. Foker. 

<< Hush ! ” Pen said. “ She ’s speaking.” 

She began lier business in a deep sweet voife. 
Those who know the play of ^‘The Stranger,” are 
aware that the remarks made by the various characters 
are not valuable in themselves, either for their sound 
sense, their novelty of observatioa, or their poetic 
fancy. 

Nobody ever talked so. If we meet idiots ii^ life, as 
will liappen, it is a great mercy that they do not use 
such absurdly fine words. The Stranger’s talk is 
sham, like the book he reads, and the hair he wears, 
and the bank he sits on, and the diamond ring he 
makes play with — but, in the midst of the balder- 
dash, tk'.«it3 runs that reality of love, children, and 
forgiveness of wrong, which will be listened to 
wlierever it is preached, and sets all the world 
sympathizing. 

With what smothered sorrow, with what gushing 
pathos, Mrs. Haller delivered her part ! At first, 
when as Count Wintersen’s housekeeper, and prepar- 
ing for his Excellency’s arrival, she has to give orders 
about the beds and furniture, and the dinner, etc., to 
be got ready, she did so with the calm agony of de- 
spair. But when she could get rid of the stupid ser- 
vants, and give vent to her feelings to the pit and the 
house, she overflowed to each individual as if he were 
her particular confidant, and she was crying out her 
griefs on his shoulder ; the little fiddler in the orches- ' 
tra (whom she did not seem to watch, though he fol- 
lowed her ceaselessly) twitched, twisted, nodded, 
pointed about, and when she came to the favorite 
passage have a William, too, if he be still alive-— 
^h, yes, if he be still alive. His little sistei’g, too ! 
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Why, Fancy, does thou rack me so ? Why dost thou 
image my i>oor children fainting in sickness, and cry- 
ing to — to — their inum-uin-o^7ter,” — when she came 
td this passage little Bows buried his face in his blue 
cotton handkerchief, after crying out Bravo.” 

All the house was affected. Foker, for his part, 
taking out a large yellow bandanna, wept piteously. 
As fgr Pen, he was gone too far for that. He fol- 
low^ the woman about and about — when she was 
off the stage, it and the house were blank ; the lights 
and the red officers reeled wildly before his sight. 
He watched her at the side-scene — where she stood 
waiting to come on the stage, and where her father 
took off her shawl : when the reconciliation arrived, 
and she flung herself down on Mr. Bingley’s shoul- 
ders, whilst the children clung to their knfi^Spi, and the 
Countess (Mrs. Bingley) and Baron Steinforth (per- 
formed with great liveliness and spirit by Garbetts) 
— while the rest of th(^ characters formed a group 
round them. Pen's liot eyes only saw Fotheringay, 
Fotheringay. The (nirtain fell upon him like a pall. 
He did not licar a word of what Bingley said, who 
came forward to announce the play for the next even- 
ing, and who took the tumultuous apxdause, as usual, 
for himself. Pen was not even distinctly aware that 
the house was calling for Miss Fotheringay, nor did 
the manager seem to comjirehend that anybody else 
but himself had caused the success of the j)lay. At 
last he understood it — stexiped back with a grin, and 
presently apjieared with Mrs. Haller on his arm. How 
beautiful she looked ! Her hair had fallen down, the 
officers threw her flowers. She clutched them to her 
heart. She put back her iiair, and smiled all round. 
Htn* eyes met Fen’s. Down went the curtain again : 
and she was gone. Not one note could he hear of the 
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overture which the brass band of the Dragoons blew 
by kind permission of Colonel Swallowtail. 

“ She is a crusher, ain^t she now ? ’’ Mr. Foker 
asked of his companion. 

Pen did not know exactly what Foker said, and 
answered vaguely. He could not tell the other what 
he felt ; he could not have spoken, just then, to any 
mortal. Besides, Pendennis did nbt quite know what 
he felt yet ; it was something overwhelming, madden- 
ing, delicious ; a fever of wild joy and undefined 
longing. 

And now Rowkiiis and Miss Thackthwaite came 
on to dance the favorite double hornpipe, and Foker 
abandoned himself to the delights of this ballet, just 
as he had to the tears of the tragedy, a few minutes 
before. ’"’Pen did not care for it, or indeed think about 
the dance, except to remember that that woman was 
acting with her in the scene where she first came in. 

It was a mist before his eyes. At the end of the 
dance he looked at his watch and said it was time 
for him to^go. 

“Hang it, stay to see ‘The Bravo of the Battle- 
A.xe, ’ ” Foker said. “ Bingley ’s splendid in it ; he 
wears red tights, and has to carry Mrs. B. over the 
Pine-bridge of the Cataract, only she’s too heavy. 
It’s great fun, do stop.” 

Pen looked at the bill with one lingering fond hope 
that Miss Fotheringay’s name might be hidden, some- 
wliere, in the list of the actors of the after-piece, but 
there was no such name. Go he must. He had a 
long ride home. He squeezed Foker’s hand. He 
was choking to speak, but he could n’t. He quitted 
the theatre and walked frantically about the town, 
he knew not how long; then he mounted at the 
George and rode homewards, and Clavering clock sang j 
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^ one as he came into the yard at Tairoaks* The 
lady of the house might have been awake, but she 
only heard him from the passage outside his room 
as he dashed into bed and pulled the clothes over his 
head. 


Pen had not been in the habit of passing wakeful 
nights, so he at once fell off into a sound sleep. Even 
in later days, and with a great deal of care and other 
though1#ful matter to keep him awake, a man from 
long practice or fatigue or resolution hpfjins by going 
to sleep as usual : and gets a nap in advance of 
Anxiety. Bat slie soon comes up with him and jogs his 
shoulder, and says, Come, my man. no more of this 
laziness, jou must wak(* up and have a talk with me.” 
Then they fall t(» together in the midnight: Well, 
whatever miglit afterwards happen to him, poor little 
Pen was not come to this state yet ; he tumbled into 
a sound sleep — did not wake until an early hour iu 
the morning, when th(‘ rooks began to caw from the 
little wood b(\vond his bedroom windows; and — at 
that very inst;int iind as his eyes starAod open, the 
beloved inmge wtis in his mind. ]\Iy dear boy,” he 
heard her sny, ‘‘ you were in a sound sleep, and I 
would not disturb you ; but I have becui close by your 
])illow all this while : and I don’t intend that you 
shall h‘ave me. I am Love ! 1 bring with me fever 

and passion : wild longing, maddening desire j r^t- 
less craving and seeking. Many a long day ere tliis 
I heard you calling oat for me ; and liehold now I am 
come.” 

Was Pen frightened at the summotls ? Not he. 
He did not know what w'as coming ; it was all wild 
pleasure and dtdiglit as yet. And as, when three 
years jireviously, and on entering tlfe fifth form at 
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tl e Cistercians, his father had madeiSiin a present 
of a gold watch wiiich the boy took from under his 
pillow and examined on the instant of wakipg : for- 
ever nibbing and polishing it up in private and t&* 
tiring into corners to listen to its ticking: so tlig 
young man exulted over his new delight; felt in h&, 
wjiistcioat pocket to see that it was safe ; wound it u^^? 
;it nights, and, at the very first moment of waking 
hugged it * and looked at it. — By the way, that first 
wat(;h of Pen’s was a showy ill-manufactured piece ; 
it never wcmt well from the beginning, and was al- 
ways getting out of order. And after putting it aside 
into a drawer and forgetting it for some time, he 
swopped it finally away for a more useful time-keeper. 

Pen felt himself to be ever so many years older 
since yesterday. There was no mistake about it now. 
He was as i^uch in love as the best hero in the best 
romance he ever read. He told John to bring his 
shaving water with the utmost confidence. He dressed 
himself in some of his finest clothes that morning: 
and came splendidly down to breakfast, j^ntronizing 
his mother fuid little Laura, wlio had been strumming 
her music lesson for hours before ; and who after he 
had read the prayers (of whndi he did not heed one 
single s^dlable), wondered at his grand appearance, 
and asked him to tell her what the play was about ? 

Pen laughed and declined to tell Laura what the 
play was about. In fact it was quite as well that she 
should not know. Then she asked him why he had 
got on his fine pin and beautiful new waistcoat. 

Pen blushed, and told his mother that the old 
schoolfellow with whom he had dined at Chatteris 
was reading with a tutor at Bay mouth, a very learned 
man ; and as he was himself to go to Coll(»ge, and as 
there were sevdl^al y<mug men pursuing their studies 
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■st Bajmoath — he was anxious to ride over— and— 
and just see what the course of 'their reading was. 

Laura made a long face. Helen Pendennis looked 
hard at her son, troubled more than ever with the 
vague doubt and terror which had been haunting her 
ever since the last night, when Farmer Gurnett 
brought back the news that Pen would not return 
home to dinner. Arthur’s eyes defied her. She tried 
to console herself, and drive off her fears. The boy 
had iie^jer told her an untruth. Pen conducted him- 
self (luring breakfast in a very haughty and super- 
cilious manner : and, taking leave of the elder and 
younger lady, was presently heard riding out of the 
stable-eourt. 11(' went gently at first, but galloped 
like a niadnuin as soon as he thought that he was out 
of hearing. 

Smirke, tliinking of his own affairs, and softly rid 
ing with his toes out, to give Pen his three hours’ real 
ing at Fairoaks, m(*t his i)upil, who shot by him like 
the wind. Smirke’s pony shied, as the other thun- 
dered past him ; the gentle curate went over his head 
among the stinging-nettles in the hedge. Pen laughed 
as th(*y met, pointed toward the Baymouth road, and 
was gone half a mile in that direction before poor 
iSmirke had ]»i(!ked himself up. 

P(*n had resolved in his mind that he must see 
Foker that morning ; he must hear about her ; know 
about her ; be with somebody who knew her ; and 
honest Smirke, for his part, sitting up among the 
stinging-nettles, as his pony cropped quietly in the 
hedge, thought dismally to himself, ought he go to 
Fairoaks now that his pupil was evidently gone away 
for the day. Yes, he thought he might go, too. He 
might go and ask Mrs. Pendennis wl^ Arthur would 
be back ; and hear Miss Laura her VPltts’s catechism. 
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fie got up on the little pony — both were used to his 
slipping off — and advanced upon the house from 
which his scholar had just rushed away in a whirl- 
wind. 

Thus love makes fools of all of us, big and little ; 
and the curate had tumbled over head and heels in 
pursuit of it, and Pen had started in the first heat of 
the mad race. 



CHAPTER V. 


MRS. HALLER AT HOME. 

Without slackening his pace Pen galloped on to 
Rayinoutli, })iit tlie nnire up at the inn stables, and ran 
straightno}^ to Mr. Foker’s lodgings, of whom he had 
taken the dire(‘tion on the previous day. On reaching 
th(‘S(i apartments, wliich were over a chemist^s shop 
whose sto(‘k of cigars and soda-water went off rapidly 
by tin* kind patronage of his young inmates, Pen only 
found Mr. Spavin, Foker’s friend, and part owner of 
the tandmn winch the* latter had driven into Chatteris, 
who was smoking, and teaching a little dog, a friend 
of his, tricks with a bit of biscuit. 

P(*n’s hcaltliy red fact* frcsli from the gallop, com- 
partMl odtily wntli tiie w'axy debauched little featui*es 
of Kokt'Fs chum; Mr. Spavin rtunarked the circum- 
stance. *‘AVlio^s that man ? ” lie thought, “ he looks 
as fresh as a bean. Hh hand don’t shake of a morn- 
ing, I M b(*t live to one.” 

Foker had not conn* home at all. Here was a dis- 
a]»iM)intnu‘nt ! — Mr. Spavin could not say when his 
friend w'onld n*tiirn. Somt*time.s he stoj>ped a day, 
somt‘tinn's a, week. Of what (‘ollege was Pen? Would 
he havt* anything ? 'riu*re was a very fair tap of ale. 
Mr. Spavin w'as t‘nablt*d to know Pendennis’s name, 
on the card whieh tin* latter took out and laid down 
(perhaps Pen in these days was rfttl^r proud of hav* 
ing a card) — and so the young men wk leave. 
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Then Pen went down the rock, and walked about 
on the sand, biting his nails by the shore of the 
jnucli-sounding sea. It stretched before him bright 
and immeasurable. The ^ blue waters came rolling 
into the bay, foaming and roaring hoarsely: Pen 
looked them in the face with blank eyes, hardly re- 
garding them. What a tide there was pouring into 
the lad’s own mind at the time, and what a little 
power had he to check it 1 Pen flung stones into the 
sea, but it still kept coming on. He was in a rage at 
not seeing Poker. He wanted to see Poker. He must 
see Poker. “ Suppose I go on — on the Chatteris 
road, jusit to see if I can meet him,” Pen thought. Re- 
becca was saddled in another half-hour, and galloping 
on the grass by the Chatteris road. About four miles 
from Bay mouth, the Clav(»ring road branches off, as 
everybody knows, and the mare naturally was for tak- 
ing that turn, but, cutting her over the shoulder, Pen 
passed the turning, and rode on to the turnpike without 
setdng any sign of the black tandem and red wheels. 

As lie was at the turnpike he might as well go on : 
that was (piite clear. So Pen rode to the George, and 
the ostler told him that Mr. Poker was there sure 
enough, and that he ’d been a making a tremendous 
row the night afore, a drinkiii’ and a pingin’, and 
wanting to tight Tom the post-boy ; which I hn think- 
ing he ’d have had the worst of it,” the man added, 
with a grin. “ Have you carried up your master’s ’ot 
water to shave with ? ” he added, in a very satirical 
manner, to Mr. Poker’s domestic, who here came down 
tlu* yard, bearing his master’s clothes, most beauti- 
lully brushed and arranged. “Show Mr. Peiidennis 
up to ’un.” And Pen followed the man at last to the 
ai>artinent, wher^ in the midst of an immense bed, 
Mr. Harry Poker lay reposing. 
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The feather bed and bolsters swelled up all round 
Mr. Poker, so that you could hardly see his little 
sal Ip w face and red silk nightcap. 

Hullo ! said Pen. 

** Who goes there ? brother, quickly tell ! ” sang 
out the voice from the bed. *^What! Pendennis 
again ? Is your Mamma acquainted with your ab- 
sence ? Did you sup with us last night ? No — stop 
— who 8up])ed with us last night, Stoopid ? ’’ 

“ There was the three officers, sir, and Mr. Bing- 
ley, sir, and Mr. Costigan, sir,” the man answered, 
who received all Mr. Foker’s remarks with i)erfect 
gravity. . 

> Ah yes ; the cup and merry jest went round. We 
chanted : and T remember I wanted to fight a post- 
boy. Did [ thrash him, Stoopid ? ” 

‘‘ No, sir. Fight did n’t come off, sir,” said Stoopid, 
still with . i>erfe(tt gravity. He was arranging Mr. 
Foker’s dressing-(;a.se — a trunk, the gift of a fond 
mother, witliout whi(di the young fellow never trav- 
elled. It contained a prodigious ap}>aratus in plate; 
a silver dish, a silver mug, silver boxes and bottles 
for all sorts of essences, and a choice of razors ready 
against the time when Mr. Foker’s beard should 
come. 

♦ 

“ Do it some other day,” said the young fellow, 
yawning and throwing up his little lean arms over 
his head. ‘‘ No, th(*re was no fight ; but there was 
chanting. Bingh*} chanted, 1 chanted, the General 
chanted — (\)stigan 1 mean. — Did you ever hear him 
sing * The Little Ihg under the Bed,’ Pen ?” 

“The man we met yesterday,” said Pen, all in a 
tremor, “the father of — ” 

“Of the Fotheringay, — the very man. Ain’t she 
a Venus, Pen ? ” * 
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Please sir, Mr. Costigan ’s in the sittin’-room^ sir, 
and says, sir, you asked him to breakfast, sir. Called 
five times, sir ; but would n’t wake you on no account ; 
and has been year since eleven o’clock, sir — ” ^ 

“ How much is it now ? ” 

« One, sir.” 

What would the best of mothers say,” cried the 
little sluggard, “ if she saw me in bed at this hour ? 
She sent me down here with a grinder. She wants 
me to cultivate my neglected genius — He, he ! I 
say, Pen, this is n’t quite like seven o’clock school, — 
is it, ohl boy ? ” — and the young fellow burst out 
into a boyish laugh of enjoyment. Then he added — 
Go in and talk to the General whilst I dress. And 
I say, Pendennis, ask him to sing you ^The Little 
Pig under tlie Bed ; ’ it ’s capital,” Pen went off in 
great pcu’turbation, to meet Mr. Costigan, and Mr. 
Foker (»oininenced his toih‘t. 

Of Air. Foker’s two grandfathers, the one from 
whom he inherited a fortune, was a brewer; the 
other was an earl, who endowed him with the most 
doting mother in the world. The Foke.rs had been 
at tli(‘ Cistercian school from father to son ; at which 
plac.e, our friend, whose name could be seem over the 
jdayground wall, on a public.-house sign, under which 
“ Foker’s Entire ” was painted, had been dreadfully 
b\dli(ui on account of his trade, his uncomely counte- 
nance, his inaptitude for learning and cleanliness, his 
gluttony and otlu^r weak points. But those who 
know how a susceptible youth, under the tyranny of 
liis s(‘hoolfellows becomes silent and a sneak, may 
understand how in a very few months after his liber- 
ation from bondage, he developed himself as he had 
don(‘ ; and became the humorous, the sarcastic, the 
brilliant Foker, with whom we have made acquaint 
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A dunce lie always was, it is true ; for leam< 
ll|{ cannot be acquired by leaving school and entering 
at college as a fellow-commoner ; but he was now (in 
his own, peculiar manner) as great a dandy as he be- 
fore had been a slattern, and when he entered his 
sitting-room to join his two guests, arrived scented 
and arrayed in fine linen, and perfectly splendid in 
appearance. 

General or Captain Costigan — for the latter was 
the rank which he preferred to assume — was seated 
in the window with the newspaper held before him 
at arm’s length. The Captain’s eyes were sdmewhat 
dim : and he was spelling the paper, with the help of 
his lips, as well as of those bloodshot eyes of his, as 
you see gentlemen do to whom reading is a rare and 
difficult occupation. His hat was cocked very much 
on one ear; and as oin*, of his feet lay up in the 
window-seat, the observer of such matters might re- 
mark, by the si/e and shabbiness of the boots which 
the Captain wore, that times did not go very well 
with him. Voverty seems as if it were disposed, 
iK'fore it takes possession of a man entirely, to attack 
his extremities first : the coverings of his head, feet, 
and liands, are its first ])rey. All these parts of the 
Captain’s ])erson W(u-e ])articularly rakish and shabby. 
As soon as lu* saw Pen he descended from the win- 
dow-seat and saluted the new comer, first in a mili- 
tar}- manner, by conveying a coujde of his fingers 
(covered with a broken black glove) to lus hat, and 
then removing that ornament altogether. The Cap- 
tain was iiudined to he bald, but he brought a quan- 
tity of lank iron-gray hair over his pate, and had a 
couple of wisps of the same falling down on each side 
of his face. Much whiskey had spoiled what com- 
plexion Mr. Costigan may have possessed in his 
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youth. His once handsome face had now a coppei^' 
tinge. He wore a very high stock, scarred and 
stained in many places ; and a dress-coat tightly but- 
toned up in those parts where the buttons had not 
parted company from the garment. 

“ The young gentleman to whom I had the honor 
to be introjuiced yesterday in the Cathedral Yard/^ 
said the Captain, with a splendid bow and wave of 
his hat. I hope I see you well, sir. I marked ye 
in the thayater last night during me daughter’s per- 
iawrumance ; and missed* ye on my return. I did 
but conduct her home, sir, for Jack Costigan, though 
poor, is a gentleman j and when 1 reintered the house 
to ])ay me respects to me joyous young friend, Mr. 
Kokf*r — ye were gone. We had a jolly night of 
ut, sir — Mr. Foker, the tlmie gallant young dra- 
goons, and your ’umble servant. Gad, sir, it put me 
in mind of one of our old nights when I bore her 
Majesty’s commission in the Foighting Huiidtherd 
and Third.” And he pulled out an old shuff-box, 
which he presented with a stately air to his new 
ac'quaiiitaiice. 

"Arthur was a great deal too much flurried to speak. 
This shabby -looking buck was — was her father. I 

hope, Miss F , Miss Costigan is well, sir,” Pen 

said, flushing up. “ She — she gave me greater 
pleasure, than — than T — T — I ever enjoyed at a 
play. I think, sir — I tliink she’s the finest actress 
in the world,” he gasped out. 

Your hand, young man ! for ye speak from your 
lienrt,” cried the Captain. Thank ye, sir, an old 
soldier and a fond father thanks ye. She is the finest 
actress in the world, I ’ve seen the Sid dons, sir, and 
the O’Xale — They were great, but what were they 
compared to Miss Fotheringay ? I do not wish she 
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snould ashuine her own name while on the stage. 
Me family, sir, are proud people ; and the Costigans 
of Opstigaliflown think that an honest man, who has 
borne he®^ Majesty’s colors in the Hundtherd and 
Third, would demean himself, by permitting his 
daughter to earn her old father’s bread.” 

<< There cannot be a more honorable duty, surely,” 
Pen said. 

“ Honorable ! Bedad, sir, I ’d like to see the man 
who said Jack Costigan would consent to anything 
dishonorable. I have a heart, sir, though I am poor ; 
I like a man w'ho has a heart. You have : I read it 
in your honest face and steady eye. And would you 
believe it ? ” he added, after a pause, and with a pa- 
thetic whisper, that that Bingley, who lias made his 
fortune by me child, gives her but two guineas a 
week : out of whicth she tinds herself in dresses, and 
which, added to me own small means, makes our 
all ? ” 

Now th(^ Captain’s means were so small as to be, it 
may be said, quite invisible. But nobody knows how 
the wind is tempered to shorn Irish lambs, and in 
what marvellous plac.es they find pasture. If Captain 
Costigan, whom 1 have the honor to know, would but 
have told his history, it would have been a great 
moral story. Ihit he neither would have told it if he 
could, nor (*.ould if he wxiuld ; for the Captain was not 
only unaccustomed to tell the truth, — he was unable 
even to think it — and fact and fiction reeled together 
in his muzzy, wliiskeytied brain. 

He l)t*gan life rather brilliantly with a pair of 
colors, a fine jierson and legs, and one of the most 
beautiful voices in the world. To his latest day he 
sang with admirable ]>athos and humor, those wonder- 
ful Irish ballails which are so mirthful and so melan- 
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choly: and was always the first himself to cry at 
their pathos. Poor Cos ! he was at once brave and 
maudlin, humorous and an idiot ; always good-natured, 
and sometimes almost trustworthy. Up to the kist 
day of his life he would drink with any man, and 
back any man’s bill . and his end was in a sponging- 
house, where the sheriff’s officer, who took him, was 
fond of him. 

In his brief morning of life, Cos formed the delight 
of regimental messes, and had the honor of singing 
his songs, bacchanalian and sentimental, at the tables 
of the most illustrious generals and commanders-in- 
cliief, in the course of which period he drank three 
times as much claret as was good for him, and spent 
Ills doubtful patrimony. What became of him subse- 
tpiently to Ins retirement from the army, is no affair 
of ours. I take it, no foreigner understands the life 
of an Irish gentleman without money, the way in 
which he manages to keep afloat — the wind-raising 
conspiracies in which he engages with heroes as un- 
fortunate as himself — the means by which he con- 
trives. during most days of the week, to get his por- 
tion of wliiskey-and-water • all these are mysteries to 
us inconceivable ; but suffice it to say, that through 
all the storms of life Jack had floated somehow, and 
the lamp of his nose had never gone out. 

Before he and Pen had had a half-hour’s conversa- 
tion, the Captain managed to extract a couple of sov- 
ereigns from the young gentleman for tickets for his 
daughter’s benefit, which was to take place speedily ; 
and was not a bojia fde transaction such as tliat of the 
last year, when poor Miss Fotheringay had lost fif- 
teen shillings by her venture; but was an arrange- 
ment with the manager, by whic.h the lady was to 
have the sale ot a certain number of tickets, keeping 
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for herself a large portion of the sum for which they 
were sold. 

^en had but two pounds in his purse, and he 
handed them over to the Captain for the tickets ; he 
would have been afraid to offer more lest he should 
offend the latter’s delicacy. Costigan scrawled him 
an order for a box, lightly slipped the sovereigns into 
his waistcoat, and slapped his hand over the place 
where they lay. They seemed to warm his old sides. 

‘ Faith, sir,” said he, the bullion ’s scarcer with 
me than it used to be, as is the case with many a 
good fellow. 1 won six hundtherd of ’em in a single 
night, sir, when me kind friend. His Royal Highness 
the Duke of Kent, was in Gibralther.” 

Them it was good to see the Captain’s b(diavior at 
breakfast, before the devilled turkey* and the mutton 
chops ! His stories poured forth un(5(*asingly, and his 
spirits rose as he (diatted to the young men. AVhen 
he got a bit of sunshine, the old lazzarone basked in 
it ; he prated about his own affairs and past sjdendor, 
and all the lords, generals, and I jord- Lieutenants he 
hiid ever known. IL* deserilied the death of his dar- 
ling Bessie, tlie late Mrs. Costigan, and the challenge 
he had sent to (kiptain Shanty Claney, of the Slash- 
ers, for looking rude at Miss Fotheringay as she was 
on her kynr in the Phavnix ; and then he described 
how the (Captain apologized, gave a dinner at tlie 
Kildare StrtM-t, where six of them drank twenty-om* 
bottles of (daret, tdc. He anuounct‘d that to sit with 
two su(di noble and generous young fellows was the 
happiness and pri<ie of an old soldier’s existence ; and 
having had a s(*eond glass of Cura^oa, was so hajipy 
that he iH'gau to ery. Altogether we should say that 
the Captain was not a man of much strength of mind, 
or a very eligible companion for youth ; but there are 
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worse men, holding much better places in li£e, and"" 
more dishonest, who have never committed half so 
many rogueries as he. They walked out, the Captain 
holding an arm of each of his dear young friends, and 
in a maudlin state of contentment. He winked at 
one or two tradesmen’s shops where, possibly, he 
owed a bill, as much as to say “ See the company I ’m 
in — sure I ’ll pay you, my boy,” — and they parted 
finally with Mr. Foker at a billiard-room, where the 
latter had a particular engagement with some gentle- 
men of Colonel Swallowtail’s regiment. 

Pen and the shabby Captain still walked the street 
together; the Cai)tain, in his sly way, making in- 
<juiries about Mr. Foker’s fortune and station in life. 
Pen told him how Foker’s father was a celebrated 
brewer, and his Another was Lady 'Agnes Milton, Lord 
liosherville’s daughter. The Cajitain broke out into 
a strain of exaggerated compliment and panegyric 
about Mr. Foker, whose native aristocracie,” he said, 

** could be seen with the twinkling of an oi — and only 
served to adawrun other (qualities which he possessed, 
a loin intellect and a generous heart.” 

Pen walked on, listening to his companion’s prate, 
wondering, amused, and puzzled. It had not as yet 
entered into the boy’s liea<l to disbelieve any state- 
ment that was made to him ; and being of a candid 
nature himself, he took naturally for truth what other 
}>eople told him. Costigan luul nevtu* liad a better 
listener, and was highly flattered by the attentiveness 
and modest bearing of the young man. 

So much pleased was he with the young genth^man, 
so artless, honest, and cheerful did Pen seem to be, 
that the Captain finally made him an invitation, 
which he very seldom a(!corded to young men*, and 
asked Pen if he would do him the fevor to enter his 
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humbk abode, which was near at hand, where the 
Captain would have the honor of inthrojuicing his 
young friend to his daughther, Miss Fotheringay ? 

was so delightfully shocked at this invitation, 
that he thought he should have dropped from the 
Captain’s arm at first, and trembled lest the other 
should discover his emotion. He gasped out a few 
incoherent words, indicative of the high gratification 
he should have in being presented to the lady for 
whose — for whose talents he had conceived such an 
admiration — siudi an extreme admiration ; and fol- 
lowed the Captain, scarcely knowing whither that 
gentleman led him. He was going to see her ! He 
was going to see her ! In her was the centre of the 
universe. She was the kernel of the world for Pen. 
Yesterday, before he knew her, seemed a period ever 
so long ago — a revolution was between him and that 
time, and a new world about to begin. 

The Captain conducted liis young friend to that 
quiet little street in Cliatteris, called Prior’s Lane, 
wliieh li(*s close by Dean’s Green and the canons’ 
houses, and is oviulooked by the enormous towers of 
the cathedral ; there the Captain dwelt modestly in 
the first floor of a low gabled house, on the door of 
whi(?h was the brass plate of Creed, Tailor and Robe- 
maker.” Ch-(‘ed was dead, however. His widow was 
a pew-oj)ener in the cathedral hard by ; his eldest son 
was a little seamj) of a choir*lK>y, who played toss- 
halfpenny, led his little brothers into mischief, and 
had a voice as sweet as an angel. A couple of the 
latter were sitting on the doorstep, and they jumped 
up with great alacrity to meet their lodger, and 
])ltinged wildly, and rather to Pen’s surprise, at the 
swiillbw-tails of the C’aj)taiu’s dress-coat ; for the truth 
is, that the good-natured gentleman, when he was in 
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cash, generally brought home an apple, or a piece of 
gingerbread for these children. Whereby the widdy 
never pressed me for rint when not convanient,”- as 
he remarked afterwards to Pen, winking knowingly, 
anddaying a finger on his nose. 

As Pen followed his companion up the creaking old 
stair his knees trembled under him. He could hardly 
see whefn he entered, following the Captain, and stood 
in the room — in her room. He saw something black 
before him, and waving as if making a curtsy, and 
heard, but quite indistinctly, Costigan making a speech 
over him, in which the Captain, with his usual mag- 
niloquence, expressed to ‘‘ me child his wish to make 
her known to his dear and admirable young friend, 
Mr. Avvther Pindinnis, a young gentleman of prop- 
erty in the neighborhood, a person of refoined moind, 
and emiable manners, a sinsare lover of poethry, and 
a man possest of a feeling and affectionate heart.” 

“ It is very fine weather,” Miss Fotheringay said, in 
an Irish accent, and with a deep rich melancholy voice. 

“ Very,” said Mr. Pendennis. In this romantic way 
their conversation began ; and he found himselt seated 
on a chair, and having leisure to look at the young lady. * 

She looked still handsomer off the stage than before 
the lamps. All her attitudes were naturally grand 
and majestical. If she went and stood up against the 
mantel-piece her robe draped itself classically round 
her j her chin supported itself on her hand, the other 
lines of her form arranged themselves in full harmo- 
nious undulations — she looked like a muse in con- 
templation. If she sat down on a cane-bottomed chair, 
her arm rounded itself over the back of the seat, her 
hand seemed as if it ought to liave a sceptre put into 
it, the folds of her dress fell naturally round her in 
order : all her movements were graceful and imperiaL 
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In the morning you could see her hair was blue-black, 
her complexion of dazzling fairness, with the faintest 

S ^ssible bln^ flickering, as it were, in her cheek. 

er eyef were gray, with prodigious long lashes ; and 
as for her mouth, Mr. Pendennis has given me subse- 
quently to understand, that it was of a staring red 
color, with which the most brilliant geranium^ sealing 
wax, or Guards-man’s coat, could not vie. 

And very warm,” continued this empress and 
Queen of Sheba. 

Mr. Pen again assented, and the conversation rolled 
on in this manner. She asked Costigan whether he 
had had a pleasant evening at the George, and he re- 
counted the supper and tlie tumblers of punch. Then 
the father asked her how she liad been employing the 
morning. 

** Bows came,” said she, at ten, and we studied 
Ophalia. It’s for the twenty-fourth, when I hope, 
sir, we shall hav«‘ the honor of s(‘eing ye.^’ 

“Indeed, indecul, you will/* Mr. Pendennis cried j 
wondering that she could say “ Opluilia/’ and speak 
^ with an Irish intiection of voice naturally, who had 
not the least Hibernian accent on tlie stage. 

“ T *ve secured ’uni f(»r your lH>nefit, dear,” said the 
Captain, tapjiing ins waistcoat ])ocket, wherein lay 
P(*n’s sovereigns, and winking at Pen, with one eye, 
at whieh the l)oy iiliished. 

“Mr. the gentleman's very obleeging,” said 

Mrs. Haller. 

“My name is Pendennis,” said Pen, blushing 
«I — 1 — hoi»e you’ll — you’ll remember it.” His 
h(‘art tbump(*<l so as he maile this audaeious declara- 
tion, that lu‘ almost ehoked in uttering it. 

“Pendennis” — slie answered slowly, and looking 
niiii full it! the eyes, with a glance so straight, sc 
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clear, 60 bright, so killing, with a voice so . STjeet, so 
round, so low, that the word and the glance shot Pen 
through and through, and perfectly transfixed him 
with pleasure. 

I never knew .the name was so pretty before,” 
Pen said. 

“ T is a very pretty name,” Ophelia said. ‘^Pent- 
weazle’s‘not a pretty name. Remember, Papa, when 
we were on the Norwich Circuit, young Pentweazle, 
who used to play second old men, and married Miss 
Kancy, the Columbine ; they ’re both engaged in Lon- 
don now, at the Queen’s, and get five pounds a week. 
Pentweazle was n’t his real name. ’T was eTudkin 
gave it him, I don’t know why. His name was Har- 
rington ; that is, his real name was Potts ; fawther 
a clergyman, very respectable. ‘Harrington was in 
London, and got in debt. Ye remember, he came 
out in Falkland, to Mrs. Rnnee’s Julia.” 

And a pretty Julia she was,” the (’aptain inter* 
posed ; a' woman of fifty, and a mother of ton cliil- 
dren. ’T is you who ought to have been J ulia, or my 
name ’s not Jack Costigan.” 

‘‘I didn’t take the leading business tlien,” Miss 
Fotheringay said modestly ; “ I was n’t tit for ’t till 
Hows taught me.” 

‘‘ True for you, my dear,” said tlu‘ (’aptain ; and 
bending to Peiuleiniis, lie added, “ Rejuiced in cir- 
cumstances, sir, I was for some time a fencing-master 
in Dublin ; (there ’s only three men in the eni[)ire 
could tomdi me with the foil once, but Jack Costi- 
gan’s getting old and stiff now, sir) and my daughter 
had an engagement at the thayater .thore ; and ’t was 
there that my friend, Mr. Hows, gave her lessons, 
and made her what ye see. What have ye done 
since Bows went, Emily ? ” 
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^^Sure, T Ve made a pie,” Emily said, with perfect 
simplicity. She pronounced it ‘^Poy.” 

If ye ’ll try it at four o’clock, sir. say the word,” 
said Costigan gallantly. “That girl, sir, makes the 
best veal and ham pie in England, and I think I can 
promise ye a glass of punch of the right flavor.” 

Pen had promised to be home to dinner at six 
o’clock, but the rascal thought he could accommodate 
pleasure and duty in this point, and was only too 
eager to accept this invitation. He looked on with 
delight and wonder wdiilst Ophelia busied herself 
about the room, and prepared for the dinner. She 
arranged the glasses, and laid and smoothed the 
little cloth, all whicdi duties she i>erformed with a 
quiet gracje and good-humor, wdiich enchanted *her 
guest more and more. The “ poy ” arrived from the 
baker’s in the hands of one of the little choir-boy’s 
brothers at the pr()])er hour : and at four o’clock, 
Pen found himself at dinner — actually at dinner 
with the handsomest woman in all creation — with 
his first and only love/ whom he had atlored ever 
since when? — ever sinet? yesterday, ever since for- 
ever. lie at<' a eriust of her making, he poured her 
out a glass of b(‘er, he .saw her drink a glass of })unch 
— just <»ne wine-glass full — out of the tumbh*r which 
she mixed for her j»apa. She was perfectly good- 
natun‘d, and offered to mix one for Pendennis too. 
It was prodigiously strong; Pen had never in his 
life drtink so niueli spirits-and-water. Was it the 
punch or the pumdi-iuakev who intoxicated him? 

Pen tritMl to engage her in conversation about poetry 
and alwmt her ]>rofessu»n. He asked her wdiat «he 
thought of Ophelia’s madness, aud whether she was 
in love with ilamlt‘t or iu)t ? “ In love with such a 

little ojus wretch as that stunted manager of a Bing- 
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ley ? She bristled with indignation at the thought! 
Pen exclaimed it ^was not of her he spoke, but of 
Ophelia of the play. Oh, indeed, if no offence was 
meant, none was taken : but as for Bingley, indeed, 
she did not value him — not that glass of punch.’^ 
Pen next tried her on |Cotzebue. “Kotzebue? who 
was he ? ” — “ The author of the play in which she 
had been performing so admirably.” “She did not 
know that — the man’s name at the beginning of the 
book was Thompson,” she said. Pen laughed at 
her adorable simplicity. He told her of the mel- 
ancholy fate of the author of the play, and hoW Sand 
had killed him. It was the first time in her life that 
Miss Costigan had ever heard of Mr. Kotzebue’s ex- 
istence, but she looked as if she was very much 
interested, and her sympathy sufficed for honest 
Pen. 

And in the midst of this simple conversation, the 
hour and a quarter which poor Pen (jould afford to al- 
low himself, passed away only too quickly; and he 
had taken leave, he was gone, and away on his rapid 
road homewa^s on the back of Rebecca. She was 
called upon to show her mettle in the three journeys 
which she made that day. 

“ What was that he was talking about, the madness 
of Hamlet, and the theory of the great (re r man critic 
on the subject ? ” Emily asked of her father. 

“ ’Deed then, I don’t know, Milly dear,” answered 
the Captain. “ We ’ll ask Bows when he comes.” 

“ Anyhow, he ’s a nice, fair-spoken, pretty young 
man,” the lady said : “ how many tickets did he take 
of you ? ” 

“ ’Faith, then, he took six, and gev me two guineas, 
Milly.” the Captain said. “ I suppose them young 
chaps is not too flush of coin.” 





£till of book-learning/’ Miss ' Fotheribgay 
eontinued. « Kotzebue! He, hejVhat a droll name 
iod^ed^ now j and the poor fellow killed by 8and> too ! 
Did ye ever hear such a thing ? 1 ’ll ask Bows about 
itj Papa dear.” 

“ A queer death, sure ehough,” ejaculated the Cap- 
tain, and changed the painful thelne. “ ’ Tis an elegant 
mare the young gentleman rides,” Costigan went on 
to say, “and a grand breakfast, iiitirely, that young 
Mister Foker gave us.” 

“ He ’& good for two private boxes, and at leest 
twenty tickets, I should say,” cried the daughter, a 
prudent lass, who always kept her line eyes on the 
main chance. 

“ 1 ’ll go bail of that,” answered the Papa ; and so 
their conversation continued awhile, until the tumbler 
of jmnch was finished; and their hour of departure 
Soon came, too ; for at half-past six Miss Fotherlngay 
was to ap]»ear at the theatre again, whither her father 
always accompanied her. and stood, as we have seen, 
in the side-scone watching her, and drank spirits and 
water in the gHHUi-rooiii With the company there. 

“ How beautiful she is,” thought Pen, cantering 
homewards. “ How simple and how tender ! How 
clirtfining it is to see a woman of her genius busying 
herself with the humble offices of domestic life, cook- 
ing dishes to make her old father comfortable, and 
brewing him drink! How rude it Was of me to be- 
gin to talk about professional matters, and how well 
she turned the (ionversation ! By-the-way, she talked 
alunit professional matters herself; but then with 
what fun and humor she told the story of her com- 
rade, Peutweazle, as he was called ! There is no hu- 
mor like Irish humor. Her fiither is rather tedious, 
but thoroughly amiable ; and how fine of him, giving 
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lessons in fencihg after he quitted the afniy, where' 
he was the pet of 'the Duke of Kent! Fencing! I 
should like to continue my fencing, or 1 shall forget 
what Angelo taught me. Uncle Arthur always liked 
me to fence — he says it is the exercise of a gen- 
tleiuaui Hang it. I '11 take some lessons of Captain 
(A>fitigan. Go along Rebecca — Up the hill, old lady. 
IViidennis, Pendennis — how she spoke the word! 
Fmily, Emily ! how goodj how noble, how beautiful, 
how perfect, she is!^^ 

Now the reader, who has had the benefit of over- 
hearing the entire conversation which Pen had with 
Miiss Fotheringay^ can judge for himself about the 
powers of her mind, and may perhaps be disposed to 
think that she has not said anything astonishingly 
liumorouB or intellectual in the course of the above 
interview. 

But what did our Pen care ? He saw a pair of 
bright eyes, and he believed in them — a beautiful 
image, and he fell doWti and Worshipped it. He sup- 
plied the meaning which her words wanted ; and cre- 
ated the divinity which he loved. Was Titania the 
first who fell ill love with an ass, ol* Pygmalion the 
only artist who has gone craxy about a stone ? He 
had found her : he had found what his soul thirsted 
alter. He flung himself into the stream and drank 
with all his might. Let those who have been thirsty 
own how delicious that first draught is. As he rode 
ilown the avenite toivards .home — Pen shrieked with 
laughter as he saw the Reverend Mr. Smitke once 
more coming demurely a^vay from Fairdaks on his 
pony. Siuirke had dawdled and stayed at the cottages 
on tJie way, and then dawdled with Laura over her 
lessons — and then looked at Mrs. Peiidennis’s gar- 
dens and improvements until he had perfectly bored 
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but that lady : and he had taken his leave at the very 
last minute *^vrithoiit that invitation to dinner which 
hf fondly expected. 

Pen was full of kindness and triumph. ‘‘What, 
picked up and sound ? ” he cried out laughing. 
“ Come along back, old fellow, and eat my dinner — 1 
have had mine : but we will have a bottle of the old 
wine and drink her health, Smirke.” 

Poor Smirke turned the pony’s head round, and 
jogged along with Arthur. His mother was charmed 
to see him in such high spirits, and welcomed Mr. 
Smirke for his sake, when Arthur said he had forced 
the curate back to dine. He gave a most ludicrous ac- 
count of the play of the night before, and of the act- 
ing of Bingley the Manager, in his rickety Hessians, 
^and the enormous Mrs. Bingley as the Countess, in 
rumpled green satin and a l^olish cap . he mimicked 
them, and delighted his mother and little Laura, who 
clapped her hands with pleasure. 

“And Mrs. Haller ? ” said Mrs. Pendennis. 

“ She ’s a stunner, Ma’am,” Pen said, laughing, and 
using the words of his revered friend, Mr. Foker. 

“ A whaty Arthur ? ” asked the lady. 

“What is a stunner, Arthur?” cried Laura, in 
the same voice. 

So he gave them a queer account of Mr. Foker, 
and how he used to be called Vats and Grains, and 
by other contumelious names at school : and how he 
was now exceedingly rich, and a Fellow Commoner 
at St. Boniface. But gay and communicative as he 
was, Mr. Pen did not say one syllable about his ride 
to Chatteris that day, or about the new friends whom 
he had made there. 

When the two ladies retired. Pen, with flashing 
eyes, fllled up two great bumpers of Madeira, and 
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looking Snirke full in the faee said, Here’s to 
her!” 

“Here’s to her,” said the curate with a sigh, lift* 
iug the glass : and emptying it, so that his face was 
a little pink when he put it down, 

Fen had even less sleep that night than on 
the night before. In the morning, and almost k- 
fore dawn, he went out and saddled that unfortu- 
nate Mecca himself, and rode her on the Downs 
like mad. Again love had roused him -and said, 
“Awake, Pendennis, I am here.” That charming 
fever -that delicious longing -and fire, and uncer- 
tainty. he hugged them to him - he would not have 
lost them for all the world. 



chapter yi. 

CONTAINS BOTH LOVE AND W^B. 


Ci(’KK(» and Kuri]>i(les did not occupy Mr. Pen 
much for some time after this, and honest Mr. Smirke 
had a very easy time with his pupil. Rebecca was 
the nnimal who suffered most in the present state 
of Pen’s mind, for, besides those days when he 
could publicly announce his intention of going to 
Chatteris to take a lencing-lesson, and went thither 
with tlie knowhalge of his mother, whenever he saw 
thiHH* hours (dear befoi'e him, the young rascal made 
a rush for tlu^ city, and found his way to Prior’s 
Lane. TL* was as frantic with vexation when Rebecca 
went lame, as Kicdiard at Bosworth, when his horse 
v^iiH killed under liim; and got deeply into the books 
of the man who kt^jU- the hunting stables at Chatteris 
for the doctoring of his own, and the hire of another 
animal. 

Then, and ])erha[)s once in a week, under pretence 
of going to r<*ad a Creek play with Smirke, this young 
reprobate s(*t off so as to be in time for the Compet- 
itor down coach, stayed a (*ouple of hours in Chat- 
t(‘ris, and returned on the Rival, which left for 
London at bm at night. Once his secret was nearly 
lost by Smirke’s simplicity, of whom Mrs. Pendennis 
asked wh(d,h(*r they had read a great deal the night be- 
fore, or a (|iu‘stion to that effect. Smirke was about 
to tell the truth, that he had never seen Mr. Pen at 
all, when the latter’s boot-heel came grinding down 
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on Mr. Smirke’s toe under the table, and warned the 
curate not to betray him. 

They had had conversations on the tender subject, 
of course. There must be a confidant and depositary 
somewhere. When informed, under the most solemn 
vows of secrecy, of Pen’s condition of mind, the 
curate said, with no small tremor, that he hoped it 
was no unworthy object — no unlawful attachment, 
which Pen had formed — for if so the poor fellow 
felt it would be his duty to break his vow and inform 
Pen’s mother, and then there would be a quarrel, he 
felt, wdth sickening apprehension, and he would never 
again have a chance of seeing what he most liked in 
the world. 

“ U nlawf ul, unworthy ! ” Pen bounced out at the 
curate’s question. “ She is as pure as she is beauti- 
ful ; T would give my heart to no other woman. I 
keep the mattcu* a secret in my family, because — be- 
cause — there are reasons of a weighty nature which 
I ana not at liberty to disclose. But any man who 
breathes a word against her purity insults both her 
honor and mine, and — and dammy, I won’t stand 
It.” 

Smirke, with a faint laugh, only said, Well, well, 
don’t call. me out, Arthur, for you know I can’t fight;** 
but by this compromise the wretched curate was put 
more than ever into the power of his pupil, and the 
Oi-(>(*k and mathematics sufferefl correspondingly. 

If the reverend gentleman had had much disoern- 
ment, and looked into the Poets’ Corner of the 
County Chronicle,” as it arrived in the Wednesday’s 
bag, he might liave seen “Mrs. Haller,” “Passion 
and Genius,” “ Lines to Miss Fotheringay, of the 
Theatre Royal,” appearing every week j and other 
verses of the most gloomy, thrilling, and passionate 
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S st But as these poems were no longer signed 
EP by their artful composer, but subscribed EROS i 
neither the tutor nor Helen, the good soul, who cut 
•11 her son’s verses out of the paper, knew that Kep 
was no other than that flaming Eros, who sang so 
vehemently the charms of the new actress. 

^*Who IS the lady,” at last asked Mrs. Pendennis, 
^ whom your rival is always singing in the ‘ County 
Chronitde ' ? He writes something like you, dear Pen, 
but yours is much the best. Have you seen Miss 
Fotheringay ? ” 

Pen said yes, he had ; that night he went to see “ The 
Stranger.” she acted Mrs. Haller. By the way she 
was going to have a beiieflt, and was to api^ear in 
Ophelia — suppose we were to go — Shakspeare you 
know, Mother — we can get horses from the Clavering 
Arms. Little Laura sprang up with delight, slie 
longed for a play. 

IVn introduc(‘d Shaks[)eai4 you know,” because 
the dc’ceased I’eiuhmnis, as became a man of liis 
character, prulcssed an uiicommoii respect for the 
hard of Avon, in \Nhose works he safely said there 
was more poetry than in all “Johnson’s Poets” put 
together. And though Mr. Pendennis did not much 
read the works in (juestiou, yet he enjoiiic,d Pen to 
peruse thmii, and often said what pleasure he ehould 
have, when the boy was of a proper age, in taking him 
and mother to see sojfke good plays of the immortal 
poet. 

The ready tears welled up in the kind mother’s 
eyes jvs she reimnnhered these speeches of the man 
who wiis gone. She kissed her son fondly and said 
she would go. Laura jumped for joy. Was Pen 
ha])py ? — was he ashamed ? As he held his mother 
to him, lie longed to tell her all, but he kept his coun 
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gel. He would see how his mother liked her ; the * 
play should be the thing, and he would try his 
mother like Hamlet’s. 

Helen, in her good-humor, asked Mr. Smirke to be 
of the party. That ecclesiastic had been bred up by 
a fond parent at Clapham, who had an objection to 
dramatic entertainments, and he had never yet seen a 
play. But, Shakspeare ! — But to go with Mrs. Pen- 
dennis in her carriage, and sit a whole night by her 
side ! — he could not resist the idea of so much pleas- 
ure, and made a feeble speech, in which he spoke of 
temptation and gratitude, and finally accepted Mrs. 
Pendennis’s most kind offer. As he spoke he gave 
her a look, which made her exceedingly uncomfort- 
able. She had seen that look more than once, of late, 
pursuing her. He became more positively odious 
every day in the widow’s eyes. ^ 

We are not going to say a great deal about Pen’s 
courtship of Miss Fotheringay, for the reader has 
already had a specimen of her conversation, much of 
which need surely not be reported. Pen sat with her 
hour after hour, and poured forth all his honest boy- 
^ish soul to her. Everything he knew, or hoped, or 
felt, or had read, or fancied, he told to her. He 
never tired of talking and longing. One after an- 
other, as his thoughts rose in his hot eager brain, he 
clothed them in words, and told them to her. Her 
part of the tete-a-tete was not to talk, but to appear as 
if she understood what Pen talked, and to look ex- 
ceedingly handsome and sympathizing. The fact is, 
whilst he was making one of his tirades, the lovely 
Emily, who could not comprehend a tenth part of his 
talk, had leisure to think about her own affairs, and 
would arrange in her own mind how they should 





oold mutton, or how she would turn the 
k ^tin, or make herself out of her scarf a bonnet 
like^Miss ^hackth waiters new one, and so forth. Pen 
spouted Byron and Moore; passion and poetry: her 
business was to throw up her eyes, or fixing them for 
a moment on his face, to cry, “Oh, ^tis beautiful! 
Ah, how exquisite ! liepeat those lines again.’* And 
off the boy went, and she returned to her own simple 
thoughts about the turned gown or the hashed 
mutton. • 

In fact Pen’s passion was not long a secret from 
the lovely Emily or her father. Upon his second 
visit, his admiration was quite evident to both of 
them, and on his departure the old gentleman said to 
his daughter, as he winked at her over his glass of 
grog, “ Faith, Milly darling, I think ye *ve hooked 
that chiip.” 

“ Pooh, ’t is only a boy. Papa dear,” Milly remarked. 
“Sure he ’s but a child.” 

“Ye’ve hooked ’um any how,” said the Captain, 

“ and let me tell ye he ’s not a bad fish. T asked Tom 
at the Georg<% and Flint, th»' grocer, where his mother 
dales — fine fortun<‘ — drives in her chariot — splen- 
did park and grounds — Fairoaks Park — only son^ 
—•property all his own at twenty-one — ye might go 
further and not fare so well, Miss Fotheringay.” 

“ Them boys are mostly talk,” said Milly, seriously. 
“Ye know at Jhihlin how ye went on alx)ut young 
Poldootiy, and 1 ’ve a whole desk full of verses he 
wrote me when he was in Trinity College; but he 
went abroad, and his mother married him to ^au 
Englishwoman.” 

“Ijord Poldoody was a young nobleman; and m 
them it *s natural : and ye were n’t in the position in 
which ye are now, Milly dear. But ye must n’t en- 
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courage this young chap too much, for, bedad, Jack 
Gostigan won^t have any thrifling with his daughter.” 

ISTo more will his daughter, Papa, you may b6 sure 
of thatf^^ Milly said. ‘‘A little sip more of the 
punch, — sure, ^t is beautiful. Ye need n’t be afraid 
about the young chap — I think I ’m old enough to 
take care of myself, Captain Cbstigan.” 

So Pen used to come day after day, rushing in and 
galloping away, and growing more wild about the girl 
with every visit. Sometimes the Capthin was present 
at their meetings ; but having a perfect confidence in 
his daughter, he was more often inclined to leave the 
young couple to themselves, and cocked his hat over 
his eye, and strutted off on some errand when Pen en- 
tered. How delightful those interviews were I The 
Ga|)tain’s drawing-room was a low wainscoted room, 
with a large window looking into the Dean’s garden. 
There Pen sat and talked — and talked to Emily, 
looking beautiful as she sat at her work — looking 
beautiful and calm, and the sunshine came streaming 
ill at the great windows, and lighted up her superb 
face and form. ^ Tn tlie midst of the conversation, the 
great bell would begin to boom, and he would pause 
sjjiiling, and be silent until the sound of the vast 
music died away — or the rooks in the cathedral elms 
would make a great noise towards sunset — or the 
sound of the organ and the choristers would come 
over the quiet air, and gently hush Pen’s talking. 

By the way, it must be said, that Miss Fotherin- 
gay, in a plain shawl and a close bonnet and veil, went 
to church every Sunday of her life, accompanied by 
her indefatigable father, who gave the respDiwes in a 
very rich and fine brogue, joined in the psalms and 
chanting, and behaved in the. most exemplary manner. 

Little Bows^ the house-friend of the family, was ex- 
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oeedingly wroth at the nation of Miss Fotheringay’s 
carriage with a stripling seven or eight years her 
junibr. Bows, who was a cripple, and owned that he 
was a little more deformed even than Bingley the 
manager, so that he could not appear on the stage, was 
a singular wild man of no small talents and humor. 
Attracted first by Miss Fotheringay’s beauty, he be- 
gan to tea(di her how to act. He shrieked out in his 
cracked voi(*>e the parts, and his pupil learned them 
from his lips by rote, and repeated them in her full 
rich tones. He indicated the attitudes, and set and 
moved tliose b(*autiful arms of hers. Those who re- 
member this grand actress on the stage can recall how 
she used always pre(*isely the same gestures, looks, 
and tones ; how she stood on the same plank of the 
stage in the same position, rolled her eyes at the 
same instant and to the same degree, and wept with 
jirecisely the same heart-rending pathos and over the 
same pathetii*- syllable. And after she had come out 
trembling with emotion before the audience, and look- 
ing so exhausted and tearful that you fancied she 
would faint with sensibility, she wouy ga-ther up her 
hair tlie instant she was behind the curtain, and go 
home to a mutton (dioj) and a glass of brown stoij^; 
and the harrowing labors of the day over, she went to 
bed and snored as resolutely and as regularly as a 
porter. 

Bows th(‘n was indignant at the notion that his 
pupil sliould throw her chances away in life by be- 
stowing her haml upon a little country squire. • As 
soon iis a London manager saw her he prophesied that 
she would get a London engagement, and a great suc- 
cess. The misfortune was that the London managers 
had seen h(»r. She had played in London three years 
before, and had failed from utter stupidity. Since then 
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It was that Bows had taken her in hand and taught 
her part after part. How he , worked and screamed, 
and twisted, and repeated lines over and over again, 
and with what indomitable patience and dulness she 
followed him ! She knew that he made her : and let 
herself be made. She was not grateful, or ungrateful, 
or unkind, or ill-humored. She \/as only stupid ; and 
Pen was madly in love with her. 

The post-horses from the Clavering Arms arrived 
in due time, and carried the party to the theatre at 
Chatteris, where Pen was gratified in perceiving that 
a tolerably large audience was assembled. The young 
gentlemen from Bay mouth had a box, in thfe front of 
which sat Mr. Foker and his friend Mr. Spavin splen- 
didly attired in the most full-blown evening costume. 
They saluted Pen in a cordial manner, and examined 
his party, of which they approved, for little Laura was 
a pretty little red-cheeked girl with a quantity of 
shilling brown ringlets, and Mrs. Pendennis, dressed 
in black velvet with the diamond cross which she 
sported on great occasions, looked uncommonly hand- 
some and majestic. Behind these sat Mr. Arthur, and 
the gentle Sinirke with the curl reposing on his fair 
forehead, and his white tie in perfect order. He 
blushed to find himself in such a place — but how 
happy was he to be there. He and Mrs. Pendennis 
brought books of “ Hamlet ” with them to follow the 
tragedy, as is the custom of honest country-folks who 
go to a play in state. Samuel, coachman, groom, and 
gardener to Mrs. Pendennis, took his place in the pit, 
where Mr. Foker’s man was also visible. It was 
dotted with non-commissioned officers of the Dragoons, 
whose band, by kind permission of Colonel Swallow- 
tail, were, as usual, in the orchestra ; and that cor- 
]mlent and distinguished warrior ' himself, with his 



PBNDEIJKIS. 


n 

|i||| for Miss Fotheringay and her behavior, toe 
^aoer is referred to a former page for an account 
<|f that. She went through precisely the same busi- 
ness. She surveyed the house all round with glances 
of gratitude ; and trembled, and almost sank with 
emotion, over her favorite trap-door. She seized the 
flowers (Foker discharged a prodigious bouquet at her, 
and even Smirke made a feeble shy with a rose, and 
blushed dreadfully when it fell into the pit) — she 
seized the flowers and pressed them to her swelling 
heart — etc. etc. — in a word, we refer the reader to 
page 58. Twinkling in her breast poor old Pein saw 
a locket which he had bought of Mr. Nathan in High 
Street, with the last shilling he was worth, and a 
sovereign borrowed from Smirke. 

‘‘ Black-Eyed Susan ” followed, at which sweet story 
our gentle-heart(*d friends were exceedingly charmed 
and affected: and in which Susan, with a russet gown 
and a pink rib])()n in lier cap, looked to the full as 
lovely as 0])helia. Bingley \vas great in William. 
Goll, as the Admiral, looked like the ligun*-head of a 
seventy-four : and Garbetts, as C'aptaiu Bold weather, 
a mis(*reant who forms a plan for carrying off Black- 
Eyed Susan, and waving an immense cocked hat, says, 
‘G'ome wliat may, he will be the ruin of her — all 
these performed their parts with their accustomed 
talent; and it was with a sincere regret that all our 
friends saw the curtain dropdown and end that pretty 
and tender story. ^ 

If Pen had been alone with his mother in the car- 
riage as tiu*y w(mt home, he would have told her all 
that night; but he sat on the box in the moonshine 
smoking a cigar by the side of Smirke, who warmed 
himself with a comforter. Mr.'Foker’s tandem and 
^mps whirled by the sober old Clavering posters, as 
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they were a couple of miles on their road home, and 
Mr. Spavin saluted Mrs. Pendennis’s carriage with 
some considerable variations of Eule Britannia on the 
key-bugle. 

It happened two days after the above gayeties that 
the Dean of Chatteris entertained a few select clerical 
friends at diniier at his Deanery House. That they 
drank uncommonly good port wine, and abused the 
Bishop over their dessert, are very likely matters : but 
with such we have nothing at present to do. Our 
friend Doctor Portman, of Clavering, was one of the 
Dean’s guests, and being a gallant man, and seeing 
from his place at the mahogany, the Dean’s lady 
walking up and down the grass, with her children 
sporting around her, and her pink parasol over her 
lovely head — the Doctor stepped out of the French 
windows of the dining-room into the lawn, which 
skirts that apartment, and left the other white 
neck-cloths to gird at my Lord Bishop. Then the 
Doctqpr went up and offered Mrs. Dean his arm, 
and they sauntered over the ancient velvet lawn, 
which had been mowed and rolled for immemorial 
Deans, in that easy, quiet, comfortable manner, in 
which people of middle age and good temper walk 
after a good dinner, in a calm golden summer evening, 
when the sun had but just sunk behind the enormous 
tiathedral towers, and the sickle-shaped moon is grow- 
ing every instant brighter in the heavens. 

Wow at the end of the Dean’s garden, there is, as we 
have stated, Mrs. Creed’s house, and the windows of 
the first-floor room were open to admit the pleasant 
summer air. A young lady of six-and-twenty, whose 
eyes were perfectly wide open, and a luckless boy of 
eighteen, blind with love and infatuation, were in that 



#^3^ in which persons, be- 

fc^ m$a them in the same place, the rea^r will have 
^0 dijfieulty^ in recognizing Mr. Arthur Pendennia and 
Miss Coatigan. 

> The poor boy had taken the plunge. Trembling 
with passionate emotion, his heart beating and throb- 
bing fiercely, tears rushing forth in spite of him, his 
im^ice almost choking with feeling, poor Pen had Said 
^hose words which he could withhold no more, and 
flupgAimself and his whole store of love, and admira- 
tioi^ and ardor, at the feet of this mature beauty. Is 
he the first who has done so ? Have none before or 
after him staked all their treasure of life, as a savage 
does bis land and possessions against a draught of 
the fair-skins’ fire-water, or a couple of bawble eyes ? 

^‘Does your mother know of this, Arthur said 
Miss Fotheringay, slowly. He seized her hand madly 
and kissed it a thousand times. She did not with- 
draw it. Does the old lady know it ? ” Miss Gostigan 
thought to herself, well, perhaps she may,” and then 
she remembered what a handsome diamond cro^Mrs. 
Pendennis had on the night of the play, and thought, 
^‘sure ’t will go in the family.” 

^‘Calm yourself, dear Arthur,” she said, in her low 
rich voic5e, and smiled sweetly and gravely upon him. 
Then with her disengaged hand, she put the hair 
lightly off his throbbing forehead. He was in sttch a 
rapture and whirl of happiness that he could 
speak. At last he gasped out, My mother has s^n 
you and admires you beyond measure. She will leffi*ii 
to* love you soon : who can do otherwise ? She will 
love you because I do.” 

^’Dead then, I think you'do,” says Miss Gostigan, 
perhaps with a sort of pity for Pen. 

Think she did ! Of course here Mr. Pen went off 





iajbo # f^psody as ixre kafe pfiarfeot command 

over oat own fe^ings, we have no right to overhear. 
het the pomr boyhing out his simple , heart the 
woman’s feet» and deal gently with h|im • It is best to 
love wisely, no doubt : but to loyis foolisl^y is better 
than not to be able to love at all; ;.l|ome can’t: 
and are proud ot our impotence toS.“ 

At the end of his speech, Pen again kissed the 
imperial hand with rapture — and I believe it was at 
this very moment, and while Mrs, Dean and Doctor 
Portman were engaged in conversation, that young 
Master Eidley Eosot, her son, pulled his mother by 
the back of her capacious dress and said, ~ 

** I say, Ma ! look up there ” — and he waggled his 
innocent head. 

That was, indeed, a view from the Dean’s garden 
acch as seldom is seen by Deans — or is written in 
CjjMnpters. There was poor Pen performing a salute 
u§on the rosy fingers of his charmer, who received the 
embrace with perfect calmness and good-humor. Mas- 
ter Eidley looked up and grinned, little Miss Rosa 
looked at hel%rotlier, and opened the mouth of aston- 
ishment. Mrd. Dean’s countenance defied expression^ 
and as for Dr. Portman, when he beheld the scene, and 
saw his prime favorite and dear pupil Pen, he stood 
mute with rage and wonder. 

Mrs. Haller spied the party below at the same 
moment, and gave a start and a laugh. ** Sure there ’s 
somebody in the Dean’s garden,” she cried out ; and 
withdrew with perfect calmness, whilst Pen darted 
away with his face glowing like coals. The garden 
party had re-entered the house when he ventured . |q 
look out again. The sickle moon was blazing bri|^t 
in the heavens then, the stars were glittering^ thedA 
of the cathedral tolling nine, the Dean’# gueetn liP 
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«ave one, who had called for his horse Dumpling, and 
ridden off early) were partaking of tea and buttered 
cakes in Mrs. Dean’s drawing-room — when Pen took 
leave of Miss Costigan. 

Pen arrived at home in due time afterwards, and 
was going to slip off to bed, for the poor lad was 
greatly worn and agitated, and his high-strung nerves 
had been at almost a maddening pitch — when a 
summons came to him by John the old footman, 
whose countenance bore a very ominous look, that 
his mother must see him below. 

On this he tied on his neck-cloth again, and went 
down stairs to tlie drawing-room. There sat not only 
his mother, but her friend, the Reverend Doctor 
Portmaii. Helen’s face looked very pale by the light 
of the lamp — the Doctor’s was flushed, on the con- 
trary, and quivering with anger and emotion. 

Pen saw at once that there was a crisis, and that 
there had been a discovery. ‘‘Xow for it,” he 
thought. 

“ Wliere have you been, Arthur ? ” Helen said in a 
trembling voice. 

‘‘ How can you look that — that dear lady, and a 
Christian clergyman in the face, sir ? ” bounced out 
the Doctor, in spite of Helen’s pale, appealing looka 
** Where has he b(MMi ? Where his mother’s son 
should havi* Imhui ashamed to go. For your mother *s 
an angid, .sir, an angel. How dare you bring pollu- 
tion into her house, and make that spotless creature 
wretched with the thoughts of your crime ? ” 

“Sir!” said Pen. 

** Don’t dtuiy it, sir,” roared the Doctor. Don’t 
add lies, sir, to your other infamy. I saw you myself, 
sir. I saw you from the Dean’s garden. I saw you 
kissing the hand of that infernal painted 
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♦‘Stop,”. Pen said, clapping his fist on the table, till 
the lamp flickered up and shook, “ I am a very young 
man, but you will please to remember that I am a 
gentleman — I will hear no abuse of that lady.” 

Lady, sir,” cried the Doctor, “ that a lady — you 
__you — you stand in your mother^s presence and 
call that — that woman a lady!”- 

In anybody’s presence,” shouted out Pen. “ She 
IS worthy of any place. She is as pure as any 
woman. She is as good as she. is beautiful. If any 
man but you insulted her, I would tell him what I 
thought j but as you are my oldest friend, I suppose 
you have the privilege to doubt of iny honor,” 

“ No, no, Pen, dearest Pen,” cried out Helen in an 
excess of joy. I told, I told you, Doctor, he was 
not — not what you thought : ” and the tender crea- 
ture coming trembling forward flung herself on Pen’s 
shoulder. 

Pen felt himself a man, and a match for all the 
Doctors in Doctordom, He was glad this explanation 
had come. ‘‘You saw how beautiful she was,” he 
said to his mother, with a soothing, protecting air, 
like Hamlet with Gertrude in the play. “ I tell you, 
dear mother, she is as good. When you know her 
you will say so. She is of all, excejit you, the sim- 
plest, the kindest, the most affectionate of women. 
Why should she not be on the stage ? — She main- 
tains her father by her labor.” 

“ Drunken old reprobate,” growled the Doctor, but 
Pen did not hear or heed. 

“If you could see, as I have, how orderly her life 
is, how pure and pious her wliole conduct, you would 
— as I do — yes, as I do, — ” (with a .savage look at 
the Docto»'^ — “ spurn the slanderer who dared to do 
her wron ; Her father was an officer, and distin- 
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^iiished himself in Spain. He was a friend of His 
Royal Highness the Duke of Kent, and is intimately 
known to the Duke of Wellington, and some of the 
first officers of our army. He has met my uncle 
Arthur at Lord HilPs, he thinks. His own family is 
one of the most aruuent and respectable in Ireland, 
and indeed is as good as our own. The — the Costi- 
gans were kings of Ireland.” 

“ Why, God bless my soul,” shrieked out the Doc- 
tor, hardly knowing .whether to burst with rage or 
laughter, ^^you don't mean to say you want to marry 
her ? ” 

Pen put on his most princely air. “ What else, Dr. 
Portman,” he said, do you suppose would be my 
desire ? ” 

Utterly foiled in his attack, and knocked down by 
this sudden lunge of Pen’s, the Doctor could only 
gasp out, ^‘Mrs. Pendeniiis, Ma’am, send for the 
Major.” 

‘‘Send for the Major? wdth all my heart,” said 
Arthur, ]*rin(;e of Pendeniiis and Grand Duke of 
Fairoaks, with a most superb wave of the hand. And 
the collcMpiy terminated by the writing of those two 
letters whu;h were laid on Major Peudennis’s break- 
fast-tabl(‘, in London, at the commencement of Prince 
Arthur’s most veracious history. 
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IN WHICH THE MAJOR MAKES HIS APPEARANCE. 

Ol^r acquaintance, Major Arthur Pendennis, arrived 
in due time at Fairoaks, after a dreary night passed in 
tlie mail-t^oach, wliere a stout fellow-passenger, swell- 
ing preternaturally with great-coats, had crowded him 
into a corner, and kept him awake by snoring inde- 
(iently ; where a widow lady, 0232)osite, had not only 
shut out the fresh air by (dosing all the windows of 
the vehicle, but had tilled the interior with fumes of 
Jamaica rum and watiu*, which she sucked perpetually 
from a bottle in her reticule; where, whenever he 
caught a bri(»f moment of sleep, the twanging of the 
horn at the turnpike gates, or the scuffling of his huge 
neighbor wedging him clos(*r and closer, or the play 
of the widow’s feet on his own tender toes, speedily 
woke up the poor gentleman to the horrors and reali- 
ties of life — a life which has passed away now, and 
becoiiK* impossible, and only lives in fond memories. 
Eight miles an hour, for twenty or tive-and-twenty 
hours, a tight mail-coach, a hard seat, a gouty tendency, 
a perpetual change of coachmen grumbling because 
you did not fee them enough, a fellow-passenger par- 
tial to spirits-and-water, — who has not borne these 
evils in the jolly old times ? and how could people 
travel under such difftculties? And yet they did. 
Night and morning passed, and the Major, with a 
yellow face, a bristly beard, a wig out of curl, and 
i>trong rheumatic griefs shooting thrpugh various limbs 
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of his tmeasy body, descended at the little lodge-gate 
at Fairoaks, where the porteress and gardefier’s wife 
teferentially greeted him ; and, still more respectfully, 
Mr. Morgan, his man. 

Helen was on the look-out for this expected guest, 
and saw him from her window. But she did not 
come forward immediately to greet him. She knew 
the Major did not like to be seen at a surprise, and 
required a little preparation before he cared to be 
visible. Pen, when a boy, had incurred sad disgrace, 
by carrying off from the Major’s dressing-table a little 
morocco box, which it must be confessed contained 
the Major’s back teeth, -which he naturally would 
leave out of his jaws in a jolting mail-coach, and with- 
out which he w'oiild not choose to appear. Morgan, 
his man, inad<* a mystcny of mystery of his wigs; 
curling them in ]>rivatc ]>laccs : introducing them priv- 
ily to his master’s room; — nor without his head of 
hair would the Major care to show liimself to any 
member of his famil\, or any atjquaintaiice. Ho went 
to his apartment then and supjdied these delhuencies ; 
he groaned, and moaned, and wheezed, and cursed 
Morgan through his toilet, as an old buck will, who 
has been up all night with a rheumatism, and has a long 
duty to jierform. And final ly being belted, curled, 
and set straight, he d(*scended upon the drawing-room, 
with a grave majestic air, such as befitted one who 
was at once a man of business and a man of fashion. 

Pen was not there, however; only Helen, and little 
Laura sowing at her knees; and to -whom he never 
presented more than a forefinger, as he did on this 
occasion after saluting his sister-in-law. Laura took 
the finger trembling and dropped it — and then fled 
out of the room. Major l^endennis did not want to 
keep her, or indeed to have her in the house at all, 
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and had his private reason for disapproving of her; 
which we may mention on some future occasion. 
Meanwhile Laura disappeared, and wandered about 
the premises seeking for Pen: whom she presently 
found ill the orchard, pacing up and down a walk 
there in earnest conversation with Mr. Smirke. He 
was so occupied that he did not, hear Laura’s clear 
voice singing out, until Smirke pulled him by the 
coat, and pointed towards her as she came running. 

She ran up and put her hand into his. “ Come in, 
Pen,” she said, ** there ’s somebody come ; Uncle 
Arthur’s come.” 

‘^He is, is he?” said Pen,. and she felt him grasp 
her little hand. He looked round at Smirke with un- 
common fierceness, as much as to say, I am ready for 
him or any man — Mr. Smirke cast up his eyes as 
usual, and heaved a gentle sigh. 

‘‘ Lead on, Laura,” Pen said, with a half fierce, half 
comic air — lead on, and say I wait upon my uncle.” 
But he was laughing in order to hide a great anxiety ; 
and was screwing his courage inwardly to face the 
ordeal which he knew was now before him. 

Pen had taken Smirke into his confidence in the 
last two days, and after the outbreak attendant on the 
discovery of Doctor Portman, and during every one of 
those forty-eight hours which he had passed in Mr. 
Smirke’s society, had done nothing but talk to his 
tutor about Miss Fotheringay — Miss Emily Fother- 
ingay -- Emily, etc., to all which talk Smirke listened 
without difficulty, for he was in love himself, most 
anxious in all things to propitiate Pen, and indeed 
very much himself enraptured by the personal charms 
of this goddess, whose like, never having been before 
at a theatrical representation, he had not beheld until 
now. Pen’s fire and volubility, his hot eloquence and 
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rich poetical tropes and figures, his manly heart, kind, 
ardent, and hopeful, refusing to see any defects in the 
p^son he loved, any difficulties in their position that 
he might not overcome, had half convinced Mr. 
Smirke that the arrangement proposed by Mr. P(*n 
was a very feasible and prudent one, and that it would 
be a great comfort to have Emily settled at Fairoaks, 
Captain Costigan in the yellow room, established for 
life there, and Ten married at eighteen!. 

And it is a fact that in these two days, the boy had 
almost talked over his mother, too ; had parried all 
her objections one after anotlier with that indignant 
good sense which is oftmi the perfe(‘,tion of absurdity ; 
and had brought her almost to a(*fpii(‘sce in the belief 
that if the marriage was .loomed in heaven, why 
doomed it was — thav if the young woman was a 
good person, it was all that she for her part had to 
ask ; and ratlier to dread the arrival of the guardian 
uncle who she foresaw would regard Mr. Pen^s mar- 
riage in a manner very different to that simple, ro- 
mantic, honest, and utterly absurd way, in which the 
widow was already disposed to look at (]U(‘stious of this 
sort. Helen I’endennis was a country-bred woman, 
and the book of life, as she interjireted it, told her a 
different story to that page which is read in cities. 
It i)leascd her (with that dismal pleasure which the 
idea of sacrificing themselves gives to certain women), 
to think of th<> day wlum she would give np all to 
Pen, and he should bring his wifi* home, and she 
would surrender the keys and the best bedroom, and 
go and sit at the side of the table, and see him happy. 
What did she want in life, but to see the lad prosper ? 
As an empress wjis certainly not too good for him, and 
would be honored by becoming Mrs. Pen ; so if he se- 
lected humble Esther instead of Queen Vashti, she 
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would be content with his lordship’s choice. Kever 
mind how lowly or poor the person might be who was 
to enjoy that prodigious honor, Mrs. Pendennis was 
willing to bow before her and welcome her, and 
yield her up the first place. But an actress — a ma- 
ture woman, who had long ceased blushing except 
with rouge, as she stood under’ the eager glances of 
tliousands of eyes — an illiterate and ill-bred person, 
very likely, who must have lived with light associates, 
and have heard doubtful conversation — Oh ! it was 
lijird that such a one should be chosen, and that the 
matron should be deposed to give place to such a 
Sultana. 

All these doubts the widow laid before Pen during 
tlie two days A\hich had of necessity to elapse ere the 
uncle came down ; but he met them with that happy 
frankness and ease which a young gentleman exhibits 
at his time of life, and routed his mother’s objections 
with infinite satisfaction to himself. Miss Costigan 
was a paragon of virtue and delicacy ! she was as sen- 
sitive as the most timid maiden ; she was as pure as 
the unsullied snow ; she had the finest manners, the 
most graceful wit and genius, the most charming re- 
fineiiK'iit, and justness of appreciation in all matters 
of taste ; she had the most admirable temper and de- 
votion to her father, a good old gentleman of high 
family and fallen fortunes, who had lived, however, 
with the best society in Europe : he was in no hurry, 
and could afford to wait any time — till he was one- 
aiid-twenty. But he felt (and here his face assumed 
an awful and harrowing solemnity) that he was en- 
gaged in the one only passion of his life, and that 
DEATH alone could close it. 

Helen told him, with a sad smile and a shake of the 
head, that people survived these passions, and ae for 
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lon^ engagements contracted between very young men 
and old women — she knew an instance in her own 
family — Laura’s poor father was an instance — how 
fatal they were. 

Mr. Pen, however, was resolved that death must be 
his doom in case of disappointment, and rather than 
this — rather than balk him in fact — this lady would 
have submitted to any sacrifice or personal pain, and 
would have gone down on her knees and have kissed 
the feet of a Hottentot daughter-in-law. 

Arthur knew his jiower over the widow, and the 
young tyrant was touched whilst he exercised it. In 
those two days he brought her almost into submission, 
and patronized her vcny kindly ; and he passed one 
evening with the lovely ])ie-maker at Chatteris, in 
whic,h he bragged of his influence over his mother; 
and he spent the other night in composing a most 
flaming and com^eited copy of vers(‘s to his divinity, 
in which he vowed, lik(‘ Montros(‘, that he would 
make her famous with his sword and glorious by his 
pen, and that he w'ould love her as no mortal woman 
had fieen adored since the creation of womankind. 

It was on that night, long after midnight, that 
wakeful Helen, passing stealthily by her son’s door, 
saw a light streaming through the chink of the door 
into the dark ])assage, and heard Pen tossing and 
tumlding and mumbling verses in his bed. She 
waited outside for a while, anxiously listening to 
him. In infantile fevers and early boyish illnesses, 
many a night before, the kind soul had so kept watch. 
She turned the lock very softly now, and went in so 
gently, that Pen for a moment did not see her. His 
ftice wiis turned from her. His ])apers on his desk 
were sinittercnl about, and more were lying on the bed 
round him. He w^as biting a pencil and thinking of 
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rhymes and all sorts of follies and passions. He was 
Hamlet jumping into Ophelia’s grave; he was the 
Stranger taking Mrs. Haller to his arms, beautiful 
Mrs. Haller, with the raven ringlets falling over her 
shoulders. Despair and Byron, Thomas Moore and 
all the Loves of the Angels, Waller and Herrick, 
ranger and all the love-songs he had ever read, were 
working and seething in this young gentleman’s mind, 
and he was at the very height and paroxysm of the 
imaginative frenzy, when his mother found him. 

Arthur,” said the mother’s soft silver voice : and 
he started up and turned round. He clutched some 
of the papers and pushed them under the pillow. 

“ Why don’t you go \o sleep, my dear ? ” she said, 
with a sweet tender smile, and sat down on the bed 
and took one of his hot hands. 

Pen looked at her wildly for an instant — “I could- 
n’t sleep,” he said — I — I was — I was writing.” 
And hereupon he flung his arms round her neck and 
said, O mother ! I love her, I love her ! ” — How 
could such a kind soul as that help soothing and 
pitying him ? The gentle creature did her best ; and 
tliought with a strange wonderment and tenderness, 
tliat it was only yesterday that he was a child in that 
bed : and how she used to come and say her prayers 
over it before he woke upon holiday mornings. 

They were very grand verses, no doubt, although 
Miss Fotheringay did not understand them ; but old 
(^)s, with a wink and a knowing finger on his nose, 
said, “Put them up with th’ bother letthers, Milly 
darling. Poldoody’s pomes was nothing to this.” So 
Milly locked up the manuscripts. 

When then, the Major being dressed and present- 
able, presented himself to Mrs. Pendennis, he found 
in the course of ten minutes’ colloquy that the poor 
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widow was not merely distressed at the idea of the 
marriage contemplated by Pen, but actually more 
distressed at thinking that the boy himself was un- 
happy al)out it, and that his uncle and he should, have 
any violent altercation on the s-ibject. She besought 
Major Peiidennis to be very genvle with Arthur : ^e 
has a very high s])irit, and will not brook unkind 
words,” she hinted. “ Doctor Portman spoke to him 
rather roughly — and I must own unjustly, the other 
night — for my dearest lK)y^s honor is as high as any 
mother can desire — but Pen’s answer quite fright- 
ened me, it was so indignant. Kecollect he is a man 
now ; and be very — very cautious,” said the widow, 
laying a fair long hand on the Major’s sleeve. 

He took it up, kissed it gallantly, apd looked in her 
alarmed face with wonder, and a scorn which he was 
too polite to show. “ Bon Dhu ! ” thought the old 
negotiator, “ the boy has actually talked the woman 
round, and slu* ’d get him a wife as she would a toy 
if Master cried for it. Wliy are there no such things 
as lettres<f e-rochet — and a Bastille for young fellows 
of family ? ” The Major lived in such good company 
that he might be excused for feeling like an Earl. — 
He kissed the widow’s timid hand, pressed it in both 
his, and laid it down on the table with one of his own 
<'>vcr it, as he smiled and look(‘d her in the face. 

‘‘ Confess,” said he, now, that you are thinking 
how yon ]K)ssihly can make it up to j’^our conscience 
to let the boy have his own way.” 

She blus}i(»d, and was moved in the usual manner 
of females. “ I am thinking that he is very unhappy 
— and I am too — ” 

‘‘To contradict him or to let him have his own 
wish ? ” asked the other ; and added, with great 
comfort to his inward self, “ I ’m d — d if he shall.” 
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To think that he should have formed so foolish 
and cruel and fatal an attachment/’ the widow ^aid, 
« which can but end in pain whatever be the issue.” 

<< The issue sha’n’t be marriage, my dear sister/’ the 
Major spid resolutely. We ’re not going to have a 
Pendennis, the head of the house, marry a strolling 
mountebank from a booth. No, no, we won’t marry 
into Greenwich Pair,* Ma’am.” 

“If the match is broken suddenly off,” the widow 
interposed, “I don’t know what may be the conse- 
quence. 1 know Arthur’s ardent temper, the in- 
tensity of his affections, the agony of his pleasures 
and disappointments, and I tremble at this one if it 
must be. Indeed, indeed, it must not come on him 
too suddenly.” . 

“ My dear ma(fam,” the Major said, with an air of 
th(‘ deepest commiseration, “ I ’ve no doubt Arthur 
will have to suffer confoundedly before he gets over 
th(* little disappointment. But is he, think you, the 
only })erson who has been so rendered miserable ? ” 

“No, indeed,” said Helen, holding down her eyes. 
She was thinking of her own case, and was at that 
moment seventeen again, and most miserable. 

“ I, myself,” whispered her brother-in-law, “ have 
iind(*rgone a disap])ointment in early life. A young 
woman with fifteen thousand pounds, niece to an 
Earl — most accomplished creature — a third of her 
money would have run up my promotion in no time, 
and I sho\ild have been a lieutenant-colonel at thirty : 
hut It might not be. I was but a penniless lieutenant ; 
ht‘r parents interfered : and I embarked for India, 
where I haxl the honor of being secretary to Lord 
Buckley, when Comrnander-in-Chief — without her. 
M hat happened ? We returned our letters, sent back 
our locks of hair (the Major here passed his fingers 
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through his wig), we suffered — but we recovered, 
8h^ is now a baronet’s wife with thirteen grown-up 
children ; altered, it is true, m person j but her daugh- 
ters remind me of what she was, and the third is to 
be presented early next week.” 

Helen did not answer. She was still thinking of 
old times. I suppose if one lives to be a hundred, 
there are certain passages of oiie’s early life whereof 
the recollection will always carry us back to youth 
again, and that Helen was thinking of one of these. 

Look at my own brother, my dear creature,” the 
Major continued gallantly: “he himself, you know, 
had a little disappointment when he started in the — 
the medical profession — an eligible opportunity pre- 
sented itself. Miss Balls, I remember the name, was 
daughter of an apoth — a practitioner in very large 
practice ; my brother had very nearly succeeded in 
his suit. — But difficulties arose ; disappointments 
supervened, and — and I am sure he had no reason 
to regret the disappointment which gave him this 
hand,” said the Major, and he once more politely 
pressed Helen’s fingers. 

“ Those marriag(‘s between people of such different 
rank and age,” said Helen, “are sad things. I have 
known them jirodiuie a great deal of unhappiness. — 
Laura’s father, my cousin, who — who was brought 
up with me ” — she added, in a low voice, “ was an 
instance of that.” 

“ Most injudicious,” cut in the Major. “ I don't 
know anything more painful than for a man to marry 
his superior in age or his inferior in station. Fancy 
marrying a woman of a low rank of life, and having 
your house tilled with her confounded tag-rag-and-bol)- 
tail relations ! Fancy your wife attached to a mother 
who dropped her h’s, or called Maria Marire ! How 
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are you to introduce her into society ? My dear Mrs. 
Pendennis, I will name no names, but in the very best 
circles of London society I have seen men suffering 
the most excruciating agony, I have known them to 
be cut, to be lost utterly, from the vulgarity of their 
wives^ connections. What did Lady Snapperton do 
last year at her dejeuner dansant .^it&r the Bohemian 
Ball ? She told Lord Brouncker that he might bring 
his daughters or send them with a proper chaperon, 
but that she would not receive Lady Brouncker : who 
was a druggist’s daughter, or some such thing, and as 
Tom Wagg remarked of her, never wanted medicine 
certainly, for she never had an h in her life. Good 
Ged, what would have been the trifling pang of a 
separation in the first instance to the enduring inflic- 
tion of a constant misalliance and intercourse with 
low people ? ” 

‘‘What, indeed ! ” said Helen, dimly disposed 
towards laughter, but yet checking the inclination, 
because she remembered in what prodigious respect 
her deceased husband held Major Pendennis and his 
stories of the great world. 

“ Then this fatal woman is ten years older than that 
silly young scapegrace of an Arthur. What happens 
in such cases, my dear creature ? I don’t mind tell- 
ing you now we are alone : that in the highest state 
of society, misery, un deviating misery, is the result. 
Look at Lord Clod worthy come into a room with his 
wife — why, good Ged, she looks like Clod worthy’s 
mother. What’s the case between Lord and Lady 
Willowbank, whose love match was notorious ? He 
lias already cut her down twice when she has hanged 
herself out of jealousy for Mademoiselle de Sainte 
Cunegonde, the dancer; and mark my words, good 
Ged, one day he ’ll not cut the old woman down. No, 
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my dear madam, you are not in the world, but I am . 
yw are a little romantic and sentimental (you know 
you are — women with those large beautiful eyes al- 
ways are) ; you must leave this matter to my experi- 
ence. Marry this woman! Marry at eighteen an 
actress of thirty — bah bah ! — I would as soon he 
sent into the kitchen and married the cook.” 

know the evils of premature engagements,” 
liighed out Helen : and as she has made this allusion 
no less than thrice in the course of the above conver- 
sation, and seems to be so oppressed with the notion 
of long engagements and unequal marriages, and as 
the circumstance we have to relate will explain what 
perhaps some p(5r8ons are anxious to know, namely, 
who little Laura is, who has appeared more than onc(‘ 
before us, it will be as well to clear up these points in 
another chapter. 



CHAPTER Vm. 


IS WHICH PEi-I IS KEPT WAITING AT THE DOOR, 
WHILE THE READER IS INFORMED WHO LITTLE 
LAURA WAS. 

Once upon a time, then, there was a young gentle- 
man of Cambridge University who came to pass the 
long vacation at the village where young Helen 
Thistle wood was living with her mother, the widow of 
the lieutenant slain at Copenhagen. This gentleman, 
whose name was the Reverend Francis Bell, was 
nepliew to Mrs. Thistlewood, and by consequence, own 
cousin to Miss Helen, so that it was very right that 
lie should take lodgings in his aunt’s house, who lived 
in a very small way ; and there he passed the long 
vacation, reading with three or four pupils who ac- 
companied him to the village. Mr. Bell was fellow 
of a college, and famous in the University for his 
learning and skill as a tutor. 

His two kinswomen understood pretty early that 
the reverend gentleman was engaged to be married, 
and was only waiting for a college living to enable 
him to fulfil his engagement. His intended bride was 
the daughter of another parson, who had acted as Mr. 
Bell’s own private tutor in Bell’s early life, and it was 
whilst under Mr. Coacher’s roof, indeed, and when 
only a boy of seventeen or eighteen years of age, that 
the impetuous young Bell had flung himself at the 
tcet of Miss Martha Coaeher, whom he was helping to 
nick peas in the garden. On his knees, before thos^ 



114 


PENDBtiNIS. 


peas and her, he pledged himself to an endless 
affection. 

Miss Coacher was by many years the young fellow’s 
senior : and her own heart had been lacerated by many 
previous disappointments in the matrimonial line. 
Ko less than three pupils of her father had trifled 
with those young affections. The apothecary of the 
village had despicably jilted her. The dragoon officer, 
with whom she had danced so many many times dur- 
ing that happy season which she passed at Bath with 
her gouty grandmamma, one day gayly shook his 
bridle-rein and* galloped away, never to return. 
Wounded by the shafts of repeated ingratitude, can it 
be wondered at that the heart of Martha Coacher 
should i)ant to find rest somewhere ? She listened to 
the proposals of the gawky gallant honest boy, with 
great kindness and good-humor ; at the end of his 
speech she said, Law Bell, I ’m sure you are too 
young to think of such things ; ” but intimated that 
she too would rev()lv(‘ them in her own virgin bosom. 
She could not refer Mr. Bell to her mamma, for Mr, 
Coacher was a widower, and being immersed in his 
lK)oks, was of course unable to take the direction of 
so frail and wondrous an artiide as a lady’s heart, 
which Miss Martha had to manage for herself. 

A lock of her hair tied up in a piece of blue ribbon, 
conveyed to the happy Bell the result of the Vestal’s 
conference with herself. Thrice before had she snipped 
off one of her auburn ringlets, and given them away. 
The posst*ssors were faithless, but the hair had grown 
again : and Martha had indeed occasion to say that 
men wer<‘ deceiv(‘rs, when she handed over this token 
of love to tin* simple Iwy. 

NutuIkm' (>, however, was an exception to former 
passions — Francis Bell was the most faithful of 
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lovers. When his time arrived to go to college, and 
it became necessary to acquaint Mr. Coacher of the 
arrangements that had been made, the latter cried, 
“ God bless my soul, I hadn’t the least idea what was 
going on ; ” as was indeed very likely, for he had been 
taken in three times before in precisely a similar man- 
ner ; and Francis went to the University resolved to 
conquer honors, so as to be able to lay them at the 
feet of his beloved Martha. 

This prize in view made him labor prodigiously. 
News came, term after term, of the honors he won. 
He sent the prize-books for his college essays to old 
Coacher, and his silver declamation cup to Miss Mar- 
tini. In due season he was high among the Wranglers, 
and a Fellow of his College ; and during all the- time 
of these transactions a constant tender correspondence 
was kept up with Miss Coacher, to whose influence, 
and ])erhaps with justice, he attributed the successes 
which he had won. 

By the time, however, when the Rev. Francis Bell, 
M.A., and Fellow and Tutor of his College, was 
twenty-six years of age, it haj)j)ened that Miss Coacher 
was thirty-four, nor had her charms, her manners, or 
her temper improved since that sunny day in the 
springtime of life when he found her jacking peas in 
tile garden. Having achieved his honors, he relaxed 
111 the ardor of his studies, and his judgment and 
tastes also jierhaps became cooler. The sunshine of 
th(‘ pea-garden faded away from Miss Martha, and 
I>oor Bell found himself engaged — and his hand 
phalged to that bond in a thousand letters — to a 
c<nirse, ill-tempered, ill-favored, ill-mannered, middle- 
iJgcd woman. 

It was in consequence of one of many altercations 
uj which Martha’s eloquence shone, and in which 
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liierefofe she was frequently’' pleased to indulge), thi\t 
Francis refused to take his pupils to Bearleader’s 
Greeh, where Mr. Coacher’s .living was, and where 
Bell was in the habit of spending the summer : and 
he bethought him that he would pass the vacation at 
his aunt’s village, which he had not seen for many 
years — not since little Helen was a girl, and used to 
sit (m hia knee. Down then he came and lived with 
them. Hcden was grown a beautiful young woman 
now. The cousins were nearly four months together, 
from June to October. Tlit'y walked in the summer 
evenings: they met in the early morn. They read 
out of the same book when the old lady dozed at night 
over the candles. What little Hel(»n knew, Frank 
.taught h(‘r. She sang to him: she gave her artless 
lieart to him. She was awari‘ of nil his story. Had 
he made any secret? — had he not sliown the picture 
of the woman to wIkmu he was engaged, and with a 
blush, — her letters, hard, eager, and cruel? — The 
days wt‘ut on and on, hap]>i(‘r and closer, with more 
kindiu’ss, mon' e(»iitidem*e, and more pity. At last 
(me morning in October came when Francis went back 
to (•ollege, and the p(K»r girl felt that lier tender heart 
was gone witli him. 

Frank too wrikmiod up from the delightful midsum- 
nu^r dri‘ain to tin* horrible reality of his own pain. 
]Ie guash(‘d ami ton* at the (diain which bound him. 
He was frantic to br(»ak it and be free. Should he 
confess? — give his savings to the woman to whcmi 
he was iMuind, and beg his release ? — there was time* 
yet — he temporized. No living might fall in for 
years to come. The cousins went on correspondiug 
sadly and fondly : the betrothed woman, hard, jealous, 
and dissatisfied, complaining bitterly, and with reason, 
of her Francis's altered tone. 
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At last things came to a crisis, and the new attach- 
ment was discovered. Francis owned i% cared not to 
disguise it, rebuked Martha with her violent temper 
and angry imperiousness, and, worst of all, with her 
inferiority and her age. ^ 

Her reply was, that if he did not keep his promise 
she would carry his letters into eveiy court in the king- 
dom — letters in which his love was pledged to her 
ten thousand times ; and, after exposing him to the 
world as the perjurer and traitor he was, she would 
kill herself. 

Frank had one more interview with Helen, whose 
mother was dead then, and who was living companion 
with old Lady Pontypool, — one more interview, where 
it was resolved that he was to do his duty ; that is, to 
redeem his vow ; that is, to pay a debt cozened from 
him by a sharper; that is, to make two honest people 
miserable. So the two judged their duty to be, and 
they parted. 

The living fell in only too soon; but yet Frank 
Bell was quite a gray and worn-out man when he was 
inducted into it. Helen wrote him a letter on his 
marriage, beginning, “My dear Cousin,” and ending 
“always truly yours.” She sent him liack the other 
letters, and the lock of his hair — all but a small 
piece. She had it in her desk when she was talking 
to the Major. 

Bell lived for three or four years imdiis living, at 
tlie end of which time, the Chaplainship of Coventry 
Island falling vacant, Frank applied for it privately, 
and having procured it, announced the appointment 
to his wife. She objected, as she did to everything. 
He told her bitterly that he did not want her to come : 
so she went. Bell went out in Governor Crawley^B 
time, and w'as very intimate with that gentleman in 
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his later years. And it was in Coventry Island, years 
after bis owrf marriage, and five years after he had 
l^eard of the birth of Helen’s boy, that his own daugh- 
ter was born. 

She was not the daughter of the first Mrs. Bell, 
who died of island fever very soon after Helen Pen- 
dennis and her husband, to whom Helen had told 
everything, wrote to inform Bell of the birth of their 
child. I was old, was I ? ” said Mrs. Bell the first ; 
“ I was old, and her inferior, was I ? but I married 
you, Mr. Bell, and kept you from marrying her?” 
and hereupon she died. Bell married a colonial lady, 
whom he loved fondly. But he was not doomed to 
prosper in love ; and, this lady dying in child-birth, 
Bell gave up too: sending his little girl home to 
Helen Pendennis and her husband, with a parting 
prayer that they would befriend her. 

The little thing came to Fairoaks from Bristol, 
which is not very far off, dressed in black, and in 
company of a soldier’s wife, her nurse, at parting 
from whom she W(*i)t bitterly. But she soon dried up 
her grief under Helen’s motherly care. 

Round Jier neck she had a locket with hair, which 
Helen had givcm, ah, liow many years ago! to poor 
Francis, dead and ljuried. This child was all that 
was left of him, and she cherished, as so tender a 
crt»ature would, the legacy which he had bequeathed 
to her. The 4drrs name, as his dying letter stated, 
was Helen Laura. But John Pendennis, though he 
accepted the trust, was always rather jealous of the 
orphan ; and gloomdy ordered that she should be 
called by her own mother’s name; and not by that 
first one whitdi her father had given her. She was 
afraid of Mr. Pendennis, to the last moment of his 
life. And it was only when her husband was gone 
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that Helen dared openly to indulge in the tenderness 
which she felt for 'the little girl. 

Thus it was that Laura Bell became Mrs. fon- 
dennis^s daughter. Neither her husband nor that 
gentleman’s brother, the Major, viewed her with very 
favorable eyes. She reminded the first of circum- 
stances in his wife’s life which he* was forced to ac- 
cept, but would have forgotten much more willingly : 
and as for the second, how could he regard her ? She 
was neither related to his own family of Pendennis, 
nor to any nobleman in this empire, and she had but 
a couple'of thousand pounds for her fortune. 

And now let Mr, Pen come in, who has been wait- 
ing all this while. 

Having strung up his nerves, and prepared himself, 
without at the door, for the meeting, he came to it, 
determined to face the awful uncle. He had settled 
in his mind that the encounter was to be a fierce one, 
and was resolved on bearing it through with all the 
courage and dignity of the famous family which he 
represented. And he flung open the door and en- 
tered with the most severe and warlike expression, 
armed cap-a-pie as it were, with lance couched and 
plumes displayed, and glancing at his adversary, as 
if to say, “ Come on, I ’m ready.” 

The old jnan of the world, as he surveyed the 
boy’s demeanor, could hardly help a grin at his ad- 
mirable pompous simplicity. Major Pendennis too 
had examined his ground ; and finding that the widow 
was already half won over to the enemy, and having 
a shrewd notion that threats and tragic exhortations 
would have no effect upon the boy, who was inclined 
to be perfectly stubborn and awfully serious, the 
Major laid aside the authoritative manner at once, 
and with the most good-humored natural smile in the 
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passive fingers gayly, and said, Well, Pen, my boy, 
tell us all about it” 

Helen was delighted with the generosity of the 
Major’s good-humor. On the contrary, it quite took 
aback and disappointed poor Pen, whose neryes were 
strung up for a tragedy, and who felt that bis grand 
entree was altogether balked and ludicrous. He 
blushed and winced with mortified vanity and be- 
wilderment. He felt immensely inclined to begin to 
cry. I — I -rr, I did n’t know that you were eome 
till just now,” he said : ‘‘ is is — town very fuU I 
suppose ? ” 

If Pen could hardly gulp his tears down, it was 
all the Major could do to keep from laughter. He 
turned round and shot a comical glance at Mrs. Pen- 
deimis, who too felt that the scene was at once ridic- 
ulous and sentimental. And so, having nothing to 
say, she went up and kissed Mr. Pen : as he thought 
of her tenderness and soft obedience to his wishes, it 
is very x^dssible too the boy was melted. 

‘‘ What a couple of fools they are,” thought the old 
guardian. If 1 had n’t eome down, she would have 
driven over in state to pay a visit and give her bless- 
ing to the young lady’s family.” 

Come, come,” said he, still grinning at the couple, 
h^t us have as little sentiment as possible, and Pen, 
my good ftdlow, tell us the whole story,” 

Pen got back at once to his tragic and heroical air. 
“The stt)ry is, sir,” said he, “as I have written it to 
you bt^fore. 1 have made the acquaintance of a most 
beautiful and most virtuous lady ; of a high family, 
although ill reduced cirouiustances ; I have found th<‘ 
woman in whom I know that the happiness of my 
life is centred ; I feel that I never, never can think 
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about any woman but her. I am aware of the diffet- 
enoe of our ages and other difficulties in my way. 
But my aifection was so great that I felt I qould 
surmount all these ; — that we both could : and she 
has consented to unite her lot with mine, and to 
ac(!e}»t my heart and my fortune.” 

* <<How much is that, my boy V” said the Major, 
“ Has anybody left you some money ? I don^t know 
that you are worth a shilling in the world.” * 

You know what I have is hia,” cried out Mrs. 
Pendennis. 

‘‘Good heavens, Madam, hold your tongue I” was 
what the guardian was disposed to say ; but he kept 
his temper, not without a struggle. “No doubt, no 
doubt,” he said. “ You would sacrifice anything for 
him. Everybody knows that. But it is, after all, 
tlien, your fortune which Pen is offering to the young 
lady ; and of which he wishes to take possession at 
eigliteeii.” 

“ I know my mother will give me anything,” Pen 
said, looking rather disturbed. 

“ Yes, my good fellow, but there is reason in all 
things. If your mother keeps the house, it is but fair 
tluit she should select her company. When you give 
her house over her head, and transfer her banker’s 
aeeouiit to yourself for the benefit of Miss What-d’- 
NouHfiill-’eiii — Miss Costigan — don’t you think you 
should at least have consulted my sister as one of the 
priiKupal parties in tlie transaction? I am speaking 
to you, you see, without the least anger or assumption 
ot authority, such as the law and your father’s will 
give me over you for three years to come — hut aa 
one man of the world to another, — and I ask you, if 
you think that, because you can do what you like 
with your mother, therefore you have a right to do 
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so ? As you are her dependant, would it not have 
been more generous to wait before you took this step, 
and at least to have paid her the courtesy to ask her 
leave ? ” 

Pen held down his head, and began dimly to per- 
ceive that the acti(jn on which he had prided himself 
as a most romantic, generous instance of disinterested 
affection, was ijerhaps a very selfish and headstrong 
piece of folly. 

I did it in a moment of' passion,” said Pen, floun- 
dering ; ** 1 was not aw^are what I was going to say or 
to do ” (and in tliis he spoke with ])erfect sin(;erity). 
“But now it is said, and 1 stand to it. Noj I neither 
can nor will recall it. I ^11 die rather than do so. And 
I — I don’t want to burden my mother,” he continued. 
“ I ’ll work for myself. I ’ll go on the stage, and act 
with her. She — she says I should do well there.” 

“ But will she take you on those terms ? ” the Major 
interposed. “ Mind, I do not say that Miss Costigan 
is not the most disiutert'Oted of women; but, don’t you 
suppose now, fairly, th.it your position as a young 
gentleman of ancient birth and decent expectations, 
forms a part of the cause why she finds your addresses 
welcome ? ” 

“ 1 ’ll die, I say, rather than forfeit my pledge to 
her,” said Pen, doubling his fists and turning red. 

“ AVho asks you, my dear friend ? ” answered the 
imperturbable guardian. “No gentleman' breaks his 
word, of course, when it has been given freely. But 
after all, you eaii w^ait. Yoii owe something to your 
mother, something to your family — something to me 
as your father’s representative.” 

“ Oh, of eoursi*,” Pf»u said, feeling rather relieved. 

“ Well, as you have j)h‘dged your word to her, give 
us another, will you, Arthur ? ” 
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« What is it ? ” Arthur asked. 

** That you will make no private marriage — that you 
won’t be taking a trip to Scotland, you understand.” 

<^That would be a falsehood. Pen never told his 
mother a falsehood,” Helen said. 

Pen hung down his head again, and his eyes filled 
with tears of shame. Had not this whole intrigue 
l)een a falsehood to that tender and confiding creature 
who was ready to give up all for his sake ? He gave 
his uncle his hand. 

“ No, sir — on my word of honor as a gentleman,” 
he said, “ I will nsver marry without my mother’s 
consent ! ” and giving Helen a bright parting look of 
(‘onfidence and affection unchangeable, the boy went 
out of the drawing-room into his own study, 

“ He ’s an angel — he ’s an angel,” the mother cried 
out in one of her usual raptures. 

He comes of a good stock. Ma’am,” said her brother- 
in-law — “of a good stock on both sides.” The Major 
was greatly pleased with the result of his diplomacy 
— so much so, that he once more saluted the tips of 
Mrs. Pendminis’s glove, and dropping the curt, manly, 
and straightforward tone in which he had conducted 
the conversation with the lad, assumed a certain drawl, 
which he always adopted when he was most conceited 
and fine. 

“My dear creature,” said he, in that his politest 
tone, “ 1 think it certainly as well that I came down, 
and I flatter myself that last botfe was a successful 
one. I tell you how I came to think of it. Three 
years ago my kind friend Lady Ferrybridge sent for 
me in the greatest state of alarm about her son Gretna, 
whose affair you lemember, and implored me to use 
my influence with the young gentleman, who was en- 
gaged in an affaire de cceur with a Scotch clergyman’s 
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daughter, Miss Mac Toddy. 1 implored, I entreated 
gentle measures* But Lord Ferrybridge was furious, 
an^ tried the high hand. Gretna was sulky and silent, 
and his parents thought they had conquered. But 
what was the fact, ray dear creature ? The young 
people had been married for three months before 
Lord Ferrybridge knew anything about it. And that 
was why 1 extracted the promise from Master Ben.” 

** Arthur would never have done so,” Mrs. Pen- 
deniiis said. 

He has rdt, — tliat is one comfort,” answered the 
brother-in-law. 

Like a wary and patient man of the world, Major 
Pendenuis did not press poor Pen any farther for the 
moment, but hoped the best from time, and that the 
young fellow’s ey(*s would be oi)ened before long to 
see the absurdity of whi<di he was guilty. And hav- 
ing found out how keen the lK)y’s point of honor was, 
he worked kindly upon that kindly teehng with great 
skill, discoursing him over their wine after dinner, and 
pointing out to P(*n the necc*ssity of a perfect upright- 
ness and openness in all his dealings, and entreating 
that his connnunications with Ins interesting young 
friend (as the Major ]>olitely calhal Miss Fotherin- 
gay) shouhl he earned on with the knowledge, if not 
approbation, of Mrs. IVndennis. “ After all. Pen,” the 
Major said, witli a convenient frankness that did not 
dis])lease the boy, whilst it ndvalK^ed the interests of 
the negotiator, “ you must bear in mind that you are 
throwing yourself away. Your mother may submit to 
your marriage as she would to anything else you de- 
sired, if you did but ery long enough for it: but be 
of this, that it can never please her.* You take 
a young woman off tlie boards of a country theatre and 
prefer her, for sueh is the case, to one of the finest 
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ladled Etigltttid« A&d yout t^ill submit to 

your ehoicej but yoU CftU^t suppose that she will be 
happy under it. 1 have often fancied, entrt nous, that 
ray sister had it in her eye to make a marriage be^ 
tween you and that little ward of hers -- Flora, Laura 
— what ^s her name ? And I always determined to do 
my small endeavor to prevent atiy such match. The 
child has but two thousand pounds, I am given to 
understand. It is only with the utmost economy and 
care that my sister can provide for the decent main- 
tenance of her house, and for your api)earance and 
education as a gentleman ; and 1 don't care to own to 
you that I had other and much higher views for you. 
With your name and birtli, sir — with your talents, 
which I suppose are resp(?ctable, with the friends whom 
I have the honor to possess, 1 could have placed you 
in an eSccellent position — a remarkable position for a 
young Ulan of such exceeding small means, and had 
hoped to see you, at least, try to restore the honors of 
our name. Your mother^s softness stopped one pros- 
pect, or you might have been a general, like our gal- 
lant ancestor who fought at Ramilli(\s and Malplaquet. 
1 had another pltiii iu view ; my excellent and kind 
friend, Lord Hagwig, who is very well disposed towards 
me, would, I have little dtmbt, have attaidied you to 
his mission at Pumpernickel, and you might have ad- 
vanced iu the di[)lomatic service. Hut, pardon me for 
recurring to the subject j how is a man to serve a 
young gentleman of eighteen, who proposes to marry 
a lady of thirty, whom he has selected from a booth 
in a fair ? — well, not a fair, — barn. That profession 
at once is closed to you. The public service is closed 
to you. Society is closed to you. You see, my good 
friei\d, to what you bring yourself. You may get on 
at the bar to be sure, where 1 am given to understand 
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that gentlemen of merit occasionally marry out of then 
kitchens^ but in no other profession. Or you may 
^me and live down here — down here, 7non Dieu / for- 
ever’’ (said the Major, with a dreary shrug, as he 
thought with inexpressible fondness of Pall Mall), 
where your mother will receive the Mrs. Arthur that 
is to be, with perfect kindness ; where the good peo- 
ple of the county won't visit you ; and where, by Gad, 
sir, 1 shall be shy of visiting you myself, for 1 ’m a 
plain spoken man, and I own to you that I like to live 
with gentlemen for my companions ; where you will 
have to live, with ruin-and-water drinking gentlemen- 
farniers, and drag through your life the young hus- 
band of an old woman, who, if she does n’t quarrel 
with your mother, will at least cost that lady her posi- 
tion in society, and drag her down into that dubious 
caste into which you must inevitably fall. It is no 
affair of mim*, my good sir. I am not angry. Your 
downfall will not hurt me farther than that it will 
extinguish tin* h(»pes I had of seeing my family once 
more taking its place in the world. It is only your 
mother and yoursidf that will be ruined. And I pity 
you both troni my soul. Pass the claret : it is some 
I sent to your poor father; I remember I bought it at 
poor Lord Levant’s sale. But of course,” added the 
Major, smacking the wine, “ having engaged yourself, 
you will do what In^comes you as a man of honor, how- 
ever fatal your promise may be. However, promise 
ns on our side, my boy, what 1 set out by entreating 
you to grant. — that there sliall be nothing olandes- 
tine, that you will juirsue your stiulies, that you will 
only visit youi interesting friend at proper intervals. 
Do yon write to her much ? ” « 

Pen blushed and said, **Why, yes, he had written,” 
“ I suppose verses, eh ! as w'ell as prose ? 1 was a 
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dab at verses myself. I recollect when I first joined, 
I used to write verses' for the fellows in the regiment ; 
and did some pretty things in that way. I was talk- 
ing to my old friend General Hobbler about some 
lines I dashed oif for him in the year 1806, when we 
were at the Cape, and. Gad, he remembered every 
line of them still ; for he ’d used ’em so often, the old 
rogue, and had actually tried ’em on Mrs. Hobbler, 
sir — who brought him sixty thousand pounds, I 
suppose you ’ve tried verses, eh. Pen ? ” 

Pen blushed again, and said, Why, yes, he had 
written verses.” 

“And does the fair one respond in poetry or 
prose?” asked the Major, eying his nephew with 
the queerest expression, as much as to say, “ O Moses 
and Green Spectacles ! what a fool the boy is.” 

Pen blushed again. She had written, but not in 
verse, the young lover owned, and he gave his breast- 
pocket the benefit of a squeeze with his left arm, 
which the 3Iajor remarked, according to his wont. 

“You have got the letters there, I see,” said the 
old campaigner, nodding at Pen and pointing to his 
own chest (which was manfully wadded with cotton 
by Mr. Stultz). “ You know you have. I would give 
twopence to see ’em.” 

“ Why,” said Pen, twiddling the stalks of the straw- 
l)erries, “I — I,” but this sentence was never finish(*d; 
for Pen’s fjme was so comical and embarrassed, as the 
Major watched it, that the elder could contain his 
gravity no longer, and burst into a fit of laughter, in 
wliich chorus Pen himself was obliged to join after a 
minute: when he broke out fairly into a guffaw. 

It sent them with great good-humor into Mrs. 
Pendennis’s drawing-room. She was pleased to hear 
them laughing in the hall as they crossed it. 
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You sly xascal ! ” said the Major, putting, his 
atm gayly on Pen’s shoulder, and giving a playful 
push at the boy’s breast-pbcket. He felt the papers 
crackling there sure enough. The young fellow was 
delighted — conceited — triumphant — and in one 
word, a 8Y)Ooney. 

The pair came to the tea-table in the highest 
spirits. The Major’s politeness was beyond expres- 
sion. He had never tasted such good tea, and such 
brtiad was only to ho had in the country. He asked 
Mr8» Pendennis for oiu* of her charming song.s. He 
then made Pen sing, and was delighted and aston- 
ished at the beaut y of the boy’s voice . he made his 
nephew fetch his ma]»s and drawings, and praised 
them as really remarkable works of talent in a young 
fellow : lie cornpliiiKUitcd him on his French pronun- 
ciation : li(‘ Mattered the simple boy as adroitly as 
ever lover flatte'ivd a mistress: and when bedtime 
came, motlier and s<»ii went to Ihcir several rooms 
]>erfectly enchanted with the kind Major. 

When th(‘y had reached thosi* aj>artments, I suppose 
Helen took to her knees as usual . and I’en read over 
his hdters lud’ore going to Iwd : just as if he didn’t 
know (‘Very word of tlu*m by heart already. In truth 
there wen* but tlin*e cd' thosi* documents : and to learn 
their eontenls reepured m» great effort of memory. 

Tn \o. 1, Miss Kotheringay presents grateful com- 
pliments to Mr. IVndennis, and in her papa’s name 
and her own begs to thank him for his 7nos( beautiful 
prenenfs. They will always be kept carefu/lf/ ; and 
Miss F, and ('’ajdain (k will never forget the 
et*eniuff whicli tlnn* passed on Tnesrhnj last. 

No. 2, said - 1 >ear Sir, we shall have a small quiet 
party of sai'ial friends at our humble board, next 
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Tuesday evening, at an tarly tea, when I shall wear 
the beautiful scarf which, with its accompanying de- 
lightful verses^ I shall everj mver cherish : and Papa 
bids me say how happy he will be if you will join 

the feast of reason and the flow of soul*' in our fes- 
tive little party, as I am sure will be .your truly 
grateful Emiljt Fothehingay. 

]^o. 3 was somewhat more confidential, and showed 
■‘that matters had proceeded rather far. You were 
odious yesterday nipcht, the letter said. Why did you 
not come to the stage-door ? Papa could not escort 
me on account of his eye ; he had an accident, and 
fell down over a loose carpet on the stair on Sunday 
night. I saw you looking at Miss Diggle all night ; 
and you were so enchanted witli Lydia Languish you 
scarcely once looked at Julia. I could have crushed 
Bingley, 1 was so angry. 1 play EUa Rosenberg on 
Fi iday : will you come then ? Miss Diggle performs 
— ever your E. F. 

These three letters Mr. Pen used to read at intervals, 
during the day and night, and embrace with that de- 
light and fervor which such beautiful isompositions 
surely warranted. A thousaml tiuKis at least he had 
ki.NS(xl fondly the musky satin pajier, made sacred to 
him by the hand of Emily Fotlieringay. This was all 
lit* Inul in return for his passion and Hames, his vows 
ami [)rot(*sts, liis rhymes and similes, liis wakeful nights 
and endless thoughts, his fondness, fears and folly, 
'idle young wiseacre liad pledged away his all for this . 
signed his name to tuidless promissory notes, confer- 
ring his heart ii]>on the bearer: bound himself for 
life, and got back twopence as an equivalent. For 
Miss (k)stigan was a young lady of such perfect good 
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conduct and self-command, that she never would have 
thought of giving more, and reserved the treasures of 
'^her affection until she could transfer them lawfully 
at church. 

Howbeit, Mr. Pen was content with what tokens of 
regard he had got, and mumbled over his three letters 
in a rapture of high spirits, and went to sleep de- 
lighted with his kind old uncle from London, who 
must evidently yield to his wishes in time ; and, in a 
word, in a preposterous state of contentment with 
himself and all the world. 



CHAPTER IX. 


IN WHICH THE MAJOR OPENS THE CAMPAIGN. 

* Let those who have the blessed privilege of an 
emtree into the most select circles, admit that Major 
Tendennis was a man of no ordinary generosity and 
affection, in the sacrifice which he now made. He 
gave up London in May, — his newspapers and his 
mornings — his afternoons from club to club, his little 
confidential visits to' my Ladies, his rides in Rotten 
Row, his dinners, and his stall at the Opera, his rapid 
escapades to Fulham or Richmond on Saturdays and 
Sundays, his bow from my Lord Duke or my Lord 
Manpiis at the great London entertainments, and his 
name in the Morning Post” of the succeeding day, 
— his quieter little festivals, more select, secret, and 
delightful — all these he resigned to lock himself into 
a lone little country house, with a simple widow and 
a greenhorn of a son, a mawkish curate, and a little 
girl of twelve years of age. 

He made the sacrifice, and it was the greater that 
few knew the extent of it. His letters came down 
franked from town, and he showed the invitations to 
Helen with a sigh. It was beautiful and tragical to 
see him refuse one party after another — at least to 
those who could understand, as Helen didn% the 
melancholy grandeur of his self-denial. Helen did 
not, or only smiled at the awful pathos with which 
the Major spoke of the Court Guide in general : but 
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yotutg Pen looked with great respect at the great 
names upon the superscriptions of his uncle’s letters, 
^nd listened to the Major’s stories about the fashion- 
able world with constant interest and sympathy. 

The elder Pendennis’s rich memory was stored with 
thousands of these delightful tales, and he poured them 
into Pen’s willing ear. He knew the name and pedi- 
gree of everybody in the Peerage, and everybody’s re- 
lations, My dear boy,” he would say, with a mourn- 
ful earnestness and veracity, you cannot begin your 
genealogical studies too early ; I wish to Heavens you 
would read in Debrett every day. Not so much the 
historical part (for the pedigrees, between ourselves, 
care many of them very fabulous, and there are few 
families that can show such a clear descent as our own) 
as the account of family alliances, and who is related 
to whom, I have known a man^s (career in life blasted, 
by ignorancic on this all-imj)ortani subject. Wliy, only 
last month, at dinner at my Lord Hobanob’s, a young 
man, who has lately b(i(*n received amongst us, young 
Mr. Suckling (author of a work I believe), began to 
spe.ak lightly of Admiral lk)W.ser’s conduct for ratting 
to Ministers, in what I must own is the most audacious 
mtanner. B\it who do you think sat next and opposite 
to this Mr. Suckling ? Why — why, next to him was 
Lady Gram])ound Bowser’s daughter, and opposite to 
him was Lord Gram pound Bowser’s son-in-law. The 
infatuated young man went on cutting his jokes 
at the Admiral’s expense, fancying that all the world 
was laughing with him, and T leave you to imagine 
Lady Hobanob’s feelings — Hobanob’s ! — those of 
every well-bn*d man, as the wretehed intrus was so ex- 
posing himself. He. will never dine cag<ain in South 
Street. I promise you Mo/.” 

With%uch discourses the Major entertained his 
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nephew, as he paced the terrace in front of the house 
for his two liours^ constitutional walk, or as they sat 
together after dinn^ over their wine. He grieved that 
Sir Francis Clavering had not come down to the Park, 
to live in it since his marriage, and to make a society 
lor the neighborhood. He mourned that Lord Eyrie 
was not in the country, that he inight take Pen and 
]»i*esent him to his lordship. “He has daughters,’* 
tli(^ Major said. “ Who knows ? you might have 
married Lady Emily or Lady Barbara Trehawk ; but 
all those dreams are over ; my poor fellow, you must 
lie on the bed which you have made for yourself.” 

These things to hear did young Pendennis seriously 
incline. They are not so interesting in jirint as when 
delivered orally ; but the Major’s anecdotes of the 
great George, of the Koyal Dukes, of the statesmen, 
beauties, and fashionable ladi(‘s of the day, filled 
young Pen’s soul with longing and wonder ; and he 
found the conversations with his guardian, whicdi 
sadly bored and perplexed poor Mrs. Pendennis, for 
liis own part never tedious. 

It can’t be sai 1 tliat Mr. Pen’s new guide, philosopher 
and friend, discoursed him on the most elevated sub- 
jC(‘ts, or treated tlie subjects whi(*h he chose in the 
most elevated maimer. Hut his morality, such as it 
was, was consistent. It might not, perhaps, tend to a 
man’s progress in another world, but it wjis pretty well 
calculated to advance his int(*rests in this ; and then it 
must be remembered, that the Major never for one in- 
stant doubted that his views W(*re the only views prac- 
ticable, and that his conduct was perfectly virtuous and 
respectable. He was a man of honor, in a word : and 
had his eyes, what he called, open. He took pity on 
this young greenhorn of a nephew, and wanted to 
open his eyes too. • 
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t man, for instance, went more regularly to church 
when in the country than the old bachelor. It don’t 
* matter so much in town, Pen,” ^ said, “ for there 
the women go and the men are not missed. But 
when a gentleman is sur ses terres, he must give an 
example to the country people : and, if I could turn a 
tune, I even think I should sing. The Duke of St. 
David’s, whom I have the honor of knowing, always 
sings in the country, and let me tell you, it has a 
doosed fine effect from the family pew. And you are 
somebody down here. As long as the Claverings are 
away you are the first man in the parish : or as good 
as any. You might represent the town if you played 
your cards well. Your poor dear father would have 
done so had he lived; so might you. — Not if you 
marry a lady, however amiable, wliom the country 
jieople won’t meet. — Well, W(*U: it’s a painful sub- 
ject. Let us change it, my l)03\” But if Major Pen- 
denuis changed the subject once he recurred to it a 
.score of times in the day and the moral of his dis- 
course always was, that Pen was throwing himself 
away. Now it does not recpiire much coaxing or 
wheedling to make a simple Ixiy believe that he is a 
very fine fellow. 

Pen was glad enough, we liare said, to listen to his 
elder\s talk. The conversation of Ca])taiu Oistigan 
became by no uu'ans pleasant to him, and the idea of 
that tipsy old father-in-law haunted him with terror. 
He could n’t bring that man, unshaven and reeking of 
jmnch, to associate with his mother. Even about 
Emily — he faltered when the pitiless guardian began 
to question him. “Was she accomplished?” He 
was obliged to own, no. “ Was she clever ? ” Well, 
she had a very good average intellect : l)ut he could 
not absolutely say she wiis clever. “ Come, let us see 



raan>ENNis. 


m 


some of her letters." So Pen confessed that he had 
but those three of which we have made mention — 
and that they we]||^ut trivial invitations or answers. 

*^SAe is cautious enough," the Major said, dryly. 

She is older than you, my poor boy ; " and then he 
apologized with the utmost frankness and humility, 
and flung himself upon Pen^s good feelings, begging 
the lad to excuse a fond old uncle, who had only his 
family’s honor in view — for Arthur was ready to 
flame up in indignation whenever Miss Costigan’s 
honesty was doubted, and swore that he would never 
have her name mentioned lightly, and never, never 
would part from her. 

He repeated this to his uncle and his friends at home, 
and also, it must be confessed, to Miss Fotheringay 
and the amiable family at Chatteris, with whom he 
still continued to spend some portion of his time. 
Miss Emily was alarmed when she lieard of the arri- 
val of Pen’s guardian, and rightly conceived that the 
Major came down wdth hostile intentions to herself. 
** I suppose ye intend to leave me, now your grand 
relation has come down from town. He ’ll carry ye 
off, and you ’ll forget your poor Emily, Mr. Arthur ! ’’ 

Forget her ! In her presence, in that of Miss 
Kouncy, the Columbine and Milly’s confidential friend 
of the Company, in the presence of the Captain him- 
self, Pen swore he never could think of any other 
woman but his beloved Miss Fotheringay ; and the 
(Captain, looking up at his foils, w'hich w^ere hung as a 
trophy on the wall of the room where Pen and he 
used to fence, grimly said, he vrould not advoise any 
man to meddle rashly with the affections of /its darl- 
ing child ; and would never believe his gallant young 
Arthur, whom he treated as his son, whom he called 
his son, would ever be guilty of conduct so revolting 
to every idaya of honor and humanitee. 
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'Ste^went up and embraced Pen after speaking. He 
cried^ and -^iped hi^ eye with one large dirty hand as 
iie clasped Pen with the other. A|||mr shuddered in 
that grasp, and thought of his uncle at home. His 
father-in-law looked unusually dirty and shabby 5 the 
odor of whiskey-and-water was evQn more decided 
than in common. How was he to bring that man and 
his mother together ? He trembled when he thought 
that he had absolutely written to Costigan (enclosing 
to him a sovereign, the loan of which the worthy 
gentleman needed), and saying, that one day he hoped 
to sign himself his affectionate son, Arthur Pendennis. 
He was glad to get away from Chatteris that day ; 
from Miss Rouncy the confdante ; from the old toping 
father-in-law; from the divine Phnily herself. 
Emily, Emily, he (n*ied inwardly, as he rattled home- 
wards on Rebec(;a, ^^you little know what sacrifices I 
am making for you ! — for you who are always so 
cold, so cautious, so mistrustful ! ” 

Pen never rode over to (^hatt(»ris, but the Major 
found out on what errand the boy had l>een. Faithful 
to his plan, Major IVuidennis gave his nephew no let 
or hindraiKH* ; but somehow the constant fending that 
the senior’s t‘ye was upon him, an uneasy shame 
attendant u])on that inevitable confession which the 
evening's conv(*rsatioii would be sure to elicit in the 
most natural simjde manner, made l^en go less fre- 
quently to sigh away his soul at the feet of his 
eharmer than he had been wont to do previous to his 
nneh»’s arrival. There was no use trying to deceive 
him ; there was no pretext of dining with Smirke, or 
reading Greek plays with Foker ; Pen felt, when he 
returned from one of his flying visits, that everybody 
knew when(‘e he came, and appeared quite guilty be- 
fore his n^other and guardian, over their books or 
their giiine at piquet. 
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Once having walked out half a mile, to the Fairoaks’ 
Inn, beyond the Lodge gates, to be in readiness for 
the Competitor cdtfii, which changed horses there, to 
take a run for Chatteris, a man on the roof touched 
his hat to the young gentleman • it was his uncle’s 
man, Mr. Morgan, who was going on a message for 
Ills master, and had been took up at the Lodge, as he 
said. And Mr. Morgan came back by the liival, too ; 
so that Pen had the pleasure of that domesti(*-’s com- 
pany both ways. Nothing was said at liom(\ The 
lad seemed to have every di'cent lilxuty ; and yet he 
felt hiinsfdf dimly watched and guard(‘d, and that 
there were eyes upon him ev^en in the presence of his 
iJulcinea. 

In fai't, Pen’s vsusjiicions were not unfounded, and 
his guardian h.'id semt fortli to gatlier all iiossible in- 
formation regarding th(‘ lad and his intiu'esting young 
friend. Tlu' discreet and ingenious Mr. Morgan, a 
London confidential valet whose fidelity could be 
triist(*d, had been to Chatteris more than oiici*, and 
made every impiiry regarding th(3 past history and 
present ha:>its of the captain and his daughter. lie 
ihdieately cross-examined the waiters, the osth*rs, and 
all the inmates of tin* bar at the George, and got from 
them what little they knew respecting tlie worthy 
Captain. He was not held in very great r(*gar<l 
tli(‘re, as it appean*d. The \vaiters never saw tin*, 
color of his money, and were warn(*d not to furnish 
the poor gentleman with any liquor for which some 
other party was not responsible. He swaggered sadly 
about the (‘offee-rooin tliere, consumed a t(jothj)iek, 
ami looked over the jKiper, and if any friend asked 
him to dinner he stayed. 

From the servants of the officers at the barracks 
Mr. Morgan found that the Captain had so frequently 
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and outrag^usly inebriated himself there, that Colonel 
Swallowtail had forbidden him the mess-room. The 
indefatigable Morgan then put himself in communica* 
tion with some of the inferior actors at the theatre, 
and pumped them over their cigars and punch, and 
all agreed that Costigan was poor, shabby, and given 
to debt and to drink. But there was not a breath 
upon the reputation of Miss Fotheringay . her father’s 
courage was reported to have displayed itself on more 
than one occasion towards persons disposed to treat 
his daughter with freedom. She never came to the 
theatre but with her father : in his most inebriated 
moments, that gentleman kept a watch over her ; 
finally Mr. Morgan, from his own experience, added 
that he had Ikhui to see her hact, and was uu(;ommon 
delighted with the performance, besides thinking her 
a most splendid woman. 

Mrs. Creed, the i)ew-opener, confirmed these state- 
ments to Doctor Portman, who examined her per- 
sonally. Mrs Creed had nothing unfavorable to her 
lodger to divulge. She saw nobody ; only one or two 
ladies of the theatre. The Captain did intoxicate 
himself sometimes, and did not always pay his rent 
regularly, but he did when he had money, or rather 
Miss Fotheringay did. Since thi‘ young gentleman 
from Clavering had been and took lessons in fencing, 
one or two more had come from thi» barracks ; Sir 
Derby Oaks, and his young friend, Mr. Foker, which 
was often together ; and wdiich wms always driving 
over from Bay mouth in the tandem. But on the 
occasions of the lessons, Miss F. was very seldom 
present, and generally came down stairs to Mrs. 
Creed’s own room. 

The D(x?tor and the Major consulting together as 
they often did, groaned in spirit over that informa* 
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tion. Major Pendennis opeuly expressed* his disap- 
l>ointmeiit; and, I believe, the Divine himself was 
ill-pleased at not being able to pick a hole in poor 
Miss Fotheringay’s reputation. 

Even about Pen himself, Mrs. Creed’s reports were 
desperately favorable. Whenever he come,” Mrs. 
(jreed said, she always have me or one of the chil- 
dren with her. And Mrs. Creed, Marm, says she, if 
you please, Mann, you 11 on no account leave the room 
when that young gentleman 's here. And many ’s the 
time 1 Ve seen him a lookin’ as if he wished I was 
away, ])oor young man : and he took to coming in 
service time, when 1 wiis n’t at home, of course : but 
she always had one of the boys up if her Pa was n’t 
at home, or old Mr. Bows with her a teaching of 
her her lesson, or one of the young ladies of the 
tlieayter.” 

It was all true : whatever encouragements might 
have been given him lie fore he avowed his passion, 
the prudence of Miss Emily w'as prodigious after Pem 
had declared himst lf: ami the poor fellow chafed 
against her ho])eh*.ss reserve.* 

'I’he Major surveyed the state of things with a sigh. 
“ li it wtu’e but a temporary liaison,” the excellent 
man said, “ one could bear it. A young fellow must 
sow his wild oats, and that sort of thing. But a vir- 
tuous attachment is the deuce. It comes of the d — d 
toniaiitii*, notions boys get from being brought up by 
women.” 

“ Allow me to say. Major, that you speak a little 
too like a man of the world,” replied the Doctor. 

Xotliing can be more desirable for Pen than a vir- 
tuous attachment for a young lady of his own rank 
and w ith a corresponding fortune — this pre.sent in- 
fatuation, of course, I must deplore as sincerely as 
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yo^ do. If I were his guardian I should command 
him to give it 

" The very means, I tell you, to make him marry 
to-morrow. We have got time from him, that is all, 
and wp must do our best with that.” 

“I say. Major,” said the Doctor, at the end of the 
conversation in which the above subject was discussed 
— “I am not, of course, a play -going man — but sup- 
pose, I say, we go and see her.” 

The Major laughed — he had been a fortnight at 
Fairoaks, and, strange to say, had not thought of that. 
“ Well,” he said, why not ? After all, it is not my 
niece, but Miss Fotheringay the actress, and we have 
as good a right as any other of the public to see her if 
we pay our money.” So upon a day when it was ar- 
ranged that Pen wius to dine at home, and pass the 
evening with his mother, the two elderly gentlemen 
drove over to Chatteris in the Doctor’s chaise, and 
there, like a couple of jolly ‘bachelors, dined at the 
George Inn, before proceeding to the iday. 

Only two other guests w^ere in the room, — an 
oltieer of the regiment quartered at Chatteris, and a 
young gentleman whom the Doctor thought he had 
somewhere se(*n. They hd’t them at their meal, how- 
ever, and liast(‘ned to the theatre. It was “ Hamlet ” 
over again. Shakspeare was Article XL. of stout old 
Doctor Portiiiairs creed, to which he always made a 
point of testifying publi<*ly at least once in a ye&r. 

We have described the play before, and how those 
who saw Miss Fotheringay j)erform in Ophelia saw 
precisely th(‘ same thing on one night as on another. 
Both the elderly gentlemen looked at her wdth ex 
traordinary interest, thinking liow^ very much young 
Pen was charmed with her. 

Gail,” said the Major, between his teeth, as he 
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surveyed when she was called forwanl as usual, 
and swept lier curtsies to the scanty auflience, ‘‘ the 
3 'oung rascal has noti made a bad oiioice.’’ 

The Doctor a])i)lauded her loudly and loyally. 

U])on my word/' said he, she is a very clever 
actress ; and I must say, Major, sh(i is endowed with 
very considerable personal attractions.” 

So that young officer thinks in the stage-box,” 
Major ]*endennis answered, and lie pointed out to 
D()(*tor INm‘ 1 man’s attention the young dragocm of the 
(h'orge (\)li‘(*e-rn()m, who sat in the box in question, 
and applauded witii immense entlnisiasm. She looked 
extremely sweet upon him too, thought the Major : 
blit that's their way — and he shut up his iiatty ojiera- 
glasH and pocketiMl it as if lie wislied to see no more 
that night. >»or di<l the Doctor, of course, propose 
to stay for the aft 'r-jnece, so th<‘y r(‘se and left tlie 
theatre; th(‘ Doctor returning to Mrs. Vortman, who 
was on a visit at the Deanery, and tlie Major walking 
home full of thought towards the George, where he 
had bespoken a bed. 



CHAPTER X. 


FACING THE ENEMY. 

Sauntering homewards, Major Pendeiinis reached 
the hotel presently, and found Mr. Morgan, his faith- 
ful valet, awaiting him at the door, who stopped his 
master as he was about to take a candle to go to bed, 
and said, with his usual air of knowing deference, “ I 
think, sir, if you would go into the coffee-room, there ^s 
a young gentleman there as you would like to see.^^ 

^‘What, is Mr. Arthur here?” the Major said, in 
great anger. 

<‘No, sir — but his great friend, Mr. Foker, sir. 
Lady Hagnes Foker’s son is here, sir. He^s been 
asleep in the coffee-room since he took his dinner, 
and has just rung for his coffee, sir. And I think, 
p’r^aps, you might like to git into conversation with 
him,” the valet said, opening the coffee-room door. 

The Major entered; and there indeed was Mr. 
Foker, the only occupant of the place. He had in- 
tended to go to the play too, but sleep had overtaken 
him after a copious meal, and he had flung up his legs 
on the bench, and indulged in a nap instead of the 
dramatic amusement. The Major was meditating how 
to address the young man, but the latter prevented him 
that trouble. 

Like to look at the evening paper, sir ? ” said Mr. 
Foker, who was always communicative and affable; 
and he took up the “Globe” from his table, and 
offered it to the new comer. 
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"I am ver||much obliged to you/^ said the Major, 
with a grateful bow and $mile. I don’t mistake 
the family likeness, I have the pleasure of speaking 
to Mr. Henry Foker, Lady Agnes Foker’s son. I 
have the happiness to name her ladyship among my 
acquaintances — and you bear, sir, a Rosherville face.^’ 
Hullo! 1 beg your pardon,”^ Mr. Foker said, 
took you ” — he was going to sq^y — “I took you for 
a commercial gent.” But he stopped that phrase. 
‘‘ To whom have I the pleasure of speaking ? ” he 
added. 

“ To a relative of a friend and schoolfellow of yours 
— Arthur Pendennis, my nephew, who has often 
spoken to me about you in terms of great regard. I 
am Major Pendennis, of whom you may have heard 
him speak. May 1 take my soda-water at your 
table ? 1 have had the })leasure of sitting at your 

grandfather’s.” 

‘‘Sir, you do me proud,” said Mr. Foker, with 
^inuch courtesy. “ And so you are Arthur Pendennis’s 
uncle, arc you ? ” 

“ And guardian,” ‘added the Major. 

“He ’s as good a fellow as ever stepped, sir,” said 
Mr. Foker. 

“ I am glad you think so.” 

“ And clever, too — 1 was always a stupid chap, T 
was — but you see, sir, I know ’em when they are 
clever, and like ’em of that sort.” 

“ You show your taste and your modesty, too,” said 
tin? Major. “ I have heard Arthur repeatedly sjieak 
of you, and he said your talents were very good.” 

“I’m not good at the books,” Mr. Foker said, wag- 
ging his head — “never could manage that — Pen^ 
dennis could — he used to do half the chap’s verses — 
and yet you are his guardian ; and I hope you will 





p£il*dOn me tdf sSLfmg that I think b^Hjfwbat m call 
% the eandid young gentleman daid. 

% The Major found himself on the instant in the 
hiidllt of a most interesting and confidential conversa- 
tion, And how is Arthur a flat ? ” he asked, with a 
smile. 

You know,” Foker answered, winking at him — 
he would have winked at the Duke of Wellington 
with just as little scruple. " You know Arthur 's a 
flat, — about women I mean.” 

He is not the first of us, my dear Mr. Harry,” an- 
swered the Major. “ I have heard something of this 
“but pray tell me more.” 

^^Why, sir, you s^e^ — it’s partly my fault. We 
went to the play one night, and Pen Avas struck all of 
a heap with Miss Fotherlngay — Costigan her real 
name Is •— an uncommon fine gal she is too j and the 
next morning I introduced him to the General, as we 
call her father — a regular old scamp — and such a 
boy for the whiskey-atid- water I — and he ’s gone oug 
being intimate tli(*re. And he ’s fallen in love With 
her — and I ’m blessed if he has nH proposed to her,” 
Foker said, slaj)plng his hand on the table, until all 
the dessert began to jingle. 

** What ! you know it too ? ” asked the Major. 

** Know it ! don’t I ? and many more too* We 
were talking about it at mess, yesterday, and chaffing 
Derby Oaks — until he was as mad as a hatter. 
Know Sir Derby Oaks ? We dined together, and 
lie went to the play ! we Were standing at the 
door smoking, 1 remember, when you passed in to 
dinner.” 

“ I remember Sir Thomas Oaks, his father, before 
he was a Baronet or a Knight ; he lived in Cavendish 
Square, and wiis Physician to Queen Charlotte*” 
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" The yotilj one is making the money spin, I can 
tell you,^’ Mr. Foker said. 

‘‘And is Sir Derby Oaks,” the Major said, with 
great delight and anxiety, “ another soupirant ? 

“ Another foAW ” inquired Mr. Foker. 

“ Another admirer of Miss Fotheriligay ? ” 

“Lord bless you! we call him Mondays, Wednes- 
days, and Fridays, and Pen Tuesdays. Thursdays, and 
Saturdays. But mind you, nothing wrong ! No, no ! 
^Miss F. is a deal too wide awake for that, Major 
Ltmdentiis. She ])lays one off against the other. 
What you call two strings to her bow.” 

“ I think you seem tolerably wide awake, too, Mr. 
Foker,” Pendennis said, laughing. 

“ Pretty well, thank you, sir — how are you f ** 
Foker replied, imperturbably. “ 1 bn not clever, 
pbbips: but I (fm rather downy; and partial friends 
say I know what \s o’cdock tolerably well. Can I tell 
you the time of day in any way ? ” 

“ Upon iny word,” the Major answered, quite de- 
lighted, “ I think you Juay be of very great service to 
hie. You are a young man of the world, and with 
such one likes to deal. And as such I nef*d not in- 
form you that onr family is by no ineiins delighted at 
this absurd intrigue in which Arthur is eiigag(*d.” 

“ 1 should rather think Mot,” said Mr. Foker. 
“ Connection not eligible. Too much beer drunk on 
the preuiise.s. No Irish need apply. That I take to 
be your meaning.” 

The Major said it wa.s, exactly: and he proceeded 
to examine his new aeqiuilntance regarding the ami- 
able family into which his nephew proposed to enter, 
and soon got from the candid witness a number of 
particulars regarding the House of Costigan. 

We must do Mr, Foker the justice to say that he 
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«poke tnost favorably of Mr. and l|Ps Gostigan’s 
mOJfl character. “ You see,” said he, “ I think the 
General is fond of the jovial bowl, and if I wanted to 
be very certain of my money, it is n’t in his pocket I ’d 
invest it-— but he has always kept a watchful eye on 
his daughter, and neither he nor she will stand any- 
thing but what ’s honorable. Pen’s attentions to her 
are talked about in the whole Company, and I hear all 
about them from a young lady who used to be very 
intimate with her, and with whose family I sometimes 
take tea in a friendly way. Miss Rouney says, Sir 
Derby Oaks has been hanging about M iss Fotheringay 
ever since his regiment has Ijeeii down here ; but Pen 
has come in and cut him out lately, which has made 
thm Baronet so mad, that he has Ixien very near on the 
point of proposing too. Wish he would ; and you’d 
see which of the two Miss Fothering.ay would jump at.” 

I thought as mueli,” the Major said. ‘‘ You give me 
a great deal of ph‘asure, Mr. Foker. 1 wish I could 
have seen you iKd'ore.” • 

“ Did n’t like to put in my oar,” replied the other. 

Don’t speak till 1 ’m asked, when, if there ’s no ob- 
jections, 1 speak pretty freely. Heard your man had 
been hankering about my servant — didn’t know my- 
self what was going on until Miss Fotheringay and 
Miss Rouney had the row about the ostrich feathers, 
when Miss R. told me everything.” 

“ Miss Rouney, 1 gather, was the confidante of the 
other.” 

** Confidant ? I believe you. Why, she ’s twice as 
clever Ji girl as Fotheringay, and literary and that, 
while Miss Foth can’t do much more than read.” 

‘‘She can write,” said the Major, remembering Pen’s 
breiist-pocket. 

Foker broke out into a sardonic “ He, he ! Rouney 
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writes her he said : every one of ^em ; and 

since they’ve quarrelled, she don't know how the 
deuce to get on. Miss Rouncy is an uncommon prefty 
hand, whereas the other one makes dreadful work 
of the writing and spelling when Bows ain’t by. 
Rouncy ’s been settin’ her copies lately — she writes 
a beautiful hand, Rouncy does.” 

‘‘I suppose you know it pretty well,” said the 
Major, archly : upon which jVIr. Foker winked at him 
again. 

I would give a great deal to have a specimen of 
her handwriting," continued Major Pendennis, “ I dare 
say you could give me one.” 

“ That would be too bad,” Foker replied. Miss 
F.’s writin’ ain’t so vert/ bad, I dare say ; only she got 
M iss R. to write the first letter, and has gone on ever 
since. But you mark my word, that till they are 
friends again the letters will stop.” 

“ I ho])e they will never be reconciled,” the Major 
said with great sincerity. “ You must feel, my dear 
sir, as a man of the world, how fatal to my nephew’s 
})rospects in life is this stej) which he contemplates, 
and how eager w^e all must be to free him from this 
absurd engagement.” 

He has come out uncommon strong,” said Mr. 
F'oker ; “ I have seen his verses ; Rouncy copied ’em. 
And I said to myself when 1 saw ’em, ‘ Catch 7ne 
writin’ verses to a w'oman, — that ’s all.’ ” 

“ He has made a fool of himself, as many a good 
fellow has before him. How can we make him see his 
folly, and cure it ? L am sure you will give us what 
aid you can in extricating a generous young man from 
such a pair of schemers as this father and daughter 
seem to be. Love on the lady’s side is out of the 
question.” 





<< XlOf e, iodeed ! ’’ Foker said. If bad n’t two 
tik>usa»d aryear when he came of age — ” 

*J;^If pen hadn’t what?'*'' orjed out the Major in 
astonishment. 

Two thousand a-year ; has n’t he got two thousand 
a-year ? the General says he has/’ 

^‘My dear friend/’ shrieked out the Major, with an 
eagerness whicdi this gentleman rarely showed, thank 
you ! — thank you ! — 1 begin to see now. -r- Two thou- 
sand a-year ! AVhy, his mother has but five hundred 
a-year in the world. — She is likely to live to eighty, 
and Arthur has not a shilling but what she can allow 
him/’ 

What ! he ain’t rich tlien ? ” Foker asked. 

“ U pon my honor he has no more than what I say.” 
<< And you ain’t going to leave him anything ? ” 

The Major had sunk every shilling he could scrape 
together on annuity, and of course was going to leave 
I^en nothing ; but he did not tell Foker this. “ How 
much do you think a Major on half-pay can save ? ” 
he asked. If the.se })eoj)le have been looking at him 
as a fortune, they are utterly mistaken — and — and 
you have made me tlie hai>piest man in the w’^orld.” 

“ Sir to YOU,” said Mr. F<)k(*r, politely, and when 
they parted for the night th<\v shook hands with the 
greatest cordiality ; the younger gentleman promising 
the elder not to leave Chatteris without a further con- 
versation ill the morning. And as the Major went up 
to his room, and Mr. Foker .smoked his cigar against 
the door pillars of tlie George, Pen, very likely, tmi 
miles off, was lying in bed kissing the letter from his 
Emily. 

The next morning, before Mr. Foker drove off in 
his drag, the insinuating Major had actually got a let- 
ter of Mis.s Kouiu‘\ ’s in his own pocket-book. J^et it 
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be a U&$on ^ wom^n how they writo, And in t«ry 
high spirits Major Pendeimis went tp ©all uppn Ppc^ 
tor Portman at the Deanery, and tpld hiw what happy 
discoveries he had wade on the previous night. As 
they sat in confidential conversation in the Iran’s 
oak breakfast parlor they could look across the lawn 
and see Cap'tain Costigau’s window, at whiph poor 
Pen hadl)een only too visible some three weeks since. 
The Doctor was most indignant against Mrs. Creed, 
the landlady, for her dujdicity, in concealing Sir 
Derby Oaks's constant visits to her lodgers, and 
threatened to excommunicate her out of the Cathe- 
dral. But the wary Major thought that all things 
were for the best; and, having taken counsel with 
himself over night, felt himself quite strong enough 
to go and face Cajitaiii Costigan. 

‘‘ 1 ^m going to fight the dragon,” he said, with a 
laugh, to Dr. Portman. 

’ And I shrive you, sir, and bid good fortune go 
with you,” answered the Doctor. Perhaps he and 
Mrs. Portman and Miss Maria, as they sat with their 
friend, the Dean’s lad}, in her drawing-room, looked 
uj) more tlian once at the enemy’s window to see if 
they could ])erceive any signs of the combat. 

The iMaj or walked round, according to the directions 
given him, and soon found Mrs. Creed’s little door. 
He passed it, and as he ascended to Captain Costigan’s 
apartment, he could hear a stamping of feet, and a 
great shouting of ‘‘ Ha, ha ! ” within. 

It ’s Sir Derby Oaks taking his fencing lesson,” 
said the child, who piloted Major Pendennis. ** He 
takes it Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.” 

The Major knocked, and at length a tall gentleman 
came forth, with a foil and mask in one hand, and a 
fencing glove on the other. 



made bim a deferential bo#» ** I tieliere 
1 hive tiie lienor of epeaking to Captain Costigan*-^ 
iit Major Fendennk/’ 

xbe Captain brought his weapon up to the salute, 
and said, “ Major, the honor is moine ; I ’m deloighted 
to see ye/^ 



CHAPTEE XI. 


NEOOTIATION. 

The Major and Captain Costigan were old soldiers 
and accustomed to face the enemy, so we may pre- 
sume that they retained their presence of mind per- 
fectly : but the rest of the party assembled in Cos^s 
sitting-room were, perhaps, a little flurried at Pen- 
dennis^s apparition. Miss Fotheringay’s slow heart 
began to beat no doubt, for her cheek flushed up with 
a great healthy blush, as Lieutenant Sir Derby Oaks 
looked at her with a scowl. The little crooked old 
man in the window-seat, who had been witnessing the 
fencing-match between the two gentlemen (whose 
stamping and jumping had been such as to cause him 
to give up all attempts to continue writing the theatre 
ran|pc, in the copying of which he had been engaged) 
looked up eagerly towards the new comer as the 
Major of the well-blacked boots entered the apartr 
ment, distributing the most graceful bows to everybody 
present; 

Me daughter — me friend, Mr. Bows — me gallant 
young pu^nl and friend, I may call him, Sir Derby 
Oaks,’’ said Costigan, splendidly waving his hand, and 
pointing each of these individuals to the Major’s at- 
tention. “ In one moment, Meejor, I ’m your humble 
servant,” and to dash into the little adjoining cham- 
ber where he slept, to give a twist to his lank hair 
with his hair-brush (a wonderful and ancient piece), 
to tear off his old st^k and put on a new one which 
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had constructed for him, and to assume a 
hamsome clean collar, and the new coat which had^ 
been ordered upon the occasion of Miss Fotheringay’s 
benefit, was with the still active Costigan the work of * 
a minute. 

After him Sir Derby entered, and presently emerged 
from the same apartment, where he also cased himself 
in his little shell-jacket, which fitted tightly upon the 
young officer’s big person ; and which he, and Miss 
Fotheringay, and poor Pen too, perhaps, admired 
prodigiously. 

Meanwhile conversation was engaged in between 
the actress and the new comer ; and the usual remarks 
about the weather had been interchanged before Cos- 
tigan re-entered in his new shoot,” as he called it. 

I need n’t ai)ologoise to yCj Meejor,” he said, in 
his richest and most courteous manner, “ for receiv- 
ing ye in me shirt-sleeves.” 

“ An old soldier (‘an’t l)e better employed than in 
teaching a young one the use of his sword,” answered 
the Major, gallantly. “ I rememlx*r in old times 
hearing that you (?ould use yours pretty well, Captain 
Costigan.” 

“ \^at, ye ’ve heard of Jack Costigan, Major,’* said 
the other, greatly. 

The Major had, indeed ; he had pumj>ed his liephew 
concerning his new friend, the Irish officer ; and said 
that he ]>erfectly well recollected meeting Mr. OosU- 
gan, ajid hmring him sing at Sir Richard Strachan’s 
table at Walcheren. 

At this information, and the bland and cordial 
manner in whicli it was conveyed, Bows looked up, 
entirely puzzled. ** But we will talk of these palters 
another time,” the Major continued, perhaps not wish- 
iiig to commit himself; **it is to Miss Fotheringay 
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that I came to pay my respects to-day : and he per- 
formed another bow for her, so courtly and gracious, 
that if sTie had been a duchess he could not hfive 
made it more handsome. 

"I h£ul heard of 3 "our performances from my 
nephew, Madam,” the ]Major said, who raves about 
you, as I believe you know pretty well. Hut Arthur 
^is but a boy, and a wild enthusiastic young fellow, 
whose opinions one must not take au pied de la lettre ; 
and I confess I was anxious to judge for mysell. Per- 
mit me to say your performaiuie delighted and aston- 
ished me. I have seen our best actresses, and, on luy 
word, I think you surpass them all. You are as ma- 
jestic as Mrs. Siddons.” 

“ Faith, I alwaj^s said so,” Costigan said, winking 
at his daughter : “ Major, take a chair.” Milly rose 
at this hint, took an uiiri})])ed satin garment off the 
only vacant seat, and brought the latter to Major Pen- 
dennis with one of her finest curtsies. 

“ You are as pathetic Jis Miss O’Neill,” he continued, 
Ixiwing iiud seating himself; “ your snatches of song 
remind me of Mrs. Jordan in her best time, when we 
were young men, Captain Costigan ; and your manner 
reminded me of Mars. Did you ever see the Mars, 
Miss Fotheringay ? ” 

There was two Mahers in Crow Street,” remarked 
Miss Emily : Fanny was well enough, but Biddy 
was no great things.” 

Sure, the Major means the god of war, Milly, my 
dear,” interposed the jiarent. 

** It is not that Mars 1 meant, though Venus, I suj>- 
pose, may be pardoned for thinking about Iiim ; ” the 
Major replied with a smile directed in full to Sir 
Derby Oaks, who now re-entered in his shell-jimket, 
but the lady did not understand the words of which 
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jpe p^e use, nor did the compliment at all pacify Sir 
ISferby, who, probably, did not understand it either, 
and at any rate received it with great sulkiness and 
stiffness ; scowling uneasily at Miss Fotheringay^^with 
an expression wliich seemed to ask what the deuce 
does this man here ? 

Major Fendennis was not in the least annoyed by 
the gentleman’s ill-humor. On the contrary, it de^ 
lighted him. “ So,” thought he, “ a rival is in the 
field ; ” and he offered up vows that Sir Derby might 
be, not only a rival, but a winner too, in this love- 
match in whitdi he and Fen were engaged. 

“ 1 fear I interrupted your fencing lesson ; but my 
stay in Chatteris is very short, and I was anxious to 
make mys(*lf known to my old fellow-campaigner 
Captain Costigan, and to see a lady nearer who had 
charmed me so much from the stage. I was not the 
only man epris last night* Miss Fotheringay (if I 
must call you so, though your own family name is a 
very auchmt and noble one). There was a reverend 
friend of mine, who went home in raptures with 
Ophelia; and 1 saw Sir Derby Oaks fling a bouquet 
which no actress ever merited better. 1 should' have 
brought one myself, had I known what I was going 
to see. Are not thost* the very flowers in a glass of 
water on Uie mantel-piece yonder ? ” 

** I am very fond of flower.s,” said Miss Fotheringay, 
with a languishing ogle at Sir Derby Oaks — but the 
Jiaronet still scowled sulkily. 

“Sweets to the sweet — isn’t that the expression 
of the play ? ” Major Fendennis asked, bent upon be- 
ing good-humored. 

“ ’Foil my life, 1 don't know. Very likely it is. F 
ain’t much of a literary man,” answered Sir Derby. 

“ Is it possible ? ” the Major continued, with an air 
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of surprise, You don’t inherit your father’s love of 
letters, then, Sir Derby ? He was a remarkably fine 
scholar, and I had the honor of knowing him very 
well.” 

** Indeed,” said the other, and gave a sulky wag of 
his head. 

“ He saved my life,” continued r*endennis. 

« “ Did he now ? ” cried Miss Fotlieringay, rollinp^ 
her eyes first upon the Major with surprise, then to- 
wards Sir Derby with gratitude — but the latter was 
proof against those glances ; and far from appearing 
to be pleased that the A.potliecary, his father, should 
nave saved Major Pendennis’s life, the young man 
actually looked as if he wished the event had turned 
the other way. 

*^My father, I believe, was a very good doctor,” 
tlie young gentleman said by way of reply. I ’m 
not in that line myself. I wish you good morning, 
sir. I ’ve got an ajipointment — Cos, by-by — Miss 
Fotlieringay, good morning.” And, in spite of the 
young lady’s imploring looks and appealing smiles, 
the Dragoon bowed stifiiy out of the room, and the 
clatter of his sabre w’as heard as he strode down the 
creaking stair ; and the angry tones of his voice as he 
<*iirsed little Tom Ch-eed, who was disporting in the 
jjiissage, and whose peg-top Sir Derby kicked away 
with an oath into the street. 

The Major did not smile in the least, though he 
had every reason to be amused. “ Monstrous hand- 
some young mail that — as fine a looking soldier as 
ever I saw,” he said to Costigan. 

“A credit to the army and to human nature in 
general,” answered Costigan. “ A young man of 
refoined manners, polite affabilitee, and princely for- 
tune. HivS table is sumjituoiis : he ’s adawr’d in the 
regiment : and lie rides sixteen stone.” 
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i A perfect champion,’^ said the Major, laughing, 
have no doubt all the ladies admire him.” 

He ’s very well, in spite of his weight, now he ’s 
young,” said Milly ; ‘^but he ’s no conversation.” 

He ’s best on horseback,” Mr. Bows said ; on 
which Milly replied, that the Baronet had ridden 
third in the steeple-chase on his horse Tareaways, 
and the Major began to" comprehend that the young 
lady herself was not of a j)artieular genius, and to 
wonder how she should be so stupid and act so well. 

Costigan, with Irish hospitality, of course pressed 
refreshment upon his guest: and tlie Major, who was 
no more hungry than you are aft(‘r a Lord Mayor’s 
dinner, declared that he should like a biscuit and a 
glass of wine above all things, as he felt quite faint 
from long fasting — but he knew that to receive small 
kindnesses flatters the donors very much, and that 
IK^ople must ne(*ds grow well disposed towards you as 
th(‘y give you their hosjutalUy. 

‘•Some of the old Madara, Milly, love,” Costigan 
said, winking to liis chihl — and tliat lady, turning 
ter her father a glan(*e of intelligene(‘, went out of tlie 
room, and down the st lir, where she softly summoned 
her little emissary Master Toiinnv (’reed . and giving 
him a ]nece of money, ordered him to go buy a pint 
of Madara wint» at the Gra]>es, and sixpenny worth of 
sorted biscuits at the baker’s, and to return in a 
hurry, wlien he might have two biscuits for himself. 

Whilst Tommy (h*eed was gone on this errand. 
Miss (’ostignn sat below with Mrs. Greed, telling her 
landlady how Mr. Arthur Pendennis’s uncle, the 
Major, was a\>ove stairs ; a uiee, soft-spoken old gen- 
tleman ; that butter would n’t melt m his mouth * 
and how Sir IVrhy ha<i gone out of the room in a 
rage of jealousy, and thinking what must be done to 
pacify Inith of them. 
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‘ <<8he keeps the keys of the cellar, Major,” said 
Mr. Costigan, as the girl left the room. 

Upon my word you have a very beautiful butler,” 
answered Pendennis, gallantly, and I don’t wonder 
at the young fellows raving about her. When we 
were of their age, Captain Costigan, I think plainer 
women would have done our business.” 

Faith and ye may say that, sir — and lucky is 
tlie man who gets her. Ask me friend Bob Bows 
iK^re whether Miss Fotheriiigay’s moind is not even 
shuparior to her person, and whether she does not 
possess a eultiveatt^d intellect, a refoined understand- 
ing, and an emiable disposition ? ” 

** Oh, of course,” said Mr. Bows, rather dryly. 

Here comes Hi^be blushing from the cellar. Don’t 
you think it is time to go to rehearsal. Miss Hebe ? 
You will be lined if you are late ” — and he gave 
the young lady a look, which intimated tliat they 
had much better leave the room and the two elders 
togetlier. 

At this order Miss Hebe took up her bormet and 
sliawl, looking uncouiniouly pretty, good-huinor^ed, 
and smiling: and Bows gathered up his roll of papers, 
and hobbled across the room for his hat and cane. 

“Must you go?” said the Major. “Can’t you 
give us a few minutes more, Miss Fotheringay ? Be- 
fore you leave us, permit an old fellow to shake you 
l)y the hand, and bedieve that I am proud to have had 
the honor of making your acquaintance, and am most 
sincerely anxious to be your friend.” 

Miss Fotheringay made a low curtsy at the con- 
clusion of this gallant speech, and the Major followed 
her retreating steps to the door, where he sqiKiozed 
her hand with tlie kindest and most paternal pres- 
sure. Bows was puzzled with this exhibition of 





cordiality : *<The lad’s relatives can’t be really want- 
ing to marry him to her,” he thought — and so they 
departed. 

Now for it,” thought Major Pendennis ; and as 
for Mr. Costigan he profited instantaneously by his 
daughter’s absence to drink up the rest of the wine ; 
and tossed off one bumper after another of the 
Madeira from the Grapes, with an eager shaking 
hand. The Major came up to the table, and took up 
his glass and drained it with a jovial smack. If it 
had been LonflStey lie’s particular, and not public- 
house Cape, he could not have appeared to relish it 
more. 

Capital IMadeira, Captain Costigan,” he said. 
** Where do you get it ? I drink the health of that 
chariniug (creature in a bumper. Faith, Cajitain, I 
don’t wonder that th(‘ m(*n are wild about her. I 
never saw such eyes in my life, or such a grand man- 
ner. I am sure she is as intell(‘Ctual as she is beau- 
tiful; and I have no doubt she’s as good as she is 
clever.” 

A good girl, sir, — a good girl, sir,” said the de- 
lighted father ; and I pledge a toast to her with all 
my heart. Shall 1 send to the — to the cellar for an- 
other j>int? It ’s handy by. No? Well, indeed, sir, 
ye may say she is a good girl, and the pride and glory 
of her fatlu^r — honest old Ja(‘k Costigan. The man 
who gets lier will have a jew*l to a wife, sir ; aud I 
drink his health, sir, and ye know who I mean, 
Major.” 

“ I am not surprised at young or old falling in love 
with her,” said the Major, “and frankly must tell yen, 
that though 1 was very angry with my poor nephew 
Aithur, whcni I h<»ard of the boy's j)assion — now 1 
have seen the lady 1 can jjardon him any extent of it. 
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By George, I aliould like to enter for the race myself, 
if I were n't an old fellow and a poor one,” , 

And no better man, Major, I 'm sure,” c^jied Jack 
enraptured. “ Your friendship, sir, delights me. Your 
admiration for my girl brings tears to me eyes^-— tears, 
sir — manlee tears — and when she leaves me humble 
home for your own more splendid mansion, I hope 
she ’ll keep a place for her poor old father, poor old 
Jack Costigan.” — The Captain suited the action to 
the word, and his blood-shot eyes were suffused with 
water, as he addressed the Major. ^ 

Your sentiments do you honor,” the other said. 
‘'But, Captain Costigan, I can’t help smiling at one 
thing you have just said.” 

“And what’s that, sir?” asked Jack, who was at a 
too heroic and sentimental pitch to descend from it. 

“ You were speaking about our splendid mansion — 
my sister’s house, I mean.” 

“ I mane the park and mansion of Arthur Penden- 
nis, Esquire, of Fairoaks Park, whom I hope to see a 
Mimber of Parliament for liis native town of Claver- 
ing, when he is of ege to take that responsible stetion,” 
cried the Captain with much dignity. 

The Major smiled. “ Fairoaks Park, my dear sir ! ” 
he said. “ Do you know our history ? We are of ex- 
cessively ancient family certainly, but I began life with' 
scarce enough money to puixdiase my commission, and 
my eldest brother was a country apothecary : who made 
every shilling he died possessed of out of his pestle 
and mortar.” 

“ I have consented to waive that objection, sir,” said 
Costigan majestically, “ in consideration of the known 
respectability of your family.” 

“Curse your impudence,” thought the Major; but 
he only smiled and bowed. 
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CostigamSi tock, have met with misfortupes ; 
our house of Castle Costigan is by no manes what 
It ^as. I have known very honest men apothecaries, 
sir, and t^ere ’s some in Dublin that has had the honor 
of dining at the Lord Leftenant’s teeble.” 

“You are very kind to give us the benefit of your 
charity,” the Major continued: “but permit me to say 
that is not the question. You spoke just now of my 
little nephew as heir of Fairoaks Park, and I don’t 
know what bemdes.” 

“ Funded pr^rty, I ’ve no doubt, Meejor, and some- 
tliing handsome eventually from yourself.” 

“ My good sir, I tell you the boy is the son of a 
country apothecary,” cried out Major Pendennis ; “and 
that when he comes of age he won’t have a shilling.” 

“Pooh, Major, you’re laughing at me,” said^ Mr. 
Costigan, “ me young friend, 1 make no doubt, is heir 
to two thousand pounds a-year.” 

“ Two thousand fiddlesticks ! I beg your pardon, hay 
dear sir ; but has the boy been humbugging you ? 
it is not his habit. Upon my word and honor, as a 
gentleman and an executor to my brother’s will too, he 
left litthi more than five hundred a-year behind him.” 

“ And with acouomy, a handsome sura of money too, 
sir,” the (Japtain answered. “ Faith, I ’ve known a 
^man drink his (ilar’t, ami drive his ooach-and-four on 
five hundred iv-year and strict aoononiy, in Ireland, 
sir. We’ll manage on it, sir — trust Jack Costigan 
for that.” 

“ My dear Ca})taiii Costigan — I give you my word 
that ray bi'Other did not leave a shilling to his son 
Artlmr.” 

“ Are ye joking with me, Meejor IViidennis ? ” cried 
Jack Costigiui. “ Are ye thrifiing with the feelings of 
a father and a gentleman ? ” 
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am telling you the honest truth,” said Major 
Pendennis. “ Every shilling my brother had, he left 
to his widow : with a partial reversion, it is true, to 
the boy. But she is a young woman, and may marry 
if he oifends her — or she may outlive him, for she 
comes of an uncommoply long-lived family. And I 
ask you as a gentleman and a man of the world, wliat 
allowance can my sister, Mrs. Pendennis, make tp her 
son out of five hundred a-year, which is all her for- 
tune — that shall enable him to mai^ain himself and 
your daughter in the rank befitting such an accom- 
plished young lady ? ” 

‘^Ani I to understand, sir, that the young gentle- 
man, yoijr nephew, and whom I have fosthered and 
cherished as the son of me bosom, is an imposther 
who has been thrifling with the affections of me be- 
loved child V ” exclaimed the General, with an out- 
break of wrath. Have a care, sir, how you thrifle 
with the honor of John (/ostigan. If 1 thought any 
mortal man meant to do so, be heavens, I ’d have his 
blood, sir — were he old or young.” 

“ Mr. Costigan ! ” cried out the Major. 

** Mr. Costigan can protect his own and his daugh- 
ter’s honor, and will, sir,” said the other. “Look at 
that chest of dthrawers, it contains heaps of letthers 
that that viper has addressed to that innocent child, 
'riiere ’s promises there, sir, enough to fill a band-lxix 
witli ; and when I have dragged the scoundthrel 
before the Courts of Law, and shown up his perjury 
and his dishonor, I have another remedy in yondther 
mahogany ciise, sir, which sliall set me right, sir, with 
any individual — ye mark me words, Major Penden- 
nis — with any individual who has couuselle<l your 
nephew to insult a soldier and a gentleman. What ? 
Me daughter to be jilted, and me gray hairs dis- 
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honored by an apothecary’s son! By the laws o! 
Heaven, sir, 1 should like to see the man that shall 
do It.” 

** 1 am to understand then that you threaten in the 
first place to publish the letters of a boy of eighteen 
to a woman of eight-and-twenty : and afterwards to 
do me the honor of calling me out,” the Major said, 
still with perfect coolness. 

‘^You have described my intentions with perfect 
accuracy, Meejoy Pendennis,” answered the Captain, 
as he pulled his ragged whiskers over his chin. 

well; these shall he the subjects of future 
arrangements, but before we (iorne to powder and ball, 
my good sir, — do have the kindness to think with 
yourself in what earthly way I have injured you ? 1 
have told you that my nephew is dependent upon his 
mother, who has scarcely more than five hundred a- 
year.” 

have my own opinion of the correctness of that 
assertion,” said the Captain. 

“ Will y»m go to my sister’s lawyers, Messrs. Tatham 
here, and satis ty yourself? ” 

“ I decdine to m(;et those gentlemen,” said the Cap- 
tiiiii, with rath(3r a disturbed air. “ If it be as you 
say, I have be(*n atliroeiously deceived by some one, 
and on that person 1 ’ll be revenged.” 

Is it Jiiy m*phew ? ” cried the IMajor, starting up 
and putting on Ins hat. “Did lie ever tell you that 
his property was two thousand a-year ? If he di(], 
i ’m mistaken in th<» boy. To tell lies has not been a 
habit in our fannly, ^Ir. Costigan, and I don’t think 
my brotlier’s son has learned it as yet. Try and con- 
sider whether you liave not deceived yourself; or 
adopted extravagant reports from hearsay. As for 
me, sir, you are at liberty to understand that I am 
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not afraid of all the Costigans in Ireland, and know 
quite well how to defend myself against any threats 
from any quarter. I come here as the boy’s guardian 
to protest against a marriage, most absurd and un- 
equal, that cannot but bring poverty and misery with 
it : and in preventing it I conceive I am quite as much 
your daughter’s friend (who I nave no doubt is an 
honorable young lady), as the friend of my own family : 
and prevent the marriage I will, sir, by every means 
in my power. There, I have said my say, sir/’ 

“ But I have not said mine, Major Pendennis — and 
}e shall hear more from me,” Mr. Costigan said, with 
a look of tremendous severity. 

“ ’Sdeath, sir, what do you mean ? ” the Major 
asked, turning round on the threshold of the door, 
and looking the intreqnd Costigan in the face. 

“Ye said, in the courst* of conversation, that ye 
were at the George Hotel, 1 think,” Mr. Costigan said 
in a stately manner. “A friend shall wait upon ye 
there before ye leave town, sir.” 

“Let him make haste, Mr. Costigan,” cried out the 
Major, almost beside liimsclf with rage. “ I wish you 
a good morning, sir.” And Ca[)taiu Costigan bowed 
a magnificent bow of defiance to Major Pendennis 
over the landing-place as the latter retreated down 
the stairs. 



CHAPTER XIL 


tS WHICH A SHOOTING MATCH IS PROPOSED. 

Early mention lias been made in this history of 
Mr. Garbetts, Trincipal Tragedian, a promising and 
athletic young actor, of jovial habits and irregular 
inclinations, between whom and Mr. Costigan there 
was a considerable intimacy. They were the chief 
ornaments of the convivial club held at the Magpie 
Hotel; they helped each other in various bill trans- 
actions in which they had botni (mgaged, with the mu- 
tual loan of each other’s valuable signatures. They 
were friends, in fiin* ; and Mr. Garbetts was called in 
by Captain Costigan immediabdy after Major Penden- 
nis had (putted the house, as a friend proper to be 
consulted at the actual juncture. He was a large 
man, with a loud voice and fierce aspect, who had the 
finest legs of the whole company, and could break a 
poker in mere sport across his stalwart arm. 

“ Run, Tommy/’ said Mr. Costigan to the little mes- 
senger, **and f(*tch Mr. Garbetts from his lodgings 
over the tripe shop, ye know, iind tell ’em to send 
two glasst's of whiskey-and-water, hot, from the 
Grapes.’’ So Tommy went away ; and presently 
Garbetts and the whiskey came. 

Captain Costigan did not disclose to him the whole 
of the previous events, of which the reader is in pos- 
session ; but, with tlie aid of the spirits-and-water, he 
composed a lett(‘r of a threatening nature to Major 
I’endermis’s address, in which he called upon that 





165 


gentleman to offer no hindrance to the marriage 
projected between Mr. Arthur Pendennis and his 
daughter, Miss Fotheringay, and to fix an early day 
for its Cl lebration : or, in any other case, to give him 
the satisfaction which was usual between gentlemen 
of honor. And should Major Pendennis be disin- 
clined to this alternative, the Captain hinted, that he 
would force him to accept it by the use of a horse- 
whi]), which he should emjdoy upon the Major’s per- 
son. The ])rcci8e terms of this letter we cannot give, 
for reasons which shall he specified presently ; but it 
was, no doubt, couched in the Cai>tain’8 finest style, 
and sealed elaborately with the great silver seal of the 
Costigau’s — the only bit of the family plate which 
the Captain possessed. 

Qarbetts was despatched, then, with this message 
and letter; and bidding Heaven bless ’urn,' the Gen- 
eral sque(*zed his ambassjwlor’s hand, and saw him 
(l(*j)art. Then he took down his venerable and mur- 
derous duelling-pistols, with flint locks, that had done 
the business of many a pretty fellow in Dublin ; and 
having exainiiieil these, and seen that they were in a 
satisfactory condition, he brought from the drawer ail 
Pen’s letters and poems which he kept there, and 
which he always read before he permitted his Emily 
to enjoy their perusal. 

In a score of minutes Garbetts came back with an 
anxious and crest-fallen countenance. 

. Ye Ve seen ’um ? ” the Captain said. 

“ Why, yes,” said Garbetts. 

And when is it for ? ” asked Costigan, trying the 
lock of one of the ancient pistols, and bringing it to a 
level with his oi — as he called that blood-shot orb. 

‘‘ AVhen is what for ? ” asked Mr. Garbetts. 

The meeting, my dear fellow ? ” 
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You don’t mean to say you mean mortal combat, 
Gaptaiii ? ” Garbetts said, aghast. 

/‘What the devil else do I mean, Garbetts? — I 
want to shoot that man that has trajuiced me honor, 
or meself dthrop a victim ou the sod.” 

— if I carry challengi^s,” Mr. Garbetts replied. 
“I’m a family man, Captain, and will have nothing 
to do with pistols — take back your letter ; ” and, to 
the surprise and indignation of Captain Costigan, his 
emissary flung the letter down, with its great sprawb 
ing superscription and blotched seal. 

“ Ye don’t mean to say ye saw ’um and did n’t give 
’um the letter ? ” cried out the Captain, in a fury. 

“ I saw him,* but I could not have speech with him, 
Captain,” said Mr. Garbetts. 

“ And why the devil not ? ” asked the other. 

“ There was one then? T cared not to meet, nor 
would you,” the tragedian answered in a sepulchral 
voice. “The iniu\on Tathani w’^as there, Captain.” 

“ The cowardly .scoiindthrel ! ” roared Costigan. 
“ He ’s fright(‘ued, and already going to swear the 
peace against me.” 

“ I ’ll have nothing to do with the flghting, mark 
that,” the trag(*dian doggedly said, “and I wi.sh I’d 
not setm Tatham lunther, nor that bit of — ” ^ 

“Hold your tongue I Hob Acres. It’s my belief 
ye ’re no better than a (toward,” said Captain Costigan, 
quoting Sir Lucius G’Triggcr, which character he had 
pu’ formed with credit, both off and on the stage, and 
after some more parley between the couple they sep- 
arated in not very good humor. 

Their colloquy has been here condensed, as the 
reader knows the main ixiint iqxin which it turned. 
But the latter will now see how it is impossible to 
give a correct account of the letter which the Captain 
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wrote to Major Pendennis, as it was never opened at 
all by that gentleman. * 

When Miss Costigan came home from rehearsal, 
which she did in the company of the faithful Mr. 
Bows, she found her father pacing up and down their 
apartment in a great state of ^igitation, and in the 
midst of a powerful odor of spkics-aiid-water, which, 
as it appeared, had not succeeded in pacifying his dis- 
ordered mind. The Pendennis papers were on the 
table surrounding the* empty goblets and now useless 
teaspoon, which had served to hold and mix the Cap- 
tain’s liquor and his friend’s. As Emily entered he 
seized her in his arms, and cried out, Prepare your- 
self, me child, me blessed child,” in a voice of agony, 
and with eyes brimful of tears. 

** Ye ’re tipsy again. Papa,” Miss Fotheringay said, 
pushing back her sire. “ Ye promised me ye would n’t 
take spirits before dinner.” 

“ It ’s to forget me sorrows, me poor girl, that I ’ve 
taken just a drop,” cried the bereaved father — “ it ’s 
to drown me care that I drain the bowl.” 

Your care takes a d(*al of drowning. Captain dear,” 
said Bows, mimicking his friend’s accent ; wliat has 
hapjiened ? Has that soft-spoken gentleman in the 
wig been vexing you ? ” 

"The oily miscreant! I’ll have his blood!” roared 
Cos. Miss Milly, it must be premised, had fled to her 
room out of his embrace, and was taking off her 
bonnet and shawl there. 

" I thought he meant mischief. He was so uncom- 
mon civil,” the other said. "What has he come to 
say ? ” 

Bows! He has overwhellum’d me,” the Cap- 
tain saict. " There ’s a hellish conspkacy on foot 
against me poor girl ; and it ’s me opinion that both 
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them Penldennisdij nephew and uncle, is two infernal 
thrators and scc4ndthrels, who should be conshumed 
from off the face of the earth.” 

<‘What is it? What has happened?” said Mr. 
Bows, growing rather excited. 

Costigan then told him the Major’s statement that 
the young Pendennis had not two thousand, nor two 
hundred pounds a-year ; and expressed his fury that 
he should %ave permitted such an impostor to coax and 
wheedle his innocent girl, and* that he should have 
nourished such a vi[)er in his own personal bosom. “ I 
have shaken the reptile from me, however,” said Cos- 
tigan ; and as for his uncle, I ’ll have such a revenge 
on that f»ld man, as shall make ’uin rue the day he 
ever insulted a Costigan.” 

What do you mean, General ?” said Bows. 

I mean to have his life, lh)ws — Ids villanous, 
skulking life, my hoy ; ” and he ra})ped upon the bat- 
tered old ])istol-c^as(* in an ominous and savage man- 
ner. Bows had often heard him appeal to that box of 
d(‘ath, witli winch ho proposed to sacrifice his enemies; 
hut the Cn[)tain did not tell him that he had actually 
written aiul sent a challenge to Major Pendennis, and 
Mr. Bows th(*refore rather disregarded the pistols in 
the )>resent instance. 

At tins juncture Miss Fotheringay returned to the 
common sitting-room from her private apartment, 
looking jierlVctly healthy, happy, and unconcerned, a 
striking and \vhole.some contrast to her father, who 
was in a delirious tremor of grief, anger, and other 
agitation. She brought in a pair of ex-white satin 
siloes with her, which she projKised to rub as clean as 
might be with bread-crumb ; intending to go juad with 
them upon ne'xt Tuesday evening in Ophelia, in which 
character she was to reappear on that night. 
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She looked at the papers on the table ; stopped as if 
she was going to ask a question, but thought better 
of it, and going to the cupboard, selected an eligi- 
ble piece of bread wherewith she might operate on 
the satin slippers: and afterwards coming back to 
tlie table, seated herself there commodiously with the 
shoes, and then asked her father, in her honest Irish 
brogue, ** What have ye got them letthers, and pothry, 
and stiifp, of Master Arthur’s out for, Pa ? Sure ye 
don't waiit to be reading over that nonsense.” 

‘‘O Emilee!” ciied the (/aj)tain, ‘‘that boy whom I 
loved as the boy of iiiee bosom is only a scoundthrel, 
and a deceiver, inee poor girl : ” and he looked in the 
most tragical way at Mr. Hows, opposites, who, in his 
turn, gazed somewhat anxiously at Miss Costigan. 

“ He ! pooh ! Siii*e the poor lad ’s as simple as a 
schoolboy,” she said. “All them children write 
verses and nonsense.” 

“He’s been acting the ])art of a viper to this fire- 
side, and a traitor in this familee,” cried the Captain. 
“ I tell ye he ’s no better than an impostor.” 

“ What has the poor fellow done, Papa ? ” ^ asked 
Enul3\ ^ 

“Done? He has deceived us in the most athro- 
<‘i<»iis manner,” Miss Emily’s j»a])a said. “He has 
thrided with your affections, and outraged my own 
line feelings. He has rej>resent<Hl himsidf as a man of 
l»ru]>erty, and it turnins out that he is no betther than 
a beggar. Haven’t 1 often told ye he had two thou- 
sand a-year ? He ’s a pau])er, I tell ye. Miss Costj- 
gan ; a depindent upon the bountee of his mother ; a 
good woman, who may marry again, who ’s likely to 
live forever, and who has but five hundred li-year* 
How dar he ask ye to marry into a family which has 
not the means of providing for ye? YeVe been 
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grossly deceived and put upon, Milly, and it’s my 
belief his old ruffian of an uncle in a wig is in the 
plot against us.” 

' That soft old gentleman ? What has he been do- 
ii%, Papa ? ” Cjpntinued Emily, still imperturbable. 

Costigan informed Milly that wlnni she was gone, 
Major Pendennis told him in his double-faced Pall 
Mall i)olite manner, that young Arthur had no fortune 
at all, that the Major had asked him (Costigan) to go 
to the lawyers (“ wherein he knew the scoundthrels 
have a bill of mine, and I ean't meet them,” the Cap- 
tain parentlietically remarked), and see the lad’s 
father’s will : an<l finally, that an infernal swindle 
had been practised upon him by the pair, and that he 
was resolv(*d either on a marriage, or on the blood of 
both of them. 

Milly looked very grave and thoughtful, rubbing 
the white satin shoe. Sure if he’s no money, 
there’s no use marrying him, Papa,” she said, 
sententiously. 

‘‘Why did the villain say he was a man of prawper- 
tee ? ”” asked Costigan. 

“The ]K)or fellow always said he ^as poor,” an- 
swered the girl. “'Twas^'ou who would have it he 
was ri(di, Papa — and made me agree to take him.” 

“ He should have been explicit and told us his in- 
come, Milly/’ answered the father. “A young fellow 
who rides a blood mare, and makes presents of shawls 
and bra<*elt»ts, is an impostor if he has no money ; — 
and as for his uiiele, liedad I ’ll pull off his wig when- 
ever I see him. Bows, here, shall take a message to 
him and tell him so. Either it ’s a marri^e, or he 
meets me in the field like a man, or I tweak ’um on 
the nose in front of his hotel or in the gravel walks of 
Fairoaks Park l>ef()re all the county, bedad«” 
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<^Bedad, you may send somebody else with the 
message,” said Bows, laughing. “ I ^m a fiddler, not 
a fighting man, Captain.” 

Pooh, you Ve no sj^irit, sir,” roared ^he Geiier^^, 
“ 1 11 be ray own second, if no one will gtaud by a^d 
see me injured. And 1 11 take my casl'of pistols apd 
shoot ’um in the Coffee Room of thr George.” 

“ And so poor Arthur has no money ? ” sighed out 
Miss Costigan, rather plaintively. Poor \a(l, he was 
a good lad too : wild and talking nonsense, with his 
verses and pothry and that, but a brave, generous boy, 
and indeed 1 liked him — and he liked me too,” she 
added, rather softly, and rubbing away at the shoe. 

Why don’t you marry him if you like him so ? ” 
Mr. Bows said, rather savagdy. He is not more 
than ten years younger than you are. His mother 
may relent, and you might go and live and have 
(‘nough at Fairoaks Park. Why not go and be a lady ? 
I could go on with the fiddle, and the General live 
on his half-pay. Why don’t you marry him ? You 
know he likes you.” 

There ’s others that likes me as well. Bows, that 
has no money and that’s old enough,” Miss Milly 
said, sententiously. 

“Yes, d — it,” said Bows, with a bitter curse — 
“that are old enough and poor enough and fools 
enough for anything.” 

“There’s old fools, and young fools too. You’v(‘ 
ol’ten said so, you silly man,” the imperious beauty 
said, with a conscious glance at the old gentleman. 
“If Pendennis has not enough money to live upon, 
it’s folly to talk about marrying him : and that’s the 
long and short of it.” 

“ And the boy ? ” said Mr. Bows. “By Jove ! you 
throw a man away like an old glove, .Miss Costigan.” 



1T2 


PKKi>£KNI8. 


dcnai^t know what you mean, Bows,'^ said Miss 
Fotherin^y^ jdacidly, rubbing the second shoe, If 
h6 had had half of the two thousand a-year that Papa 
l^ve him, or the half of that, 1 would marry him. 
But what is the good of taking on .with a beggar ? 
We ’re poor enough already. There ’s no use in my 
going to live with an old lady that ’s testy and cross, 
maybe, and would gnidge me every morsel of meat. 
(Hure, it ’s near dinner time, and Suky not laid the 
cloth yet), and then,” added Miss Costigan, quite sim- 
ply, sujipose there was a family ? — why, J^apa, we 
should n’t bi? as well off as we are now.” 

“ ’Deed then, you would not, Milly dear,” answered 
the father. 

“ And there ’s an end to all the fine talk about Mrs. 
Arthur I’endennis of Fairoaks Park — the member 
of Parliann*nt’s lady,” said Milly, with a laugh. 

Pretty carriages and horses we should have to ride ! 
— that yim were always talking alnnit, I’apa. But 
it’s always the same. If a man locjked at me, yoti 
fancied he was going to marry me; and if he had a 
good coat, yon fancied he was as rich as Crazes.” 

“As Crmsns,” said Mr. 1U)WS. 

“ Well, call \un wliat yc lik(*. But it ’s a fact now 
that Paj>a has married me tlu‘se eight years a 8(*ore 
of times. Wasn’t 1 to be my Lady I’oldoody of 
Oystherstown (>astle ? Then thei'e was the Navy 
(’Mpt4iin at Portsmouth, and the old surgeon, at Nor- 
wieh, and the Mt*tho<list preacher here last year, and 
who knows how many mort* ? Well, T l>et a penny, 
With all your scheming, 1 shall die Milly Costigan at 
last. So poor little Arthur luis no money ? Stop 
and takt‘ dinner, Bows : we ’ve a beautiful Ix'ef-steak 
pudding.” 

“ 1 wonder whether she is on with Sir Derby Oaks,” 
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tliaught Bows, whose eyes and Noughts were always 
watcliing her. The dodges of women beat all coni- 
preheusion ; and I am sure she would n't let the lad off 
so easily, if she had not some other scheme on hand.” 

It will have been pei'ceived that Miss Fotheringay, 
though silent in general, and by no means brilliant 
as a oonversationist where poetry^ literature, or the 
tine arts were concerned, could talk freely and with 
good sense, too, in her own family circle. She can- 
not justly be called a romantic person : nor were her 
literary acquirements great : she never opened a 
Shakspeare from tlit' day slie left the stage, nor, in- 
deed, understood it during all the time she adorned 
the boards : but about a pudding, a piece of needle- 
work, or her own domestic affairs, she was as good 
a judge as could be found ; and not being misled by 
a strong imagination or a piissionate temper, was 
l)etter enabled to keep her judgment cool. When, 
over their dinner, Costigan tried to convince himself 
and the company, that tlie IMajor^s statement regard- 
ing Pen’s linau(;es was unworthy of credit, and a 
nere ruse upon the old hypocrite's part so as to in- 
duce th(*m, on their sale, to break off the match. Miss 
Milly would nut, for a moment, admit the possibility 
oi deceit on the side of the adversary : and pointed 
out clearly that it was her fatlier who liad deceived 
himself, and not poor little Pen, who had tried to 
take them in. As for that poor lad, she said she 
}>itied him with all her heart. And she ate an ex 
<‘eediiigly good dinner; to the admiration of Mr. 
liows, who had a remarkable regard and contempt 
for this woman, during and ' after which rejKist, the 
party devised upon the best means of bringing this 
love-matter to a close. As for Costigan, his idea of 
tweaking the Major’s nose vanished with his supply 
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of aftevH|iimer whiskey-and-water ; and he was suio- 
missive to his daughter, and ready for any plan on 
whjyfeh she might decide, in order to meet the crisis 
which she saw was at hand. 

The Captain, who, as long as he had a notion that 
he was wronged, was eager to face and demolish both 
Pen and his uncle, perliaps shrank from the idea of 
meeting the former, and asked “ what the juice they 
were to say to the lad if he remained steady to his 
engagement, and they broke from theirs ! “ What ? 

don’t you know how to tlirow a man over ? ” said 
Bows ; “ ask a w^oman to tell you ; ” and Miss Fother- 
ingay showed how tliis feat was to be done simply 
enough — nothing was more easy. “ Papa writes to 
Arthur to know what '8(*ttlements he proposes to 
make in event of a marriage; and asks what his 
means are. Arthur writes hack and says what he ’s 
got^ and you ’ll find it ‘s as the Major says, I ’ll go 
bail. Thi‘n I’apa writes, and says it's not enough, 
and the match had best be at an end." 

**And, of eourse, }nn (*nelose a parting line, in 
wliich you say yam will always regard him as a 
brother;” said Mr. Hows, eying her in liis scornful 
way. 

*‘Of course, and so 1 shall,” answeri‘d Miss Fother- 
ingay. “ lie’s a most worthy young man, 1 'm sure. 
I ’ll thank ye hand me the salt. Them filberts is 
lieautifnl.” 

And there will Ik* no noses jnilled, C’os, my boy ? 
I'm sorry you’re balkeil,” .said Mr. Bows. 

'Dad, 1 supjKj.se not,'’ said (’os, rvd)l>ing his own. 
hat *11 ye do alnmt them letters, and verses, and 
jKiines, Milly darling*' — Ve must send ’em back.” 

“ Wigsby would give a liundred jmund for ’(mi." 
Hows said, with a sneer. 



PEM)ENNia 


175 


then, he would,” said Captain Costigan, 
who was easily led. 

“Papa!” said Miss Milly. — “Ye wouldn’t be 
for not sending the poor boy his letters back ? 
Them letters and pomes is mine. They were very 
long, and full of all sorts of nonsense, and Latin, and 
things I couldn’t understand the half of; indeed 
I ’ve not read ’em all ; but we ’ll send ’em back to 
him when the proper time comes.” And going to a 
drawer, Miss Fotheringay took out from it a number of 
the “County Chronicle and Chatteris Champion,” in 
which Pen had written a copy of flaming verses cele- 
brating her appearance in the character of Imogen, 
and putting by the leaf upon which the poem ap- 
peared (for, like ladies of her profession, she kept 
the favorable printed notices of her performances), 
she wrapped up Pen’s letters, poems, passions, and 
fancies, and tied them with a piece of string neatly, 
as she would a paibel of sugar. 

Nor was she in the least moved while performing 
this act. What hours the boy had passed over those 
papers ! What love and longing : what generous 
faith and manly devotion — what watchful nights 
and lonely levers might they tell of ! She tied them 
up like so mimh grocery, and sat down and made 
tea afterwards with a perfectly placid and contented 
heart : while Pen was yearning after her ten miles 
off: and hugging her image to his soul. 



CHAPTEE XIIL 


A CRISIS. 

Major Pendennts came away from his interview 
with Captain Costigaii in a state of such concentrated 
fury as rendered him terrible to approach. The im- 
pudent bog-trotting scamp,” he thought, “ dare to 
threaten me / Dare to talk of permitting his damned 
Cogtigans to marry with the Pendennises ! Send me 
' challenge ! If the fellow can get anything in the 
shape of a gentleman to carry it, I have the greatest 
mind in life not to balk him. — Psha! what would 
people say if I were to go out with a tipsy mounte- 
bank, about a row with an actresa in a barn ! ” So 
when the Major saw Dr. Portman, who asked anx- 
iously regarding the issue of his battle with the 
dragon, Mr. Pendeniiis did not care to inform the 
divine of the (reneral’s insolent behavior, but stated 
that the affair was a very ugly and disagreeable one, 
and that it was by no means over yet. 

He enjoined Doctor and Mrs. I'ortman to say noth- 
ing alKHit the business at Fairoaks; and then he 
returned to his hotel, where he vented liis wrath 
ujK)!! Mr. Morgan his valet, “dammin and cussin up- 
staii^ and down-stairs,” as that gentleman observed 
to Mr. Fuker’s man, in whose company he partook of 
dinner in the servants’ room of the George. 

The servant carried the news to his master; and 
Mr. Foker having finished his breakffist al)out this 
time, it being two o’clock in the afternoon, remem- 
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bered that he was anxious to know the result of the 
interview between his two friends, and having in- 
quired tiie number of the Major’s sitting-room, went 
over in his brocade dressing-gown, and knocked for 
admission. 

The Major had some business, as he had stated, re- 
specting a lease of the widow’s, about which he was 
desirous of consulting old Mr. Tatham, the lawyer, 
who had been his brother’s man of business, and who 
had a branch-office at Clavering, where he and his 
son attended market and other days three or four in 
the week. This gentleman and his client were now 
in consultation when Mr. Foker showed his grand 
dressing-gown and embroidered skull-cap at Major 
Fendennis’s door. 

Seeing the Major engaged with papers and red- 
tape, and an old man with a white head, the modest 
youth was for drawing back — and said, Oh, you ’re 
busy — call again another time.” But Mr. Bendennis 
wanted to see him, and begged him, with a smile, to 
(‘uter: whereupon Mr. Fok(*.r took off the embroidered 
tarboosli or fez (it had l)een worked by the fondest of 
laotliers) and advanced, bowing to the gentlemen and 
smiling on them graciously. Mr. I'atham had never 
seen so splendid an apparition before as this brocaded 
youth, who seated himself in an arm-chair, spreading 
out his crimson skirts, and looking with exceeding 
kindness and frankness on the other two tenants of 
the room. “ You seem to like my dressing-gown, sir,” 
he said to Mr. Tatham. “ A pretty thing, is n’t it ? 
Neat, but not in the least gaudy. And how do i/au 
do? Major Pendennis, sir, and how does the world 
treat you?” 

There was that in Poker’s manner and appearance 
which would have p;i1; an Inquisitor into good-humor. 
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and it smoothed the wrinkles under Pendennis’s head 
of hair. 

I have had an interview with that Irishman (you 
may speak before my friend, Mr! Tatham here, who 
knows all the affairs of the family), and it has not, I 
own, been very satisfactory. He won’t believe that 
my nephew is poor: he says we are both liars: he 
#d me the honor to liint that I was a coward, as I 
took leave. And I thought when you knocked at the 
door, that you might be the gentleman whom I expect 
with a challenge from Mr. Costigan — that is how the 
world treats me, Mr. Foker.” 

You don’t mean that Irishman, the actress’s 
father ? ” cried M r. Tatham, who was a Dissenter 
himself, and did not p:itronize the drama. 

‘^Tliat Irishman, the actress’s father — the very 
man. Have not you heard what a fool my nephew 
has made of himself about the girl ? ” — and Major 
Pendennis had to n'count the story of his nephew’s 
loves to the lawyer, Mr. Foker coming in with ap- 
projiriate comments in liis usual familiar language. 

Tatham was lost in wondt*r at the narrative. Why 
had not Mrs. Pendennis married a serious man, he 
thought — Mr. Tatham was a widower — and kept 
this unfortunate boy from perdition ? As for Miss 
Costigan, he would say nothing: her profession was 
sufficient to characterize 4cr. Mr. Foker here inter- 
pos(*d to say he had known some uncommon good 
j>eople in tin* booths, as he called the Temple of the 
Muses. Well it might be so, Mr. Tatham hoped so — 
but the father, Tatham knew personally — a man of 
the worst character, a wine-bibber and an idler in 
taverns and billiard-rooms, and a notorious insolvent. 
** I can understand the rt»ason, Major,” he said, 
** why the fellow would not c^me to my of&ce to 
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ascertain the truth of the statements which you made 
Iiiiii. We have a writ out against him and another 
disreputable fellow, one of the play-actors, for a bill 
given to Mr. Skinner of this city, a most respectable 
Grocer and Wine and Spirit Merchant, and a Member 
of the Society of Friends. This Costigan came cry- 
ing to Mr. Skinner, — crying in th^ shop, sir, — and 
we have not proceeded against him or the other, as 
neither were worth powder and shot.” 

It was whilst Mr. Tatham was engaged in telling 
liis story that a third kiiO(ik came to the door, and 
tliere entered an athletic gentleman in a shabby 
braided frock, bearing in his hand a letter with a 
large blotched red seal. 

“ Can I have the honor of speaking with Major Pen- 
(hmnis in private ? ” he began — ‘*1 have a few words 
for your ear, sir. I am the bearer of a mission from 
my friend Captain Costigan,” — but here the man with 
the bass voice paused, faltered, and turned ])ale — he 
caught sight of the red and well-remembered face of 
.Mr. Tatham. 

“Hullo, Garbetts, speak up!” cried Mr. Foker, 
delighted. 

“ Why, bless my soul, it is the other party to the 
bill !” said Mr. Tatham. “I say, sir; stop I say.” 
Uut Garbetts, with a face as blank as Macbeth’s when 
Hauquo’s ghost appears upon him, gasped some 
inarticulate words, and fled out of the room. 

The Major’s gravity was entirely upset, and he 
burst out laughing. So did Mr. Foker, who said, 
“By Jove, it was a good un.” So did the attorm‘y, 
although by profession a serious man. 

“1 don’t think there ’ll be any fight, Major,” young 
Foker said ; and began mimicking the tragedian. “ If 
there is, the old gentleman — }ouf name Tatham ? — 
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very happy to make your acquaintance, Mr. Tathain 
— may send the bailiffs to separate the men ; ” and 
Mr. Tathain promised to do so. The Major was by no 
means sorry at the ludicrous issue of the quarrel 
"It seems to me, sir,” he said to Mr. Foker, "that 
you always arrive to put me into good-humor.” 

Nor was this the only occasion on which Mr. Foker 
this day was d(».stined to be of service to the Pendeiinis 
^^mily. We have said that he had the entree of Cap- 
tain Costigan’s lo<lgings, and in the course of the 
afternoon he thought he would pay the General a 
visit, and hear from his own lips what had occurred 
in the conversation, in the morning, with Mr. Pen- 
den iiis. Captain Costigan was not at home. He had 
received permission, nay, encouragement from his 
daughter, to go to the convivial club at the Magpie 
Hotel, where no doubt he was bragging at that moment 
of his desire to murder a certain ruffian j for he was 
not oidy brave*, but he knew it too, and liked to take 
out his courage, and, as it w(?re, give it an airing in 
com])any. 

Costigan then was absent, but Miss Fotheringay 
was at home* washing the tea-cups whilst Mr. Bows 
sat ojqjosite to her. 

“Just done breakhist I see — how^ do?” said Mr. 
Foker, popping in his little funny head. 

“Get out, you funny little man,” cried Miss 
Fotheringay. 

“ You mean eome in,” answered tlie other. — "Here 
we are ! ” and enti^ring the room he folded his arms 
and began twirling his head round and round with 
immense rapidity, like Harlecpiiu in the Pantomime 
when he first issues from his (^o(*oon or envelo|>e 
Miss Fotht‘riiigay laughed with all her heart: a wink 
of FokePs would s<^t her off laughing, wlien the bitter* 
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est jok* Bows ever made could not get a smile from 
her, or the finest of poor Pen’s speeches would only 
puzzle her. At the end of the harlequinade he sank 
down on one knee and kissed her hand. 

You’re the drollest little man,” she said, and gave 
iiiia a great good-humored slap. I'en used to tremble 
as he kissed her hand. Fen wovld have died of a 
slap. 

These preliminaries over, the three began to talk ; 
Mr. Foker amused his comijanions by recounting to 
them the scene which he had just witnessed of the 
discomfiture of Mr. Garbetts, by which they learned, 
for the first time, how far the General had carried his 
wrath against Major I’endeiinis. Foker spoke strongly 
111 favor of the Major’s character for veracity and 
honor, and descrilied him as a tip-top swell, moving in 
the upper circle of society, who would never submit to 
any (le(‘eit — much more to de<;cive such a charming 
young woman (iS Miss Foth. 

He touched delicately upon the delicate marriage 
qii<\stioii, though he could n’t liclp showing that he 
lield Pen rather cheap. In fact, he had a jierhajis 
just contempt for Mr. Pen’s higli-flown sentimentality; 
his own weakness, as he thought, not lying that way. 
“ I knew it would n’t do, Miss Foth,” .said he, nodding 
his little head. Could n’t do. Did n’t like to put wy 
hand into tliei>ag, but knew it could n’t do. He ’s too 
young for you : too green : a deal too gre<ni : and he 
turns out to be poor as Job. Can’t have him at no 
price, can she, Mr. Bo ? ” 

“ Indeed he ’s a nice poor boy,” said tlie Fotherin* 
gay rather sadly. 

“ Poor little teggar,” said Bows, with his hands in 
his })ockets, and stealing up a queer hx)k at Miss 
Fotheringay. Perhaps he thought and wondered at 
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the way in which women play with men, and coax 
them and win them and drop them. 

^ But Mr. Bows had not the least objection to ac- 
knowledge that he thought Miss Fotheringay was 
perfectly right in giving up Mr. Arthur Pendennis, 
and that in his idea the match was always an absurd 
one : and Miss Costi^an owned that she thought so 
herself, only she could n’t send away two thousand 
a-year. “It all comes of believing Papa’s silly 
stories,” she said; “faith, I’ll choose for meself 
another time ” — and very likely the large image 
of Lieutenant Sir Derby Oaks entered into her mind 
at that iiistaiit. 

After praising Major Pendennis, whom Miss Cos- 
tigan declared to b(‘, a proper gentleman entirely, 
smelling of lavender, and as neat as a pin, — and who 
was pronounced by Mr. Bows to be the right sort of 
fellow, though rather too much of an old buck, Mr. 
Foker suddenly bethought liim to ask the pair to 
come and meet tlu* IVIajor that very evening at dinner 
at his apartm(*nt at the George. “He agreed to 
dine with me, and T think after the — after the little 
shindy this morning, in winch I must say the Gen- 
eral was wrong, it would look kind, you know. — I 
know the Major fell in love with you. Miss Foth,: he 
said so.” 

“So she may be Mr.s. Pendennis still/’ Bows 
said with a .sneer — “No thank you, Mr. F. — I’ve 
dined.” 

“ Sure, that was at three o’clock,” said Miss Costi- 
gan, who had an honest appetite, “and I can’t go 
wdthout you.” 

“ W e ’ll have lobster-salad and Champagne,” said 
the little monster, who could not construe a line of 
Latin, or do a sum Ix'yond the Rule of Three. Now, 
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for lobster-salad and Champagne in an honorable, 
manner, Miss Costigan would have gone anywhere 
— and Major Pendennis actually found himself at 
seven o’clock, seated at a dinner-table in company 
with Mr. Bows, a professional fiddler, and Miss Cos- 
tigan, whose father had wanted to blow his brains 
out a few hours before. 

To make the happy meeting complete, Mr. Foker, 
who knew Costigan’s haunts, despatched Stoopid to 
the club at the Magjiie, where the General was in the 
act of singing a pathetic song, and brought him off 
to supper. To find his daughter and Bows seated at 
the board was a surprise indeed — Major l^endeiiriis 
laughed, and cordially held out his hand, which the 
General Officer grasped avec effusion as tlie French 
say. In fact he was considerably inebriated, and 
had already been (trying over his own song before 
he joined the little party at the George. He burst 
into tears more than om^e, during the entertainment, 
and called the Major his dearest friend. Stoopid 
and Mr. Foker walked home with liim : the Major 
gallantly giving his arm to Miss Costigan. He w^as 
received with great friendliness when he called the 
next day, when many civilities passed between the 
gentlemen. On taking leave he expressed his anx- 
ious desire to serve Miss Costigan on any occasion 
in which he could be useful to her, and he shook 
hands with Mr. Foker most cordially and gratefully, 
and said that gentleman had done him the very great- 
est service. 

“ All right,” said Mr. Foker : and they parted with 
mutual esteem. 

On his return to Fairoaks the next day, Major 
Pendennis did not say what had ha]>]>enecl to him 
en the previous night, or allude to the company in 
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which he had passed it. But he engaged Mr. Sjuirke 
to stojpf^to dinner; and any person accustomed to 
ws)|ch his manner might have remarked that there 
was something constrained in his hilarity and talka- 
tiveness, and that he was unusually gracious and 
watchful in his conimunicjitions with his nephew. 
He gave Pen an emphatic God-bless-you when the 
lad went to bed ; and as they were about to part for 
the night, he seemed as if he were going to say some- 
thing to Mrs, Pendennis, but he bethought him that 
if he sj)oke he might spoil her night’s rest, and al- 
lowed her to sleep in peace. 

The next morning he was down in the breakfast- 
room earlier than was his custom, and saluted every, 
body there with great cordiality. The post used to 
arrive commonly about the end of this meal. When 
John, the old servant, entered, and discharged the 
bag of its letters and papers, the Major, looked hard 
at Pen as the hwl got his — Arthur blushed, and put 
his letter down. He knew the hand, it was tliat of 
old (lostigan, and he did not care to read it in public. 
Major rendennis knew the letter, too. He had put 
it into the post himself in Chatteris the day before. 

He told little Laura to go away, which the child 
did, having a thorough dislike to him; and as the door 
closed on her, he took Mrs. Pendennis’s hand, and 
giving her a look full of meaning, pointed to the let- 
ter under the newspaper wdnch Pen was pretending 
to read. “ Will you come into the drawing-room ? ” 
he said. *‘T want to speak to yon.” 

And she followed him, wondering, into the hall. 

“ What is it ? ” she said imrvously. 

“The affair is at an end,” Major Pendennis said. 
“ He has a letter there giving him Ids dismissal. I 
dictated it myself yesterday. There are a few lines 



from the lady, too, bidding him farewell. It is all 
over.” 

Helen ran back into the dining-room, her brother 
following.^ Pen had jumped at his letter the instant 
they were gone; He was reading it with a stupefied 
face. It stated what the Major had said, that Mr. 
Costigan was most gratified for the kindness with which 
Arthur had treated his daughter, but that he was 
only now made aware of Mr. Pendennis’s pecuniary 
circumstances. They were such that marriage was at 
present out of the question, and considering the great 
disparity in the age of the two, a future union was 
impossible. Under tliese circumstances, and with the 
deepest regret and esteem for him, Mr. Costigan bade 
Arthur farewell, and suggested that he should cease 
visiting, for some time at least, at his house. 

A few lines from Miss Costigan were enclosed. 
8Iie acquiesced in the decision of her papa. She 
])oiiited out that she was many years older than 
Arthui*, and that an engagement was not to' be 
thought of. She would always be grateful for his 
kindness to h(^r, and hoped to keej) his friendship. 
But at present, and until the pain of the separation 
should be over, she entreated they sliould not meet. 

Pen read Costigan's letter and its enclosure me- 
chanically, hanlly knowing what was before his eyes. 
He looked up wildly, and saw his mother and uncle 
regarding him with sad faces. Helen’s indeed, was 
lull of tender maternal anxiety. 

“What — what is this?” Pen said. “It’s some 
joke. This is not her writing. This is some servant’s 
writing. Who ’s playing these tricks upon me ? ” 

“It comes under her father’s envelope,” the Major 
said. “ Those letters you had before were not in hei 
hand; that is hers.” 



do yoaimow?’* Mijl Pe« 
ea# W write it,” the Qwlh Jiotveted, as ^ hi^ 
Iflumd ap ; and his mother, eoming forward, took his 
haad. He put her away. . 

How came you to see her ? How came you 'he- 
me anti her ? Wliat have I ever done to you 
that you should — Oh, it ’s not true ; it not true ! " 

— l^en broke out with a wild execration. << She can’t 
have done it of her own* accord. She can’t mean it. 
She ’» pledged to me. Who has told her lies to break 
her from me ? ” 

^ lies are not told in the family, Arthur,” Major 
PeMifcanis replied. I told her the truth, which was, 
th# you had no money to maintain her, for her fool- 
llih father had represented you to be rich. And when 
she knew how jK)or you were, she withdrew at once, 
and without any persuasion of mine. She was quite 
right. She i.s ten years older than you are. She is 
perfectly unfitted to be your wife, and knows it. Loo|^ 
at that handwriting, and ask yourself, is such a wom|^ 
fitted to be the (*oiupamon of your mother ? 

“I will know’ from herself if it is true,” Artlbtif 
said, crump] itig up the {m|>er. 

Won’t you take my word of honor? Her letters 
were w^ntten by a confidante of hers, who w^rites bet- 
ter than .slie ean — look here. Here’s one from the 
lady to your friend, Mr* 1‘oker. You have seen her 
with Miss Costigan, as whose amanuensis she acted” 

— the Miijor said, with ever so little of a sneer, and 
laid down a tcrtain billet wiiieh Mr, Foker had given 
to him. 

** Jt ’s not that,” said Pen, burning with shame and 
rage, “ I 8 upj) 08 e what you say is true, sir, but 1 *1J 
hear it from herself.” 

“ Arthur I apj>ealed his mother. 




A Cut Dibect. 





will S6e her,” said Arthur. ^^1*11 s^k her to 
marry me, once mftre. I will. No one shall prevent 
me.’’ 

<< What, a woman who spells affection with one f ? 
Nonsense, sir. Be a man, and remember that your 
mother is a lady. She was never made to associate 
with that tipsy old swindler or iiis daughter. Be a 
man and forget her, as she does you.” 

“ Be a man and comfort your mother^ my Arthur,” 
Helen said, going and embracing him : and seeing 
that the pair were greatly moved, Major Pendennis 
W(mt out of the room and shut the door upon them, 
wisely judging that they were best alone. 

He had won a complete victory. He actually had 
brought away IVids letters in his portmanteau from 
Chatteris : having complimented Mr. Costigan, when 
h(* returned them, by giving him the little promissory 
note which had disquieted himself and Mr. Garbetts : 
and for which the Major settled with Mr. Tatham. 

l*en rushed wildly off to ("hatteris that day, but in 
vain attempted to see Miss Fotlnu’ingay, for whom he 
left a letter, enclos(*.d to her father. The enclosure 
was returned by Mr. Costigan, who begged that all 
correspondence might end ; and after one or two fur- 
ther attempts of the lad’s, the indignant General 
desired that their aequaintance might cease. He cut 
Pen in the street. As Arthur and Foker were pacing 
the Castle walk, one day, they came upon Emily on 
her father’s arm. She passed without any nod of 
recognition. Foker felt poor Pen trembling on his 
arm. 

His uncle wanted him to travel, to quit the countiy 
for a while, and his inother^urged him too : for he was 
growing very ill, and suffered severely. But ]|e 



188 


PENDINNIS. 


refusedi fud said point-blank he would not go. He 
would not obey in this instance : cftid his mother was 
too fond, and his uncle too wise to force him. When- 
ever Miss Fotheringay acted, he rode over to the 
Cliatteris Theatre and saw her. One night there were 
so few people in the house that the Manager returned 
the money. Pen came home and went to bed at eight 
o’clock and had a fever. If this continues, his mother 
will be going over and fetching the girl, the Major 
thought in despair. As for Pen, he thought he should 
die. We are not going to describe his feelings, or 
give a dreary journal of his despair and passion. 
Have not other gentlemen been balked in love besides 
Mr. Pen ? Yes, indeed : but few die of the malady. 



CHAPTER XIV. 


fN WHICH MISS FOTHERINGAY MAKES A NEW 
ENGAGEMENT. 

Within a short period of the events above narrated, 
Ml-. Manager Bingley was performing his famous 
eharaeter of Rolla, in Pizarro,’' to a house so exceed- 
ingly thin, that ,it would appear as if the part of Rolla 
was by no means such a favorite with the people of 
Chatteris as it was with the accomplished actor him- 
self. Scarce anylxidy was in the theatre. Poor Pen 
had the boxes almost all to himself, and sat there 
lonely, with blood-shot eyes, leaning over the ledge, 
and gazing haggardly towards the scene, Avhen Cora 
came in. When she was not on the stage he saw 
nothing. Spaniards and Peruvians, processions and 
battles, priests and virgins of the sun, went in and out, 
and had their talk, but Arthur took no note of any one 
of them ; and only saw Cora whom his soul longed 
after. He said afterwards that he wondered he had 
not taken a pistol to shoot her, so mad was he with 
love, and rage, and despair ; and had it not been for 
his mother at home, to whom he did not speak about 
his luckless condition, but whose silent 8ym))athy and 
watchfulness greatly comforted the simple half heart- 
broken fellow, who knows but he might have done 
something desperate, and have ended his days pre- 
maturely in front of Chatteris jail ? There he sat 
then, miserable, and gazing at her. And she took no 
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more notice of him than he did of the rest of the 
housk 

The Fotheringay was uncommonly handsome, in a 
white raiment and leopard skin, with a sun upon her 
breast, and fine tawdry bracelets on her beautiful 
glancing arms. She spouted to admiration the few 
words of her part, and looked it still better. The 
eyes, which had overthrown Pen^s soul, rolled and 
gleamed as lustrous as ever; but it was not to him 
that they were directed that night. He did not know 
to whom, or remark a couple of gentlemen, in the box 
next to him, upon whom Miss Fotheringay^s glances 
were perpetually shining. 

Nor had Pen noticed the extraordinary change 
which had taken place on the stage a short time after 
the entry of these two gentlemen into the theatre. 
There were so few people in the house, that the first 
a(^t of the play languislKHl entirely, and there had been 
some question ot r(‘turning the money, as upon that 
other unfortunate night when poor Pen had been 
driv(»n away. Tin* actors were perfectly careless 
about their parts, and yawned through the diajogue, 
and talked loud to each otlier in the intervals. Even 
Pingl(\y was listless, and Mrs. B. in Elvira spoke 
uiuhu* her breath. 

How cjime it that all of a sudden Mrs. Bingley be- 
gan to raise her voice and bellow like a bull of 
Bashan ? Whence was it that Bingley, flinging off 
liis apathy, darted alnnit the stage and yelled like 
Kean ? Why did Garlw^tts an<l Kowkins and Miss 
Rounev try, each of them, the force of their charms 
or gra(H*s, and act and swagger and scowl and spout 
tlieir very loudest at the two gentlemen in box 
No. ? 

One was a quiet little man in black, with a gray 



PEJSTDEKNIS.. 


191 


head and a jolly shrewd face — the other was in all 
respects a splendid and remarkable individual. He 
was a tall and portly gentleman with a hooked nose 
and a profusion of curling brown hair and whiskers ; 
his coat was covered with the richest frogs, braiding, 
and velvet. He had under-waistcoats, many splendid 
rings, jewelled pins and neck-chains. Whtni he took 
out his yellow pocket-handkerchief with his hand that 
was cased in white kids, a delightful odor of musk 
and bergamot was shaken through the house. He was 
evidently a ])ersonage of rank, and it was at him that 
the little Chatteris company was acting. 

He was, in a word, no other than Mr. Dolphin, the 
great manager from London, accompanied by his 
faithful friend and secretary Mr. William Minns : 
without whom he never travelled. He had not been 
ten minutes in the theatre before his august presence 
tliere was perceived by Bingley and the rest : and 
they all began to act their best and try to engage his 
attention. Even Miss Fother ingay’s dull heart, which 
wtis disturbed at nothing, felt perhaps a flutter, when 
she came in jirescnce of the famous London Impre- 
sario. She had not much to do in h(*r part, but to 
look handsome, and stand in })icturesque attitudes 
encircling her child : and .slie did this work to admi- 
ration. In vain the various actors tried to win the 
favor of the great stage Sultan. Pizarro never got a 
hand from him. Bingley yelled, and Mrs. Bingley 
bellowed, and the manager only took snuff out of his 
great gold box. It was only in the last scene, when 
Holla comes in stiaggering with the infant (Bingley is 
not so strong as he was, and his fourth son Master 
Talma Bingley is a monstrous large child for his age) 
— when Holla comes staggering with the cliild to 
Cora, who rushes forward with a shriek and says — • 
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d<ft oianager clapped his hands, and broke out with 
MT enthusiastic bravo. 

Then having concluded bis applause, Mr. Dolphin 
^F(9 hk^oretary a slap on the shoulder, md said 
Billy, ahe ^11 do I 

Who taught her that dodge ? said old Billy, who 
was a sardonic old gentleman — I remember her at 
the Olympic, and hang me if she could say Bo to a 
goose/* 

It was little Mr. Bows in the orchestra who had 
taught her the dodge ” in question. All the com- 
pany heard the applause, and, as the curtain went 
down, came round her and congratulated and hated 
Miss Fotheringay. 

Now Mr. Dol])hin’8 appearance in the remote little 
Chatteris theatre may be accounted for in this man- 
ner. In spite of all his exertions, and the perpetual 
blazes ot triumph, coruscations of talent, victories of 
good old English comedy, which his play-bills adver- 
tised, his theatre (which, if you please, and to injure 
no present susceptibilities and vested interests, we 
shall call the Museum Theatre) by no means pros- 
pered, and the famous Impresario found himself on 
the verge of ruin. The great Hubbard had acted 
legitimate drama for twenty nights, and failed to 
remunerate anybody but himself: the celebrated Mr. 
and Mrs. Cawdor had come out in Mr. Eawhead'S 
tragedy, and in their favorite round of pieces, and 
had not attracted the public. Herr Garbage’s lions 
and tigers had drawn for a little time, until one of 
the animals had bitten a piece out of tlie Herr’s 
shoulder; when the Lord Chamberlain interfered, 
and put a stop to this specie.s of performance ; and ’ 
the grand Lyrical Drama, though brought out with 
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unexampled splendor and sueoess, with Monsieur 
Poumons as first tenor, and an enormous orcHes- 
tra, had almost crushed poor Dolphin in its tri- 
umphant progress: so that great as his genius and 
resources were, they seemed to be at an end. He was 
dragging on his season wretchedly with half salaries, 
small operas, feeble old comedies, i nd his ballet com- 
pany ; and everybody was looking out for the day 
when he should appear in the Gazette. 

One of the illustrious patrons of the Museum The- 
atre, and occupant of the great proscenium-box, was 
a gentleman whose name has been mentioned in a 
])reviou8 history ; that refined patron of the arts, and 
(uilighteiied lover of music and the drama, the Most 
Xoble the Marquis of Steyne. His lordship^s avoca- 
tions as a statesman prevented him from attending 
the playhouse very often, or coming very early. But 
he occasionally appeared at the theatre in time for 
the ballet, and was always received with the greatest 
respect by the manager, from whom he sometimes 
condescended to receive a visit in his box. It com- 
municated with the stage, and when anything occurred 
there whi(»h particularly pleased him, when a new face 
made its appe.arance among the corypMeSj or a fair 
dancer executed a pas with especial grace or agility, 
Mr. Wenhain, Mr. Wagg, or some other aide-de<amp 
of the noble Marquis, would be commissioned to go 
belli nd the scenes, and express the gi-eat man’s appro- 
bation, or make the inquiries which were prompted 
by his lordship’s curiosity, or his interest in the dra- 
matic art. He could not bti seen by the audience, for 
Lord 8teyue sat modestly behind a curtain, and looked 
only towards the stage — but you could know he was 
in the house, by the glances whi(;h all the corps-de- 
halleU and all the principal dancers, cast towards his 
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box. I ^ve seen many scores of pairs of eyes (as in 
/the Palm Dance in the ballet of Cook at Otaheite, 
where no less than a hundred and twenty lovely fe- 
male savages in palm leaves and feather aprons were 
made to dance round Floridar as Captain Cook), ogling 
that box as they performed before it, and have often 
wondered to remark the presence of mind of Made- 
moiselle Sauterelle, or Mademoiselle de Bondi (known 
as la petite Caoutchouc), who, when actually up in the 
air quivering like so many shuttlecocks, always kept 
their lovely eyes winking at that box in which the 
great Steyne sat. Now and then you would hear a 
harsh voice from behind the curtain, cry, Brava, 
Brava,” or a pair of white gloves wave from it, and 
begin to ai)plaud. Bondi, or Sauterelle, when they 
came down to earth, curtsied and smiled, especially to 
those hands, before they walked xij) the stige again, 
panting and happy. 

One night this great Prince surrounded by a few 
choice friends was in his box at the Museum, and they 
were making such a noise and laughter that the pit 
was scandalized, .and many indignant voices' were 
bawling out silence so loudly, that Wagg wondered the 
police did not int(udere to take the rascals dht. Wen- 
ham was amusing tin* party in the box with extracts 
from a private hotter which he h.ad received from 
Major Pendennis, whose absence in the country at the 
full London season had been remarked, and of course 
•deplored by his friends. 

*<The secret is out,” said Mr. Wenham, there’s a 
woman in the case.” 

“ Why, d — it, Wenham, he ’s your age,” said the 
gentleman Iwhind the curtiiiii. 

“ Pour les anu*s bien nees, Tfunour ne compte pas le 
nombre des anmie.s,” said Mr. Wenham, with a gallant 
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air. ^^For my part, I hope to be a victim till I die, 
and to break my heart every year of my life.” The 
meaning of which sentence was, My lord, you need 
not talk ; I hn three years younger than you, and 
twice as well conserve.” 

“ Wenhain, you affect me,” said the great man, with 

one of his usual oaths, ‘^ly you do. I like to 

see a fellow preserving all the illusions of youth u}> to 
our time of life — and kee})ing his heart warm as 
yours is. Hang it, sir, — it a comfort to meet with 
such a generous, candid creature. — Who *s that gal in 
the second row, with blue ribbons, third from the 
stage — line gal. Yes, you and I are sentimentalists. 
Wagg I don’t think so much cares — it ’s the stomach 
rather more than the heart with you, eh, Wagg, my 
boy ? ” 

‘‘I like everything that’s good,” said Mr. Wagg, 
generously. Beauty and Burgundy, Venus and Veni- 
son. I don’t say that Venus’s turtles are to be de- 
sjused, because, they don’t e-ook them at the London 
Tavern : but — but tell us about old Tendennis, Mr. 
Wenham,” he abruptly concluded — for his joke flagged 
just then, as he saw that his patron w^as not listening, 
in fac't, Steyne’s glasses were up, and ho was examin- 
ing some object on the stage. 

“Yes, I’ve heard that joke about Venus’s turtle, 
and the London Tavern IxTore — you begin to fail, iny 
]>()or Wagg. If you don’t mind I sh.all lie obliged to 
have a new Jester,” Lord Steyne said, laying down 
his glass. “Go on, Wenham, about old Pendennis.” 

“ ‘ Dear Wenham,’ — he begins,” Mr, Wenham 
read, — 

** A» yon have had my character in your hands for the last 
three weeks, and no doubt have tom me to shreds, according 
to your custom, I think you can afford to he gooci-humored by 
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of and to do me a service. It is a delicate matter, 

nous ms affaire de cawr. There is a young friend of mine 
whct^ ^Id about a certain Mies Fotheriiigay, an actress 
at the theatre here, and I must own to you, as handsome a 
woman, and, as it appears to me, as good an actress as ever put 
on rouge. She does Ophelia, La<ly Teazle, Mrs. Haller — that 
sort of thing. Upon my word, she is as splendid as Georges in 
ber best days, and, as far as I know, utterly superior to any- 
thing we have on our scene. I want a London engagement for 
her. Can*t you get your friend Dolphin to come and see her — 
to engage her — to take her out of this place? A word from 
a noble friend of ours (you understand) would be invaluable^ 
end if you could get the Gaunt House interest for me — I will 
promise anything I can in return for your service — which I 
shall consider one of the gi’eatest that can be done to me. 
Do, do this now as a good fellow, which I always said you 
were: and in return command yours truly, 

“ A. Pen DENNIS.” 

a clear case,” said Mr. Wenham, having read 
this letter ; old Pendennia is in love.” 

And wants to get the woman uj) to London — evi- 
dently,” continued Mr. Wagg. 

“ I should like to see Pendennis on his knees, with 
the rheumatism,” said Mr. Wenham. 

^‘Or accommodating the beloved object with a lock 
of his hair,” said Wagg. 

Stuff,” said the great man. He has relations in 
the county, lias n’t he ? He said something about a 
nephew, whose interest could return a nimnber. It is 
the nephew^s affair, depend on it. The young one is 
in a scrape. 1 was myself — when I was in the fifth 
form at Eton — a inarket gard(*ner\s daughter — and 
swore I ’d marry her. 1 was mad about her — poor 
Polly ! ” — Here he made a pause, and perhaps the 
past rose up to Lord Steyne, and George Gaunt was a 
boy again not altogether lost. — “ But I say, she must 
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be a fine woman from Pendennis’s account Have 
in Dolphin, and let us hear if he knows anything 
of her.” 

At this Wenham sprang out of the box, passed the 
servitor who waited at the door communicating with 
the stage, and who saluted Mr. Wenham with pro- 
found respect; and the latter enassary, pushing on 
and familiar with the place, had no difdculty in find- 
ing out the manager, who was employed, as he not 
unfrequently was, in swearing and cursing the ladies 
of the corps-de-ballet for not doing their duty. 

The oaths died away on Mr. Dolphin’s lips, as soon 
as he saw Mr. Wenham ; and he drew off the hand 
which was clinched in the face of one of the offend- 
ing coryphees, to grasp that of the new comer. ‘‘How 
do, Mr. Wcniham ? How ’s his lordship to-night ? 
Looks uncommonly well,” said the manager smiling, 
as if lie had never been out of temper in his life ; and 
he was only too delighted to follow Lord Steyne’s am- 
bassador, and pay his personal respects to that great 
man. 

The visit to Chatteris was the result of their con- 
versation: and Mr. Doli>hin wrote to his lordship from 
that place, and did himself the honor to inform the 
Marquis of Steyne, that he had seen the lady about 
whom his lordsliip had spoken, that he was as much 
struck by her talents as he was by her personal apjiear- 
ance, and that he had made an engagement with Miss 
Fotheringay, who would soon have the honor of ap- 
pearing before a London audience, and his noble and 
enlightened patron the Marquis of Steyne. 

Pen read the announcement of Miss Fotheringay^s 
engagement in the Chatteris paper, where he had so 
often praised her charms. The Editor made very 
handsome mention of her talent and beauty, and 
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propliesied her success in the metropolis. Bingley, 
the manager, began to advertise “ The last night of 
Miss' Fotheringay’s engagement.” Poor Pen and Sir 
Derby Oaks were very constant at the play : Sir Derby 
in the stage-box throwing lK)uquets and getting glances, 
— Pen in the almost deserted boxes, haggard, wretched, 
and lonely. Nobody cared whether Miss Fotheringay 
was going or staying ex<;ept those two — and perhaps 
one more, which was Mr. Bows of the orchestra. 

He came out of his place one night, and went into 
the house to the box wliere Pen was ; and he held out 
his hand to him, and asked him to come and walk. 
They walked down the street together; and went and 
sat upon Chatteris bridge in the moonlight, and talked 
about Her. We may sit on tlu‘ same bridge,” said 
he ; “ we have been in the same boat for a long time. 
You are not the only man who has made a fool of him- 
self almiit that woman. And 1 have h‘ss excuse than 
you, because 1 hn older and know her better. She has 
no more heart than the stone you are leaning on ; and 
it or you or I might fall into tlie water, and never 
come u]» again, and she would n’t care. Yes — she 
would care for me, because she wants me to teach her : 
and she won’t be able to get on without me, and will 
be forced to send for me from Ijondon. But she 
W'ould n’t if she didn’t want me, Slie has no heart 
and no head, and no sense, and no feelings, and no 
griefs or cares, wiiatever. 1 w as going to say no pleas- 
ures — but the fact is, she does like her dinner, and 
she is pleased when people admire her.” 

“ And you do ? said Pen, interested out of him- 
self, and w’ondering at the crabbed homely little old 
man. 

It ’s a habit, like taking snuff, or drinking drams,” 
said the other. “ I ’ve been taking her these five years, 
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and can’t do without her. It was I made her. If 
she doesn’t send for me, I shall follow her: but I 
know she ’ll send for me. She wants me. Some day 
she’ll marry, and fling me over, as I do the end of 
this cigar.*' 

The little flaming spark dropped into the water be- 
low, and disappeared : and Pen, as he rode home that 
night, actually thought about somebody but himself. 



CHAPTER XV. 


THE HAPPY VILLAGE. 

Until the enemy had retired altogether from be- 
fore the place, Major l^endennis was resolved to keep 
his garrison in Fairoaks. lie did not appear to watch 
Pen’s behavior, or to put any restraint on his nephew’s 
actions, but he managed, nevertheless, to keep the lad 
constantly under his eye or those of liis agents, and 
young Arthur’s comings and goings were quite well 
known to his vigilant guardian. 

I suiipose there is 8cari*.ely any man who reads this 
or any otlnn* novel but has been balked in love some- 
time or the oth(‘r, by fate and (urcum stance, by false- 
hood of women, or his own fault. Let that worthy 
friend recall liis own sensations under the circum- 
stances, and aj)ply them as illustrative of Mr. Pen’s 
anguish. Ah ! what weary nights and sickening 
fevers ! Ah ! what mad desires dashing up against 
some rock of obstruction or indifference, and flung 
back again from the unimpressionable granite ! If a 
list could be made this very night in London of the 
groans, thoughts, imprecations of tossing lovers, what 
a catalogue it would be ! I wonder what a percentage 
of the male i»opulation of the metropolis will be lying 
awake at two or three o’clock to-morrow morning, 
counting the hours as they go by, knelling drearily, 
and rolling from left to right, restless, yearning, and 
heart-sick ? What a pang it is ! I never knew a man 
die of love, certainly, but I have known a twelve 
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stone man go down to nine stone five under a disap- 
pointed passion, so that pretty nearly a quarter of 
him may be said to have perished : and that is no 
small portion. He has come back to his old size 
subsequently — perhaps is bigger than ever : very 
likely some new affection has closed round his heart 
and ribs and made them comfortable, and young Pen 
is a man who will console himself like the rest of its. 
We say this lest the ladies should be disposed to de- 
plore him prematurely, or be seriously uneasy with 
regard *to his complaint. Ilis mother was, but what 
will not a maternal fondness fear or invent ? De- 
pend on it, my dear (ireature,” Major l^endennis would 
say gallantly to her, ‘‘ the boy will recover. As soon 
as we get her out of the country, we will take him 
somewhere, and show him a little life. Meantime 
make yourself easy about liim. Half a fellow’s 
pangs at losing a woman result from vanity more 
than affection. To be left by a woman is the deuce 
and all, to be sure ; but look how easily we leave 
’em.” 

Mrs. Pendennis did not know. This sort of knowl- 
edge had by no means come within the simple lady’s 
scope. Imbued, she did not like the subject or to talk 
of it : her h(*art had had its own little pi-ivate misad- 
v(‘nture, and she had borne up against it, and cured 
it : and perhaps she had not niucli patience} with other 
folks’ jiassions, excejit, of course, Arthur’s, whose 
sufferings she made her own, feeling inde(}d very 
likely, in many of the boy’s illnesses and pains, a 
great deal more than Pen himself endured. And she 
watched him through this present grief with a jealous 
silent symj>athy ; although, as we have said, lie did 
not talk to her of his unfortunate condition. 

The Major must be allowed to have had not a little 
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merit and forbearance, and to .have exhibited a highly 
creditable degree of family affection. The life at 
Fairoaks was uncommonly dull to a man who had 
the entree of half the houses in London, and was in 
the habit of making his bow in three or four drawing- 
rooms of a night. A dinner with Doctor Portman or 
a neighboring Squire now and then : a dreary rubber 
atibackgainiuon with the widow, who did her utmost 
to amuse him ; these w(*re the tdiief of his pleasures. 
He used to long for the arrival of the bag with the 
letters, and he retid every word of the evening paper. 
He doctored himself too, assiduously, — a course of 
quiet living would suit him well, h(» thought, after 
the London ban(]u<*ts. He dressed himself labor- 
iously every morning and afternoon : Ik* took regular 
exercise up and down the terrace walk. Thus, with 
his cane, his toilet, his m(*dicine-cdiest, his backgam- 
mon-box, and liis newsj)a])er, this worthy and worldly 
philosopher fenced himself against ennui ; and if he 
did not improve each shining liour, like the bees by 
the widow's garden wall. Major Pendennis made one 
hour afti*r another pass as he could ; and rendered his 
captivity just tolerable. 

Pen sometimes tf ok the box at backgammon of a 
iiiglit, or wouhl listen to his mother’s simple music 
of summer evenings — but he was very restless and 
wretched in sjiite of all : and has lH*en known to be 
up before tin* early dayliglit even : and down at a 
car|)-pond in Clavering Park, a dreary pool with in- 
numerabie whispering rushes and green alders, where 
a milk-maid drowned herself in tlie Baronet’s grand- 
father’s time, and her ghost was said to walk still. 
But Pen did not drown himself, as i)erhaps his mother 
fancied might be his intention. He liked to go and 
fish there, and think and think at leisure, as the float 
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quivered in the little eddies of the pond, and the fish 
dapped about him. If he got a bite he was excited 
enough : and in tliis way occasionally brought home 
carps, tenches, and eels, which the Major cooked in 
the Continental fashion. 

J5y this pond, and under a tree, which was his fav- 
orite resort, Pen composed a number of poems suitable 
to his circumstances — over which verses he blushed 
ill after days, wondering how he could ever have in- 
vented such rubbish. And as for the tree, why it is 
in a hollow of this very tree, where he used to put his 
tin-box of ground-bait, and other fishing coiiiuiodities, 
that he afterwards — but we are advancing matters. 
Suffice it to say, he wrote poems and relieved himself 
very much. When a man’s grief or passion is at this 
point, it may be loud, but it is not very severe. When 
a gentleman is cudgelling his brain to find any rhyme 
for sorrow, besides borrow and to-morrow, his woes 
are nearer at an end than he thinks for. So were 
Pen's. He had his hot and cold fits, his days of sul- 
lenness and petwishness, and o'f blank resignation and 
(lesi)ondency, and occasional mad paroxysms of rage 
and longing, in which fits Reliecca would be saddled 
and galloped fienjely about the country, or into Chat- 
teris, her rider gesticulating wildly on her back, and 
astonisliing carters and turnjnkemen as he passed, 
crying out tlu* name of the false one. 

Mr. Foker became a very frequent and welcome vis- 
itor at Fairoaks during this period, where his good 
spirits and oddities alwa^^s amused the Major and 
Peiidennis, while th(*y astonished the widow and lit- 
tle Laura not a little. His tandem made a great sen- 
sation in Claveriiig market-plat^e ; where he upset a 
market stall, ami cut Mrs. Pybus’s [>oodle over the 
shaven (piarters, and drank a glass of raspberry bit- 
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ters at tbe Clavering Arms. All the society in the 
little place heard who he was, and looked out his 
name in their Peerages. He was so young, and their 
books so old, that his name did not appear in many of 
their volumes ; and his mamma, now quite an anti- 
quated lady, figured amongst the progeny of the Earl 
of Rosherville, as Lady Agnes Milton still. But his 
name, wealth, and lionorable lineage were speedily 
known about Clavering, where yon may be sure that 
poor Pen’s little transaction witli the Chatteris actress 
was also pretty freely discussed. 

Looking at the little old town of Clavering St. 
Mary from the London road as it runs by the lodge 
at Fairoaks, and s(*eing the rapid and shining Brawl 
winding down from the town and skirting the woods 
of Clavering l^ark, and the ancient church tower and 
peaked roofs of tht‘ houses rising np amongst trees 
and old walls, behind which swells a fair background 
of sunshiny hills that streteh from Clavering west- 
wards towards the sea — tin* place aj>pears to be so 
cheery and eoiiifortahle that many a traveller’s heart 
must have yearned towards it from the coach-top, and 
he must hava* tlicnight that it was in such a calm 
friendly nook he would like to slielter at the end of 
life's struggle. Tom Smith, who used to drive the 
Alaerity eoaeh, would often jHiint to a tree near the 
river, from which a line view of the t‘hureh and town 
was eoinmanded, and inform his comjianion on the 
1 k)X that “ Artises come and take hoff the (thurch 
from that tht*re — It was a Ilahby onee, sir : ” 
— and indeed a })rt‘tty view it is, which I recommend 
to Mr. Stantield or Mr. Koln^rts, for their next toii^ 
liike Const;intino])le seen from the Bosphorus ; like 
Mrs. llougemout viewed in her 1h)x from the opposite 





side of the house ; like many an object which we pur- 
sue in life, and admire before we have attained it; 
Clavering is rather prettier at a distance than It is 
on a closer acquaintance. The town so cheerful of 
aspect a few furlongs off, looks very blank and dreary. 
Except on market days there is nobody in tlie streets. 
The clack of a pair of pattens echoes through half the 
place, and you may hear the creaking of the rusty old 
ensign at the* Clavering Arms, without being dis^ 
turbed by any other noise. There has not been a 
ball in the Assembly Rooms since the Clavering vob 
unteers gave one to their Colonel, the old Sir Francis 
Clavering; and tlie stables which once held a great 
[>art of that brilliant, but defunct regiment, are now 
cheerless and empty, except on Thursdays, when the 
farmers put up there^, and their tilted carts and gigs 
make a feeble show of liveliness in the place, or on 
Petty Sessions, when the magistrates attend in what 
used to be the old card-room. 

On the south side of tluj market rises up the church, 
with its great gray towers, of which the sun illumi- 
nates the delicate carving ; deepening the shadows of 
the huge buttresses, and gililing the glittering win- 
dows, and flaming vanes. The image ot the Patroness 
of the church was wrenched out of the i)orc;h centuries 
ago: such of the statues of saints as were within 
reach of stones and hammer at tjiat period of pious 
demolition, are maimed and headless, and of those 
who were out of fire, only Doctor Port man knows the 
names and history, for his curate, Smirke, is not much 
of an antifuariaii, and Mr. Simcoe (husband of the 
Honorable Mrs. Simcoe), incumbent and archit(*ct of 
the Chaptd of Ease in the lower town, thinks them the 
abomination of desolation. 

The Rectory is a stout, broad-shouldered brick 
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bause^ of the reign of Anne. It communicates with 
the church and market by different gates, and stands 
at the opening of Yew-tree Lane, where the Grammar 

School (Kev. Wapshot) is; Yew-tree Cottage 

(Miss Flather) ; the butcher’s slaughtering-house, an 
old barn or brew-house of the Abbey times, and the 
Misses Finucane’s establishment for young ladies. 
The two schools had their pews in the* loft on each 
side of the organ, until the Abbey Church getting 
rather empty, through the falling off of the congrega- 
tion, who were inveigled to the Heresy-shop in the 
lower town, the Doctor induced the Misses Finucane 
to bring their pretty little flock down stairs ; and the 
young ladies’ bonnets make a tolerable show in 'the 
rather vacant aisles. Nobody is in the great pew of 
the Clavering family, except the statues of defunct 
baronets and their ladies : there is Sir Poyntz Claver- 
ing, Knight and Baronet, kneeling in a square beard 
opposite his wife in a ruff : a very fat lady, the Dame 
Rebecca Clavering, in alto-relievo, is borne up to 
heaven by two little blue- veined angels, who seem to 
have a severe task — and so forth. How well in after 
life Pen remembered those effigies, and how often in 
youth he scanned them as the Doctor was grumbling 
the sermon from the pulpit, and Smirke’s mild head 
and forehead (mil peered over the great prayer-book 
in the desk I ^ 

The Fairoaks folks were constant at the old church ; 
their servants had a jhjw, so had the Doctor’s, so had 
Wapshot's, and those of the Misses Finucane’s estab- 
lishment, three maids and a very ni('.e-lo^ing young 
man in a livery. The Wapshot family were numer- 
ous and faithful. Glanders and his children regu* 
larly i^ame to church : so did one of the apothecaries. 
Mrs. Pybus went, turn and turn about, to the Low 
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Town church, and to the Abbey : the Charity School 
and their families of course came ; Wapshot^s boys 
made a good cheerful noise, scuffling with their feet 
as they marched into church and up the organ-loft 
stair, and blowing their noses a good deal during the 
service. To be brief, the congregation looked as de- 
cent as might be in these bad time^. The Abbey 
Church was furnished with a magnificent screen, and 
many hatchments and heraldic tombstones. The 
Doctor spent a great ])art of his income in beautify- 
ing his darling place ; he had endowed it with a 
superb painted window, bouglit in tlie Netherlands, 
and an organ grand enough for a cathedral. 

Buf in spite of organ and window, in consequence 
of the latter very likely, which had come out of a 
Papistical place of worship and was blazoned all over 
with idolatry, Clavering New Church prospered scan- 
dalously in the teeth of Orthodoxy ; and many of the 
Doctor’s congregation deserted to Mr. Simcoe and the 
lioiiorable woman his wife. Their efforts had thinned 
the very Ebenezer hard by them, Avhich building be- 
fore Simcoe^s advent used to be so full, tliat you could 
*ee the backs of the congregation sipieezing out of 
he arched windows thereof. Mr. Sime,oe’s tracts 
1 uttered into the doors of all the Doctor’s cottag(\s, 
ml were taken as greedily as honest Mrs. Portman’s 
(>up, with the quality of which the .graceless people 
>uud fault. With the folks at the Kibboii Factory 
tuated by the weir on the Brawl side, and round 
hieh the Low Town had grown, Orthodoxy could 
Jake no way at all. (iuiet Miss Mira was put out of 
nirt by imjietuoiis Mrs. Siim'oe and her female atr/es- 
f^-enmp. Ah, it was a hard burden for the Doctor’s 
aly to bear, to liehold h€»r husband’s (;oiigregation 
wmdling away ; to give the precedence on the few 
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ocoasickiu when they met to a notorious low^hnrch. 
man’s wife who was the daughter of an Irish Peer ; 
to know that there was a party in Clavering, their 
own town of Clavering, on which her Doctor spent a 
great deal more than his professional Income, who 
held him up to odium because he jdayed a rubber at 
whist ; and pronounced him to be a Heathen because 
he went to the x>lay- In her grief she besought him 
to give' up the play and the rubber, — indeed they 
could scarcely get a table now, so dreadful was the 
outcry against the sport, — but the Doctor declared 
that he woidd do what he thought right, and what 
the great and good George the Third did ^whose 
Chaplain ht^ had \mm) : and as for giving up whist 
because those silly folks cried out against it, he 
would ]day dummy to the end of his days with his 
wife and Mira, rather than yield to their despicable 
perse<*utions. 

Of tlie two families, owners of the Factory (which 
had spoiled the Tlrawl as a trout-stream and brought 
all the mischief into the town), the senior partner, 
Mr. Rolt, went to Ebene.zor; the junior, Mr. Barker, 
to the New (nmrch. In a word, people quarrelled in 
this little ])lace a great deal more than neighlwrs do 
in London ; and in the Book CluV), which the prudent 
and conciliating IVndennis had set up, and which 
ought to have l)een a neutral territory-, they bickered 
so nm(*h that nobody scarcely was ever seen in the 
reading-room, except 8mirke, who, though he kept up 
a faint amity with the Simcoe faction, had still a 
taste for magazines and light worldly literature; and 
old Glanders, whose white h«\ad and grizzly mustache 
might Is' seen at the window ; and of eoiirse, little 
Mrs. Pvbus, who looked at everyl)ody’s letters as 
the Post brought them (for the Clavering Reading- 
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room, as every one knows, used to be held at Baker^s 
Library, London Street, formerly Hog Lane), and 
read every advertisement in the paper. 

It may be imagined how great a sensation was 
created in this amiable little community when the 
news reached it of Mr. Pen’s love passages at Chat- 
teris. It was carried from house to liouse, and formed 
the subject of talk at high-church, low-church, and no- 
church tables ; it w^ns canvassed by the Misses Finn- 
cane and their teachers, and very likely debated by 
the young ladies in the dormitories, for what we 
know ; Wapshot’s big lioys had tlieir version of the 
story and eyed Pen curiously as he sat in his pew at 
church, or raised the finger of scorn at him as he 
passed through Chatteris. I'liey always hated him 
and called him Lord Pendennis, because he did not 
wear corduroys as they did, and rode a horse, and 
gave himself the airs of a buck. 

And, if the truth must lx* told, it was Mrs. Port- 
man herself who was tlie chief narrator of the' story 
of Pen’s loves. AVhatever tales this candid woman 
lieard, she was sure to impart them to her neighbors ; 
and after she had been put into possession of P(*n’8 
secret by the little scandal at Chatteris, poor Doctor 
Portman knew that it would next day Ih» about the 
parish of which he wsus the Keetor. And so indeed it 
was; the whole society there had the legend — at the 
news-room, at tlie millin<*r’s, at the shoe-shop, and the 
general warehouse at the corner of the market; at 
Mrs. Pybns’s, at the (Tlanders’s, at the Honorable Mrs. 
Simeoe’s soiree, at the Factory ; nay, through the mill 
itself the tale was current in a f(*\v hours, and young 
Arthur Pendeiiiiis's madness in every mouth. 

All Doctor Portinan’.s acquaintaTices barked f)ut 
upon him when he walked the street the next day 
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The poor divine knew that his Betsy was the’ author 
of the rumor, and groaned in spirit. Well, well, — it 
must have come in a day or two, and it was as well 
that the town should have the real story. What the 
Clavering folks thought of Mrs. Pendennis for spoil- 
ing her son, and of that precocious young rascal of an 
Arthur, for daring to propose to a play-actress, need 
not be told liere. If pride exists amongst any folks 
in our country, and assuredly we have enough of it, 
there is no pride more deep-seated than that of two- 
penny old gentlewomen in small towns. “ Gracious 
goodness,” the cry was, “how infatuated the mother 
is about that i)ert and headstrong boy who gives him- 
self the airs of a lord on his hlooddiorae, and for whom 
pur society is not good enough, and who would marry 
an odious painted actress off a booth, where very 
likely he wants to rant liimself. If dear good Mr. 
Pendennis had been alive this scandal would never 
have happened.” 

No more it would, very likely, nor should we have 
been occu))ied in narrating Pen’s history. It was true 
that he gave himselt airs to the Clave ring folks. 
Naturally haughty and frank, their cackle and small 
talk and small dignitn*s bored him, and he showed a 
contem])t wliic^h he could not conceal. The Doctor 
and the Curate were the only people Pen cared for in 
the place — even Mrs. Portman shared in the general 
distrust of him, and of his moth(*r, the widow, wlio 
kept herself aloof from the village society, and wfis 
sneered at accordingly, because she tried, forsooth, to 
keep her head up with the great (’ounty families. 
She, indeed I Mrs. Barker at the Factory luis four 
times the butcher's mtb that goes up to Fairoaks, 
with all their tine airs. 

Etc., etc., etc. : let the reader fill up these details 
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according to his liking and experience of village scan- 
dal, They will suffice to show how it was that a good 
woman, occupied solely in doing her duty to hex 
neighbor and her children, and an honest, brave lad, 
impetuous, and full of good, and wishing well to every 
mortal alive, found enemies and detractors amongst 
people to whom they were superior, and to whom they 
had never done anything like harm. The Clavering 
curs were yelping all round the house of Fairoaks, and 
delighted to pull Pen down. 

Doctor Portman and Sinirke were both cautious of 
informing the widow of the constant outbreak of cal- 
umny which was pursxiing poor Pen, though Glanders, 
who was a friend of the house, kept him au couranU 
It may be imagined what his indignation was : was 
tliere any man in the village whom he could call to 
account? Presently some wags began to chalk up 
“ Fotheriugay forever ! and other sarcastic allusions 
to lat(5 transactions at Fairoaks gate. Another brought 
a large play-bill from Chatteris, and watered it there 
one night. On one occasion Pen, riding through the 
l^ow l\)wn, famued he heard the Factory boys jeer 
liim ; and finally, going through the Doctor’s gate into 
the churchyard, where some of Wapshot’s boys were 
lounging, the biggest of them, a young ^ntleman 
ahout twenty years of age, son of a neighboring small 
S<piire, who lived in the doubtful ca})acity of parlor- 
hoarder with Mr. Wapshot, flung liimself into a theat- 
rical attitude near a newly-made grave, and began 
repeating Hamlet’s verses over Ophelia, with a hide- 
ous leer at Pen. 

The young fellow was so enraged that he rushed at 
Hobnell Major with a shriek inucii resembling an 
oath, cut him furiously across the face with the riding- 
whip which he carried, flung it away, calling upon the 



rillaili to defead himself and ia another 
minute knocked the bewildered young rtifflau into 
grave which was just waiting for a different 
lodger. 

Then, with his fists cle.nched, and his face quiver- 
ing with passion and indignation, he roared out to Mr, 
Hobnell’s gaping companions, to know if any of tJie 
blackguards would (tome on ? But they held back with 
a growl, and retreated, as Doctor Portman came up to 
his wicket, and ]\Ii‘. Hobiiell, with his nose and lip 
bleeding piteously, emerged from the grave. ^ 

Pen, looking deatli and defiance at the lads, who 
retreated towards their side of the churchyard, walked 
back agJiiu through the Doctor’s wicket, and was in- 
terrogated by that gentleman. The young fellow was 
so agitat(?d he could scarcely speak. His voice broke 
into a sol) as he answered. “ The coward in- 

sulted me, sir,*’ he said j and the Doctor passed over 
the oath, and respected the emotion of the honest suf- 
fering young heart. 

Pendenuis, the elder, who, like a real man of tjie 
world, had a proper and constant dread of the opinion 
of his neighbor, was prodigiously annoyed by the ab- 
surd little tempest wliieli was blowing iu Chatteris, 
and tossing about Master Pen’s reputation. Doctor 
Portman and Captain Glanders had to support the 
charges of the whole Chatteris society against the 
yonng rejn-obate, wlio was looked upon as a monster 
of crime, I*en did not say anything about the church- 
yard scuffle at home; but w<‘nt over to Baymouth, and 
took counsel witli his friend Harry Foker, Esq., who 
drove over his drag plpently to the Clavering Anns, 
whence he sent Stoopid with a note to Thomas 
Hobnell, Esq., at the Eev. J. Wapshot’s, and a civil 
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message to ask he should wait npm that 

g**iitleman. 

Stoopid brought back word that the note had boep 
oi)ene(l by Mr. Hohnell, and read to half a dozen of 
the big boys, on whom it seemed to make a great 
impression; and that after consulting together and 
laughing, Mr. Hobnell said he would send an answer 
“arter arternoou' school, which the bell was a ring- 
ing: and Mr, Wapshot, he came out in his Master’s 
gownd.” Stoopid was learned in academical costume, 
having attended Mr. Foker at St. Boniface. 

Mr. Foker went out to see the curiosities of Claver- 
ing meajjjjjfwhile; but not having a taste for architec- 
ture, Doctor Portmau’s fine church did not engage his 
attention much, and he pronounced the tower to be as 
mouldy as an old Stilton cheese. He walked down 
the street and looked at the few shops there ; he saw 
Captain Glanders at the window of the Reading-room, 
ami having taken a good stare at that gentleman, he 
wagged his head at him in token of satisfaction; be 
inquired the price of meat at the butcher’s with an 
air of the ^greatest interest, and asked ‘‘when was 
next killing day?” he flattened his little nose against 
Madame Fribsby’s window to see if haply there was 
a pretty workwoman in her premises; but there was 
no face more comely than the doll’s or dummy’s wear- 
ing the French cap in the window, only that of Ma^ 
dame Fribsby herself, dimly visible in the parlor, 
remling a novel. That objexit was not of suflioieiit 
intt^rest to keep Mr. Foker very long in contempla- 
tion, and so having exhausted the town and the inn 
stfibles, in which there were no cattle, save the single 
obi pair of posters that earned a scanty livelihood by 
Iransjxirting the gentry round about to the county 
dinners, Mr. Foker was giving himself up to enmi 
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entirety^ when a messenger from Mr. Hobnell was at 
length announced. 

* It was no other than Mr. Wapshot himself, who 
came with an air of great indignation, and holding 
Pen^s missive in his hand, asked Mr. Foker ^^how 
dared he bring such an unchristian message as a 
challenge to a boy of his school ? ” 

In fact Pen had written a note t(5 his adversary of 
the day before, telling him that if after the chastise- 
ment which his insolence richly deserved, he felt in- 
clined to ask the reparation whicli was usually given 
among gentlemen, Mr. Arthur Pendeniiis’s friend^ Mr. 
Henry Foker, was empower'd to make any^j^rrange- 
ments for the satisfaction of Mr. Hobnell. 

‘<And so he sent you with the answer — did he, 
sir ? ” Mr. Foker said, surveying the Schoolmaster in 
his black coat and clerical costume. 

If he had accej)ted this wicked challenge, I should 
have flogged him/^ Mr, Wapshot said, and gave Mr. 
Foker a glance which seemed to say, and I should 
like very much to Hog you too.” 

“ Un(?ommon kind of you, sir, I hu sure,” said Pen’s 
emissary. 1 told my principal that 1 did n’t think 
the other man would hght,” he continued with a great 
air of dignity. Hi* prefers being fiogg<*d to fighting, 
sir, I dare say. May I offer you any refreshment, Mr. 
? I have n’t the advantage of your name.” 

** My name is Wapshot, sir, and I am Ma.ster of tlie 
Grammar School of this town, sir,” cried the other: 
*^aiid 1 want no refreshment, sir, I thank you, and 
have 110 desire to make your acquaintance, sir.” 

“ I did n’t seek yours, sir, 1 *iu sure,” replied Mr. 
Foker. In affair^ of this sort, you see, I think it 
is a i)ity that the clergy should be called in, but 
tliere ’s no accounting for tastes, sir,” 
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" I think it 's a pity that boys should talk about 
eommitting murder, sir, as lightly as you do,” 
roared the Schoolmaster ; ‘‘ and if I had you in my 
school — ” 

“ I dare say you would teach me better, sir,” Mr. 
Foker said, with a bow. Thank you, sir. I We fin- 
ished my education, sir, and ain^t a-going back to 
school, sir — when I do, I ’ll remember your kind 
offer, sir. John, show this gentleman down stairs — 
and, of course, as Mr. Hobnell likes being thrashed, 
we can have no objections, sir, and we shall be very 
liappy to accommodate him, whenever he comes our 
way.”- 0 

And with this, the young fellow bowed the elder 
gentleman out of the room, and sat down and wrote 
a note off to Pen, in which he informed the latter, 
that Mr. Hobnell was not disposed to fight, and pro- 
pOvSed to put up with the caning which Pen had ad- 
ministered to him. 



CHAPTER XVI. 


WHICH CONCLUDES THE FIRST PART OF THIS 
HISTORY. 

Pen’s conduct in this business of course was soon* 
made public, and angered his friend Doctor Portman 
not a little; while it onl}^ amused Major Pendennis. 
As for the good Mrs. Pendennis, she was almost dis- 
tracted when she heard of the squabble, and of Pen’s 
unchristian behavior. All sorts of wretchedness, dis- 
comfort, crime, annoy ance, j|^emed to come out of this 
transac'-tion in which the luckless boy had engaged : 
and she longed more than ever to see him out of 
Chatteris for awhih*, — anywhere removed 'from the 
woman who had brought him into so much trouble. 

Pen wlum remonstrated with by this fond parent, 
and angrily rebuked by the Doi'tor for his violence 
and f(‘ro(uoiis intentions, took the matter au grand 
with the liapjjy conceit and gi*avity of youth : 
said that he would permit no man to insult him upon 
this head without vindicating his own honor, and ap- 
pealing, asked wln^ther he could have acted otherwise 
as a gentleman, than as he did in resenting the out- 
rage offert'd to him, and in offering satisfaction to the 
jierson chastised ? 

VoH$ aUez trap rite, my good sir,” said the uncle, 
father jiuzzled, for he had been indoctrinating his 
nephew with some of his own notions upon the point 
of honor — old-world notions savoring of the camp 
and pistol a great deal more than our soberer opin* 
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ions of the present day — “ between men of 
world, I don’t say ; but between two schoolboys, this 
sort of thing is ridiculous, my dear boy — perfectly 
ridiculous.” 

‘‘ It is extremely wicked, and unlike my son,” said 
1^1 rs. l*endeiinis, with tears in her eyes ; and bewil- 
d(*red with the obstinacy of the boy. 

l*en kissed her, and said with great pomposity, 
‘‘ Women, dear mother, don’t understand these mat- 
tei«s — I put myself into Foker’s hands — I had no 
otlier course to pursue.” 

Major P(*udeiinis grinned and shrugged his shoul- 
di^rs. The young ones were certainly making great pro- 
gr(\ss, he tliought. Mrs. Pendennis declared that that 
Fok(‘r was a wicked horrid little wretch, and was sure 
tliat he would lead her dHar boy into mischief, if Pen 
went to the same college with him. ‘‘ 1 have a great 
mind not to let him go at all,” she said : and only 
tii.it she u‘nieml)er(*d that the lad’s father had always 
destineil liim for tin* (College in whicli he had had 
his own brief education, very likely tlie fond 
mother would have juit a veto upon his going to the 
University. 

TJiat he was to go, and at the next (October term, 
had been arranged between all the authorities wlio 
presided over the lad's welfare. Foker had promised 
to introduce him to the right set; and Major l^m- 
deiinis laid great store upon Pen’s introduction into 
flollege life and society by this admirable young gen- 
tleman. “ Mr. Foker knows the very best young men 
no\v at the University,” the Major said, “and Pen 
will form acquaintances there who will be of the 
gi'eatest advantage through life to him. The young 
Marquis of Plinlimmon is there, eldest son of tlie 
Duke of St. David’s — Lord Magnus Charters is 
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there^ Lord Runnymede’s son ; and a first cousin of 
Mr* Fokcr (Lady Runnymede, my dear, was Lady 
Agatha Milton, you of course remember), Lady Agnes 
will cei’tainly invite him to Logwood ; and far from 
being alarmed at his intimacy with her son, who is a 
singular and humorous, but most prudent and amiable 
young man, to wliom, I am sure, we are under every 
obligation for his admirable conduct in the affair of 
the Fotheriiigay marriage, I look upon it as one of 
the very lucki<\st tilings whicli could have happened 
to l*(m, that he should have. IVirmed an intimacy with 
this most amusing young gentleman.’’ 

Hehui siglh'd, she supjiosed tlui Major knew best. 
Mr. Foker had been v(*ry kind in the wretched busi- 
ness with Miss (lostigan, cm-tainly, and she was grate- 
ful to him. But slie could 0ot feel otherwise than a 
dim presentiment of evil ; and all these quarrels, and 
riots, and worldliness, scared her about the fate of her 
boy. 

Doctor Fortinan was decidedly of ojunion that Pen 
sluiuld go, to C\>ll(‘ge. He hoj)ed the lad would read, 
and have a moderate indulgence of the best society too. 
He was of ojiinion that IVu would distinguish him- 
self: Smirke spoke very highly of his jiroficiency ; the 
Doctor himself had heard him construe, and thought 
lie tw(iiiitted himself remarkably wcdl That he should 
go out of (Uuitteris w:is a great point at any rate; and 
Pen, who was distracted from his jirivate grief by the 
various rows and troubles whi<*h had risen round about 
him, gloomily said he would obey. 

There were assi/es, races, and the entertainments 
and the fiux of company consequent upon them, at 
Chatteris, during a part of the months of August and 
Heptiunber, and INIiss Fotheriiigay still continued to 
act, and take farewell of the audiences at the Chatteris 





Sl^ 


Theatrd during that time. Kobody seemed to be par- 
ticularly affected by her presence, or her announced 
departure, except those persons whom we have named; 
nor could the polite county folks, who had houses in 
London, a-nd very likely admired the Fotheringay pro- 
digiously in the capital, when they had been taught to 
do 'SO by the Fashion which set ia in her favor, find 
anything remarkable in the actress performing on the 
little Chatteris boards. Many a genius and many a 
quack, for that matter, has met with a similar fate 
^fore and since Miss Costigaii’s time. This honest 
woman meanwhile bore up against the public neglect, 
and any other crosses or vexations which she might 
have in life, with her usual e(puiuimity ; and ate, drank, 
acted, slept, with that regularity and comfort whicli be- 
longs to peojde of her||;einperamont. What a dt‘al 
of grief, care, and otlier harmful excitement, does a 
healthy dulness and cheerful insensibility avoid ! Nor 
do 1 mean to say that Virtue is not Virtue because it 
is never tempted to go astray; only that dulness is a 
much finer giit tlian wo give it credit for b^ing, and 
that some people are very lucky whom Nature has 
endowed witli a good store of tliat great anodyne. 

Pen used' fe go drearily in and out from the jday at 
Cluitteris during this season, and pretty much accord- 
ing to his fancy. His proceedings tortured his mother 
not a little, and her anxiety would have led her often 
to interfere, had not the Major constantly checked, 
and at the same time encouraged her ; for the wily 
man of the world fancied he saw that a favorable turn 
had cKicurred in Pen’s malady. It was the violent 
efflux of versification, among other symptoms, which 
gave Pen’s guardian and physician satisfaction. He 
might be heard spouting verses in the shrubV)ery 
walks, or muttering them between his teeth as he sat 
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' hmas party of evenings. One dty pnnrUng 

hoMBe in Pen’s absence^ the Major found a 
boedt full of verses in the lad’s study. They 
|^#6re in English, and in Latin ; quotations fiom the 
blassie were given in the scholastic manner in 

i the foc^HUotea He can’t be very bad, wisely thought 

S Pim^Mall Philosopher : and he made Pen’s mother 
ark {not^ perhaps, without a secret feeling of dis- 
nntment, ,for she loved romance like other soft 
women), that the young gentleman during the last 
fortnig^ came home (juite hungry to dinner at night, 
and alto showed a very decent appetite at the break- 
fast table in the morning. Gad, I wish I could,” 
said the Major, thinking ruefully of his dinner pills. 
‘‘The boy begins to sleep well, depend upon that.” 
It was cruel, hut it was true. 

Having no other soul to confide in, the lad’s friend- 
ship for the Curate redoubled, or rather, he was never 
tired of having Smirke for a listener on that one sub- 
ject. What is a lover without a contidant ? Pen em- 
ployed A^r. Smirke, as Cory don does the elm-tree, to 
out out his mistress’s name upon. He made him echo 
with the name of the beautiful Amaryllis. When men 
have left off playing the tune, they do not care much 
for the ]uj)e : but Pen thought he had a great friend- 
ship for Smirke, Ijecause he could sigh out his loves 
and griefs into his tutor’s ears ; and Smirke had his 
own reasons for always being ready at the lad’s call. 

The poor Curate was naturally very much dismayed 
at the contemplated departure of his pupil. When 
Arthur should go, Smirke’s occHijiation and delight 
would go too. What pretext could he find for a daily 
visit to Fairoaks, and that kind word or glance from 
the lady there, which was as necessary to the Curate 
as the frugal <linner whiidi Madame Fribsby served 
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himf 

vi^ta like mj otiber oo^A 

not acoommodate bim Iqr more 

than once a week : her^l»d1k^jM kimteli like ivy 
round Fairoaks: he puafid at; l^iwlwht l^hat he must 
lose his hold of the place. Should fie speak his mind 
and go down on his knees to the t^^dow ? He thought 
over any indications in her behsWrior '%rhich flattered 
his hopes. She had* praised his sermon three weeks 
before ; she had thanked him exceedingly for his pres- 
ent of a melon, for a small dinner party whicih^Mrs. 
Pendennls gave : she said she should always be grate- 
ful to him for his kindness to Arthur : and when he 
declared that there were no bounds to his love and 
affection for that dear boy, she had certainly replied 
in a romantic manner, indicating her own strong gratl* 
tude and regard to all her son’s friends. Should he 
speak out ? ^ or should he delay ? If he spoke and 
she refused him, it was awful to think that the gate 
of Fairosl^s might be shut upon him forever — and 
within tlw door lay all the world for Mr. Smirke. 

ThuS| (friendly readers, we see how every man in 
the world ha# his own private griefs and business, by 
which he is more cast down or occupied than by the 
affairs or sorrows of any other person. While Mrs. 
Pendennis is disquieting herself about losing her son, 
and that anxious hold she has had of him, as long as 
he has remained in the mother*8 nest, whence he is 
about to take flight into the great world beyond-— 
while the. Major’s great soul chafes and frets, in* 
wardly vexed as he thinks what great parties are 
going on in London, and that he might be sunning 
himself in the glances of Dukes and Duchesses, but 
for those cursed affairs which keep him in a wretched 
little country hole — while Fen is tossing between hll| 
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passion and a more agreeable sensation, unacknowl 
edged yet, but swaying him considerably, namely, 
his longing to see the world — Mr. Smirke has a pri- 
vate care watching at his bedside, and sitting behind 
him on his pony ; and is no more satisfied than the 
rest of us. How lonely we are in the world! how 
selfish and secret, everybody! You and your wife 
have pressed the same pillow for forty years and 
fancy yourselves united. — Psha, <loes she cry out when 
you have the gout, or do you lie awake when she has 
the toothache? Your artless daughter, seemingly all 
innocence and devoted to her mamma and her piano- 
lesson, is thinking of neither, but of the young Lieu- 
tenant with whom she danced at the last ball — the 
honest frank V)oy just returned from school is secretly 
speculating upon the money you will give him, and 
tlie debts he owes the tart-man. The old grand- 
mother crooning in the corner and bound to another 
world within a few months, has some business or 
cares which are (piite private and her own — very 
likely she is thinking of fifty years back, and that 
night when slu* made such an impression, and danced 
a cotillon with the Captain before your father pro- 
posed for her: or, what a silly little over-rated 
creature your wift* is, and how absurdly you are in- 
fatuated about her — and, as for your wife — O philo- 
sophic reader, answer and say, — Do you tell her all ? 
Ah, sir, — a distinct universe walks alK)ut under your 
hat and under mine — all things in nature are differ^ 
ent to ciudi — the woman we look at has not the same 
features, the dish we eat from has not the same taste 
to the one and the other — you and I are but a 'pair 
of infinite isolations, with some fellow-islands a little 
inoi*e or less near to us. Let us return, however, to 
the solitary Smirke. 
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^mirke had one confidant for his passion — ^that 
most injudicious woman, Madame Fribsby. How she 
became Madame Fribsby, nobody knows ; she had left 
Clavering to go to a milliner^s in London as Miss 
Fribsby — she pretended that she had got the rank in 
Paris during her residence in that city. But how 
could the French king, were he ever so much dis- 
posed, give her any such title ? We shall not inquire 
into this mystery, however. Suffice to say, she went 
away from home a bouncing young lass ; she returned 
a rather elderly character, with a Madonna front and a 
melancholy countenance — bought the late Mrs. Har- 
bottle’s business for a song — took her elderly mother 
to live with her ; was very good to the poor, was con- 
stant at church, and had the best of characters. But 
th(*re was no one in all Clavering, not Mrs. Portman 
herself, who read so many novels as Madame Fribsby. 
She had plenty of time for this amusement, for, in 
trutli, very few people besides the folks at the Eec- 
tory and Fairoaks employed her ; and by a perpetual 
jHirusal of such works (which were by no means so 
moral or edifying in the days of which we write, as 
they are at present), she had got to be so absurdly 
sentimental, that in her eyes life was nothing but an 
immense love-matcli ; and she never could see two 
people together, but she fancied they were dying for 
one another. 

On the day after Mrs. Pendennis’s visit to the 
Curate, which we have recorded many pages back, 
Madame Fribsby settled in her mind that Mr Smlrke 
nmst 1)6 in love with the widow, and did everything 
in her power to encourage this passion on lx)th sides. 
Mrs. Pendennis she very seldom saw, indeed, except 
in public, and in her jiew at chiindi. That lady 
very little need of millinery, or made most of her own 
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dresses and caps,* but on the rare occasions wiien 
Madnine Fribsby received visits from Mrs. Peudennis, 
or paid ber respects at Pairoaks, she never failed to 
entertain the widow with praises of the Curate, point- 
ing out what an angelical man he was, how gentle, 
how studious, how lonely; and she would wonder 
that no lady would take pity upon him. 

Helen laughed at these sentimental remarks, and 
wondered that Madame herself did not compassionate 
her lodger, and console him. Madame Fribshy shook 
her Madonna front. ^‘Mong cure a boco souffare,” 
she said, laying her hand on the part she designated 
as her cure. 11 est more en Espang, Madame,” she 
said with a sigh. She was ])roud of her intimacy with 
the French language, and spoke it with more volu- 
bility than correctness. Mrs. l*endennis did not care 
to penetrate the secrets of this wounded heart : except 
to her few intimates she was a reserved, and it may 
be a very proud worn fin ; she looked upon her son’s 
tutor merely as an attendant on that young Prince, 
to be treated with resjiect as a clergyman certainly, 
but with i)roper dignity as a dependant on the house 
of IVmdennis. Nor Madame’s (jonstaut allusions 
to the Curate jnirtimilarly agreeable to her. It re- 
quiretl a very ingenious sentimental turn indeed to 
find out that the widow had a .secret regard for Mr. 
Smirke, to wliicli pernicious error however Madame 
Fribsby persisted in hohli ng. 

Her lodger was very mucli more willing to talk on 
this subjt*et with his soft-hearted landlady. Every 
time after that she praise4l the Curate to Mrs. Peii- 
dennis, sh<* eaim* away from the latter with the notion 
that the wddow henself Jiad been praising him. Btre 
soul au inonde est bien ouneeyong,” she would say, 
glancing up at a print of a French carbineer in a green 
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coat and brass cuirass which decorated her apartment 
— Depend upon it when Master Pendennis goes to 
college, his Ma will find herself very lonely. She is 
quite young yet. — You wouldn’t suppose her to be 
five-and-t^veiity. Monsieur le Cury, song cure est 
touchy — j’ong suis sure — Je conny cela biang — 
Ally Monsieur Sniirke.” 

He softly blushed ; he sighed ; he hoped ; he feared ; 
lie doubted ; he sometimes yielded to the delightful 
idea — his pleasure was to sit in Madame Fribsby’s 
apartment, and talk upon the subject, where, as the 
greater pa.it of the conversation was carried on in 
French by the illiiier, and her old mother was deaf, 
that retiiHid old individual (who had once Ix^en a 
housekeeper, wile and widow of a butler in the Clav- 
ering family), could understand scarce one syllable of 
'tlieir talk. 

When ISlajor Pendennis announced to his nephew’s 
liit(»r that the young fellow would go to College in 
October, and that Mr. Smirke’s valuable services w^ould 
no longer be needful to his pupil, for wliich s(*rvices 
the Major, who S[K)ke as grandly as a lord, professed 
Ininself exceedingly grateful, and bixsought Mr. Smirke 
to command his interest in any way — tin* Curate felt 
that the critical moment was come for him, and was 
iMcked and tortured by those severe pangs which the 
oecasion warranted. 

And now that Arthur was going away, Helen’s heart 
was rather softened towards the Curate, from whom, 
}»erlia])s divining his intentions, she had shrunk hitlier- 
to: she l)f*thought her how very polite Mr. Smirke 
had lH*en ; how he had gone on messages for hi*r ; how 
he had brought books and copied music ; how he had 
taught Laura so many things, and given her so many 
kind presents. Her heart smote ln*r on account of 
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her ingratitude towards the Curate : — so much so 
that one afternoon when he came down from study 
with Pen, and was hankering about the hall previous 
to his departure, she went out and shook hands with 
him with rather a blushing face, and begged him to- 
come into her drawing-room, where she said they now 
never saw him. And as there was to be rather a good 
dinner that day, she invited Mr. Rmirke to partake of 
it ; and we may be sure that he was too happy to accept 
Such a delightful summons. 

Helen was exceedingly kind and gracious to Mr. 
Smirke during dinner, r(‘doul)ling her attentions, per- 
haps because Major l\;ndennis was very high and 
reserved with his nephew’s tutor. When Pendenuis 
asked Smirk(^ to drink wine, he addressed him as if 
he was a Soveridgn speaking to a petty retainer, in a 
inaniuu- so c*ond(‘S(H‘nding, that even Pen laughed at it, 
although (jiiite rt*ady, for his part, to be as conceited 
as most young imui are. 

Put Smirke did not care lor the impeilinences of the 
Major so long as he had his hostess's kind behavior; 
and he jiassed a delightful tiuu* by her side at table, 
exerting all his jiowers of conversation to please* her, 
talking in a inanmu' both clerical and worldly, about 
the fanc} Pazaar, and tin* (Irisit Missionary Meeting, 
about the last new iu»vel. and the ibshop’s excellent 
sermon — about the fashionable jiarties in London, 
an account of which he read in the ne%vspa{Kirs — 
in line, lie neglected no art, by which a College 
divine who has both sprightly and serious talents, 
a tast^* tor the geiiteid, an irreproachable conduct, 
and a susct'ptible heart, will try and make himself 
agreeabh* to the [MU\son on whom he has fixed his 
atfe<*tions. 

Major Pendenuis came yawning out of the dinings 
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room very soon after his sister and little Laura had 
left the apartment. 

Now Arthur, flushed with a good deaLof pride at 
the privilege of having the keys of the cellar, and re- 
^memberiug that a very few more diimers would proba- 
bly take place which he and his dear friend Smirke 
could share, had brought uj) a liberal supply of claret 
for the company’s drinking, and when the elders with 
little Laura left him, he and the Curate began to pass 
the wine very freely. 

One bottle spec'dily yielded up the ghost, another shed 
more than half its blood, befor(‘ the two topers had been 
much more than half an hour together — l*en, with a 
hollow laugh and voice, had drunk off one bumper to 
the falsehood of women, and had said sardonically, 
that wine at any rate was a ihistress who never de- 
ceived, and was sure to give a man a welcome. 

Smirke gently said that he knew for his part some 
women who were all trutli and tenderness ; and casting 
up his eyes towards the ceiling, and heaving a sigh as 
if evoking some being dear and unmentionabl(% he took 
Hj) Ills glass and drained it, and the rosy liquor began 
to suffuse his face. 

Pen trolled over some verses he had been making 
that morning, in wliich he informed himself that the 
woman who had slighted his jiassion could not be 
worthy to win it: that he was aw^akiiig from love’s 
mad fever, and, of (rour.se, under these circumstanc.es, 
j)roceeded to leave her, and to quit a heartless de- 
ceiver : that a name which had one day been famous 
in the land, might again be heard in it : and, that 
though he never should he the hapj)v and careless boy 
he was but a few months since, or his heart Iv* what it 
h?id l>een ere pa.ssion had filled it and grief had well- 
nigh kilhvl it ; that though to him personally death was 
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as welcome as life, and that he would not hesitate to 
part with the latter, but for the love of one kind being 
whose happmess depended on his own, — yet he hoped 
to show he was a man worthy of his race, and that 
one day the false one should be brought to know how* 
great was the treasure and noble the heart which she 
had flung away. 

Pen, we say, who was a very excitable person, rolled 
out these verses in his rieli swe(*t voice, which trem- 
bl(‘d with emotion whilst our young poet s})oke. He 
had a trick of blushing when in this excited state, 
and his large and honest gray eyes also exhibited 
proofs of a sensibility so genuine, hearty, and manly, 
that Miss Costigan, if she had a heart, must needs 
have softened towards him ; and very likely she was, 
as he said, fdtogether unworthy of the affection which 
he lavish(‘d upon he-i’. 

The sentimental Smirke was caught by the emotion 
which agitated his young friend. He grasped Pen’s 
hand over tin* dessert dishes and wine-glasses. He 
said the verses wert* beautiful : that l*en was a, j)oet, a 
great ])oet, and likely by Heav(*n\s jiermission to run a 
gr(’jit career in tin* world, “(lo on and ju’osper, dear 
Arthur,” he cried : ‘‘the wounds under which at pres- 
ent you suff(*r are only temjKirary, and the very grief 
you endure will cleanse and strengthen your heart. I 
have always prophesied tlie greatest and brightest 
tilings of you, as soon as yon have (*()rn*eted some 
failings and weaknesses of eharaeti‘r, which at present 
belong to you. Ibit you will get over these, my boy, 
you will get rn'er these ; and when you are famous and 
celebrated, as I know you will be. will you remember 
your old tutor and the happy early days of your 
youth ? ” 

Pen swore he would : with another shake of the 
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hand across the glasses and apricots. I shall never 
forget how kind you have been to me, Smirke,” he 
said. ** I don’t kftow what I should have done without 
you. You are my best friend.” 

** « Am I reallt/f Arthur ? ” said Smirke, looking 
through his spectacles ; and his heart began to beat 
so that he thought Pen must almost hear it throbbing. 

^xMy best friend, my friend forever^^* Pen said. 
‘‘ God bless you, old boy,” and he drank up the last 
glass of the second bottle of the famous wine which 
liis father had laid in, which his uncle had bought, 
which Lord Levant, had imjiorted, and whicdi now, like 
slave indifferent, was ministering pleasures to its pres- 
ent owner, and giving its young master delectation. 

“ We hi have another bottle, old boy,” Pen said, by 
Jove we will. Hurra ! — claret goes for nothing. 
My uncle was telling me that he saw Sheridan drink 
live l>ottles at Hrook(\s\s, besides a bottle of Maraschino. 
This is some of the finest wine in England, he says. 
So it is by Jove. Then* ’s nothing like it. Ntme vino 
pelllte ciiras — rras hifjens Iterahunas mi — fill your 
glass, Old Smirke, a hogshead of it won’t do you any 
harm.” And Mr. Ih'n began to sing the drinking 
song out of Dei* Frei.schtit/.” The dining-room win- 
dows were open, and his mother was softly pacing on 
the lawn outside, wdiile little Laura was looking at the 
sunset. The sweet fr(‘sh notes of the boy’s voice 
come to the widow. It cheered her kind heart to 
hear him sing. 

“ You — you arc taking too much wine, Arthur,” Mr. 
Smirke said softly — ‘‘you are exciting yourself.” 

“No,” said Pen, “women give headacdies, but this 
don’t. Pill your glass, old fellow, and let’s drink — 
I say, Smirke, my boy — let’s drink to her — your 
her, I mean, not mine, for whom I swear I ’ll care no 
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more ^ no, not a penny — no, pot a fig — no, not a 
plass of wine. Tell us about the lady, Smirke ; I ’ve 
often seen you sighing about her.*^^ 

<< Oh ! ” said Smirke — and his beautiful cambric 
shirt-front and glistening studs heaved with the emo- 
tion which agitated his gentle and suffering bosom. 

“ Oh — what a sigh ! ” Pen cried, growing very hi- 
larious : fill, my boy, and drink the toast, you can’t 
refuse a toast, no gentleman refuses a toast. Here ’s 
her health, and good Im^k to you, and may she soon 
be Mrs. Smirke.” 

“ Do you say so ? ” Smirke said, all of a tremble. 

Do you really say so, Arthur ? ” 

Say so ; of course, I say so. Down with it. Here ’s 
Mrs. Smirke’s good health: Hip, hip, hurra! ” 

Smirke convulsivcdy guli)ed down his glass of wine, 
and Pen waved his ov(‘r his head, cheering so as to 
make his mother and Laura wonder on the lawn, and 
his uncle, who was dozing over the paper in the draw- 
ing-room, start, and say to himself, that boy ’s drink- 
ing too miudi.” Smirke ])ut down the glass. 

I accej)t the omen,” gasped out the blushing 
Curate. “Oh, my dear Arthur, you — you know 
her — ” 

“ Wliat — Mira Portman ? I wish you joy; she’s 
got a dev'lish large waist; but I wish you joy, old 
fellow.” 

“O Arthur!” groaned the Curate again, and nodded 
his head, speechless. 

“ Beg your pardon — sorry T offended you — but 
she has got a large waist, you know — devilish large 
waist,” Pen continued — the third bottle evidently 
beginning to act nijon the young gentleman. 

“ It ’s not Miss I’ortman,” the other said, in a voice 
of agony. 
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« Is it anybody at Chatteris or at Clapliam ? Some« 
body here? No — it ain’t old Pybus ? it can’t be 
Miss Bolt at the Factory — she’s only fourteen/* 
‘<It’» somebody rather older than I am, Pen,” 
Uie Curate cried, looking up at his friend, and then 
guiltily casting his eyes down into his jilate. 

Pen burst out laughing. It s Madame Fribsby, 
by Jove, it’s Madame Fribsby. Madame Frib, by 
tlie immortal Gods ! ” 

The Curate could contain no more. 0 Pen,” he 
cried, how can you suppose that any of those — of 
those more than ordinary beings you have named — 
could have an influence upon this heart, when I have 
been daily in the habit of contemplating perfecition ! 
I may be insane, I may be madly ambitious, I may 
be presiun])tuous — but for two years my heart has 
been filled by one image, and has known no other 
nlol. Have n’t I loved you as a son, Arthur ? — say, 
has n’t Charles Smirke loved you as a son ? ” 

Yes, old boy, you ’ve been very good to me,” Pen 
said, whos(* liking, however, for his tutor was not by 
any means of the filial kind 

“My means,” rushed on Smirke, “are at present 
limited, I own, and my mother is not so liberal as 
might be desired ; but what she has will be mine at 
her death. Were she to hear of my marrying a lady 
ol iMiik and good fortune, my niot.lier would liberal, 
1 am sure she would be liberal. Whatt*ver I have or 
subsequently inherit — and it ’s five hundred a-year 
at the very least — would be settled iqion her, and — 
and — and you at my death — that is — ” 

“ What the deuce do you mean ? — and what have 
I to do with your money?” cried out Pen, in a 
})uzzle. 

“ Arthur, Arthur ! ” exclaimed the other wildly ; 
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Yon say T am your dearest friend — Let me be more. 

^ Oh, can’t you see that the angelic being I love — the 
purest, the best of women — is no other than, your 
dear, dear angel of a — mother.” ^ 

My mother ! ” cried out Arthur, jumping up and 
sober in a minute. “ Pooh ! damn it, Smirke, you 
must be mad — she ’s seven or eiglit years older than 
you are.” 

Did you find that any objection ? ” cried Smirke, 
piteously, and alluding, of course, to the elderly sub- 
ject of Pen’s own passion. 

The lad felt the hint, and blushed (piite red. The 
cases are not similar, Smirke,” he said, ^^and the allu- 
sion might have been spared. A man may forget his 
own rank and elevate any woman to it ; but allow 
me to say our positions are very different.” 

How do you ineart, dear Arthur ? ” the Curate 
interpos(*d sadly, cowering Us he felt that his sentenc.e 
was about to be read. 

Mean ? ” said Arthur. “ T mean what I say. 
My tutor, T say my tutor, has no right to ask a lady 
of my mother’s rank of life to marry him. It’s a 
breach of confidence. I say it ’s a liberty you take, 
Smirke — it ’s a liberty. Mean, indeed ! ” 

*‘0 Arthur! ” the Curate began to cry with clasped 
hands, and a scared face, but Arthur gave another 
stamp with his foot, and began to pull at the bell. 

Don’t let ’s have any more of this. We ’ll have 
some coffee, if you idease,” he said with a majestic 
air; and the old butler entering at the summons, 
Arthur hade him to serve that refreshment. 

John said he had just carried coffee into the draw- 
ing-room, where his uncle was asking for Master 
Arthur, and the old man gave a glance of wonder 
at the three empty claret-lx>ttles. Smirke said he 
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thought he’d — he’d rather not go into the draw- 
ing-room, on which Arthur haughtily said, you 
please/’ and called for Mr. Smirke’s horse to be 
brought round. The poor fellow said he knew the 
way to the stable and would get his pony himself, and 
lie went into the hall and sadly put on his coat and 
hat. 

T’en followed him out uncovered. Helen was still 
walking up and down the soft lawn as the sun was 
setting, and the Curate took off his hat and bowed by 
way of farewell, a.iid passed on to the door leading 
to the stable court by which the pair disajipeared. 
Sinirke knew the way to the stable as he said, well 
enough. He fumbled at the girths of the saddle, 
which Pen fastened lor him, and put on the bridle 
and led the ])ony into the yard. The boy was touched 
by the grief whicdi appeared in the other’s face as he 
mounted. Pen held out hfs hand, and Smirke wrung 
it silently. 

*• 1 say, Smirke,” he said in an agitated voice, for- 
give me it 1 have said anything harsh — for you have 
always ]»een >^cry, very kind to me. But it can’t be, 
ohl fellow, it can’t be. Be a man. God bless you.” 

Smirke nodded his head silently, and rode out of 
the lodge gate : and Pen looked after him* for a couple 
of minutes, until he disappeared down the road, and 
tlie clatter of the pony’s hoofs died away. Helen was 
siill lingering on the lawn waiting until the boy came 
back — she put his hair off his forehead and kissed it 
fondly. She was afraid he had been drinking too 
much wine. Why had Mr. Smirke gone away with- 
out any tea ? 

He looked at her with a kind humor beaming in his 
eyes ; “ Smirke is unwell,” he said with a laugh. For 
a long while Helen had not seen the boy looking so 
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cheerful. He put his arm round her waist, and 
walked her up and down the walk in front of the 
hotlse. Laura began to drub on the drawing-ro<5m 
window and nod and laugh from it. “Come along 
you two p(30i)le,” eri(*d out Major Pendennis, “ your 
coffee is getting quit(i cold.’’ 

When Laura was gone to bed, IVn, who was big 
with his secret, burst out vvitli it, and described the 
dismal but ludicrous sc(ui(‘ wliicli had oi'ciirred Helen 
heard of it with many blush(*s, which became her 
pale face very well, and a jierplexity which Arthur 
roguishly enjoyed. 

“Confound tlui fellow’s impudence,” Miijor Pen- 
dennis said, as he took Ins camlle, “ whore wdll the 
assurance of tlu‘se p(*ople stop ? ” Pen and his 
mother had a long talk that night, full of love, confi- 
dence, and laughter, and the boy somehow slejit more 
soundly and woke up more e*asily than he had done 
for many months befon*. 

Pefore the great IMr. T)ol])hin quitted Chatteris, he 
not only made an advantageous engagiuuent with 
ISliss Fothcringay, but he liberally left with her a 
sum of nauiey to )>ay off any ilcbts which the little 
family mighY have contracted iluring their stay in the 
]dace, and whicli, maiidy through tin* lady’s own econ- 
omy and mauagement, were not considerable. The 
small account with the spirit merchant, which Major 
Pendennis ha<l settled, was the cliief of Captain Costi- 
gan’s debts, and though the ('aptain at one time talked 
alnuit repa\ ing ev<»ry fart lung of the money, it never 
apt>ears that he executed his menace, nor did the laws 
ot honor in the least call ujhui him to m*com])lish that 
threat. 

When Miss Costigan had seen all the outstanding 
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bills paid to the uttermost shilling, she handed over 
the balance to her father, who broke out into hospital- 
ities to all his friends, gave the little Creeds more 
apples and gingerbread than he had ever bestowed 
upon them, so that the widow Creed ever after held 
the memory of her lodger in veneration, and the young 
ones wept bitterly when he went .way ; and in a word 
managed the money so cleverly that it was entirely 
expended before many days, and he was compelled to 
draw upon Mr. Dolphin for a sum to pay for trav- 
elling expenses when the time of their departure 
arrived. 

There was held at an inn in that county town a 
weekly meeting of a festive, almost a riotous charac- 
ter, of a soejety of gentlemen who called themselves 
the Buccaneers. Some of the choi(*e spirits of Chat- 
t(»ris belonged to this cheerful Club. Graves, the 
apothecary (than whom a.b(‘tter fellow never put a 
pipe in his mouth ami smoked it), Smart, the tal- 
ented and humorous portrait-jiai liter of High Street, 
Croker, an excellent aucitioneer, and the uncompro- 
mising Hicks, the able Editor for twenty-three years 
of the ‘G/Ounty Chronicle and (liatteris Champion,” 
were amongst the crew of the r>ne(*aneers, whom also 
Bingley, the manager, liked to join of a Saturday 
<* veiling, whenever he re(H*iv<‘d permission from his 
lady. 

(’ostigan had been also an occasional Buccaneer. 
But a want of jmnetuality of payments had of late 
somewhat excluded him from the Society, where he 
was subject to disagreeable remarks from the landlord, 
who .said tliat a Bueeaneer who did n’t ])ay his shot 
wa.s utterly unwortliy to be a Marim* Bandit. But 
when it iM'caim* known to the ’Ears, as the (’Inbbists 
called themselves familiarly, tliat Miss Fotheringay 
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luid made a splendid engagement, a great revolution 
of feeliag took place in the Club legarding Captain 
Ck^tigan. Solly, mine host of the Grapes, told the 
gents in the Buccaneers’ room one night how noble 
the Captain had beayved ; having been round and 
paid off all his ticks in Chatteris, including his score 
of three pound fourteen here — and pronounced that 
Cos was a good fellar, a genthmian at bottom, and he, 
Solly, had always said so, and finally worked upon 
the feelings of the Buccaneers to give the Captain a 
dinner. 

The banquet took place on the last night of Costi^ 
gan’s stay at Chatteris, and was served in Solly’s 
accustomed manner. As good a plain dinner of old 
English far(‘ as ever smoked on a table was prepared 
by M rs. Solly ; and about eighteen gentlemen sat 
down to the festive board. Mr. Jubber (the eminent 
draper of High Stnn^t) was in the Chair, having the 
distinguished guest of the (Mub on his right. The 
able and consistent Hicks officiated as croupier on 
the o<*(iaflion ; most of the gentlemen of the Club were 

present, and H. Foker, Esq., and Spavin, Esq., 

friends of (’aptain Cf)stigan, were also participators 
in tin* entertainment. Tlie cloth having been drawn, 
the Chairman said, “('ostigan, there is wim*, if you 
like,” but the (y\q»tain preferriug punch, that liquor 
was voted by fiecliimatiou : and ‘‘Non Nobis” having 
lieen sung in admirable style by Messrs. Biiigley, 
Hicks, and Bullby (of tin* (’athedral choir, than whom 
a moiv jovial spirit “ne’er tossed off a bumper or 
emptied a lx)wl ”), the Chairman gave the health of 
the King ! ” wliich was drunk with the loyalty of 
Cliatteris men, and tlien, without further circumlocU' 
tiou, pi*oposed their friend “ CaptJiin Costigan.” 

After the enthusiastic cheering, which rang through 
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old Cbattew, had subsided, Oaptaiu Oostigs^u rose in 
reply, and made a speech of twenty minutes, in which 
he was repeatedly overcome by his emotions. 

The gallant Captain said he must be pardoned for 
incoherence, if his heart was too full to speah. He 
was quitting a city celebrated for its autiquitee, its 
liospitalitee, the beautee of its women, the manly hdeli- 
tee, generositee, and jovialitee of its men. (Cheers.) 
He was going from that ancient and venerable city, of 
which, while Mimoree held her sayt, he should never 
think without the fondest emotion, to a methrawpolis 
where the talents of his daughter were about to have 
full play, and where he would watch over her like a 
guardian angel. He should never forget that it was 
at Chatteris she had acquired the skill which she was 
about to exercise in another sphere, and in her name 
and m own, tfac-k Costigan thanked and blessed them. 
The gallant otticer’s speech was received with tremen- 
dous cheers. 

Mr. Hicks, Crou]>ier, in a brilliant and energetic 
manner, jiroposed Miss Fotheringay^s health. 

Captain Costigan returned thanks in a speech full 
of feeling and eloquence. 

Mr. Jubber proposed the Drama and the Chatteris 
Theatre, and Mr. Hingley w;is about to rise, but was 
lire vented by Captain Costigan, who, as long connected 
with the Chatteris Theatre, and on behalf of his daugh- 
ter, thanked the company. He informed them that 
he had been in garrison, at Gibraltar, and at Malta, 
and had been at the taking of Flushing. The Duke 
of York was a patron of the Drama; he had the honor 
of dining with His Royal Highness and the Duke of 
Kent many times; and the former had justly been 
named the friend of the soldier. (Cheers.) 

The Army was then proposed, and Captain Costi- 
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gau returned thanks. In the course of the night, he 
sang hii well-known songs, “The Deserter,” “The 
Bhan Van Vogbt,” “ The Little Pig under the Bed,” 
and “ The Vale of Avoca.” The evening was a great 
triumph for him — it ended. All triumphs and all 
evenings end. And tlie next day, Miss Costigan hav- 
ing taken leave of all her friends, having been recon- 
ciled to Miss Rouncy, to whom she left a necklace 
and a white satin gown — the next day, he and Miss 
Costigan had places in the Competitor coach rolling 
by the gates of Fairoaks Lodge — and Pendennis 
never saw them. 

Tom Smith, the coachman, |X)inted out Fairoaks to 
Mr. Costigan, who sat on the box snndling of ruin-and- 
water — and the Captain said it was a poor place — 
and added, “ Ye should see Castle Costigan, County 
Mayo, me boy,” — which Tom said he shoind like 
very much to see. 

They were gone, and Pen had never seen them ! 
He only knew of their d(*parture by its announcement 
in the county pa})(‘r tin? next day : and straight gal- 
loped over to Chiitteris to hear th(‘ truth of this new's. 
They were gone inde{*d. A card of “Lodgings to 
let,” wiis phmed in the dear little familiar window. 
He rushed up into the room and viewed it over. He 
sat ever so long in the old window-seat looking into 
the Dean's Carden: whence he and Emily had so 
often looked out together. walkeil, with a sort of 
terror, into her little empty bedroom. It was swept 
out and prepared for new (‘omers. 'Ihe glass which 
had ivfleeted her fair face was shining ready for her 
successor. I'he (‘urtains lay stpiare fokh^d on the 
little bed; he flung himself down and buried his head 
on the vacant pillow. 

Laura had netted a purse into which his mother 
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liad put some sovereigns, and Pen had found it on his 
di'essing-table that very morning. He gave one to the 
little servant who had been used to wait upon the 
Costigans, and another to the children, because they 
said they were very fond of her. It was but a few 
months back, yet what years ago it seemed since he 
had first entered that room ! He felt that it was all 
done. The very missing her at the coach had some- 
thing fatal in it. Blank, weary, utterly wretched and 
lonely the poor lad felt. 

His mother saw She was gone by his look when he 
came home. He was eager to fly too now, as were 
other folks round about Chatteris. Poor Smirke 
wanted to go away from the sight of the siren widow, 
Foker began to think he had had enough of Bay- 
mouth, and that a few supper parties at Saint Boni- 
face would not be unpleasant. And Major Pendennis 
longed to be off, and have a little pheasant-shooting 
at Stillbrook, and get rid of all the annoyances and 
tracasseries of the village. The widow and Laura 
nervously set about the preparations for Pen’s kit, 
and tilled trunks with his books and linen. Helen 
wrote cards with the name of Arthur Pendennis, 
Esq., which were duly nailed on the boxes; and at 
wdiich both she and Laura looked with tearful, wist- 
ful eyes. It was not until long, long after he was 
gone, that Pen remembered how constant and tender 
the affection of these women had been, and how selfish 
his own conduct was. 

A night soon comes, when the mail, with echoing 
horn and blazing lamps, stops at the lodge-gate of 
Fairoaks, and Pen’s trunks and his Uncle’s are placed 
on the roof of the carriage, into which the 2)air pres- 
ently afterwards enter. Helen and Laura are stand* 





FBHPBIfNia 


mg fey the evergreens of the shrubbery, their figures 
lighted up by the coach lamps ; the guard cries << all 
right;” m another instant the carriage whirls on- 
ward^ the lights disappear, and Helenas heart and 
prayers go with them. Her sainted benedictions fol- 
low the departing boy. He has left the home-nest in 
which he has been chafing, and whither, after his very 
first flight, he returned bleeding and wounded ; he is 
eager to go forth again and try his restless wings. 

How lonely the house looks without him ! The 
corded trunks and book-boxes are there in his empty 
study. Laura asks leave to come and sleep in Helen’s 
room ; and when she has cried herself to sleep there, 
the mother goes softly into Fen’s vacant chamber, 
and kneels down by the bed on which the moon is 
shining, and there prays for her boy, as mothers only 
know how to plead. He knows that her pure bless- 
ings are following him, as he is carried miles away. 



CHAPTER XVII. 


ALMA MATEK. 

Every man, however brief or inglorious may have 
been his academical career, must remember with kind- 
ness and tenderuoss the old university comrades and 
days. The young man’s life is just beginning: the 
boy’s leading strings are cut, and he has all the novel 
delights and dignities of freedom. He has no idea of 
cares yet, or of bad health, or of roguery, or poverty, 
or to-morrow’s disappointment. The play has not 
been acted so often as to make him tired. Though 
the after-drink, as we mechanically go on repeating 
it, is stale and bitter, how pure and brilliant was that 
first sparkling draught of pleasure ! — How the boy 
rushtis at the cup, and with what a wild eagerness he 
drains it ! But old epicures who are cut off from the 
delights of the table, and are restricted to a poached 
egg and a glass of water, like to see people with good 
aj>petites ; and, as the next best thing to being amused 
at a pantomime one’s self is to see one’s children en- 
joy it, I hope there may be no degree of age or ex- 
perience to which mortal may attain, when he shall 
become such a glum philosopher, as not to be pleased 
by the sight of happy youth. Coming back a few 
weeks since from a brief visit to the old University 
of Oxbridge, where my friend Mr. Arthur Pendennis 
passed some jieriod of his life, I made the journey in 
the railroad by the side of a young fellow at present 
a student of Saint Boniface. He had got an exeat 
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somehow, and was ttent on a day’s lark in London : 
he never stopped rattling and talking from the com- 
menoemeut of the journey until its close (which was 
a great deal too soon for me, for I never was tired of 
listening to the honest young fellow’s jokes and cheery 
laughter) ; and when we Jirrived at the terminus noth- 
ing would satisfy him but a Hansom cab, so that he 
might get into town tin* quicker, and plunge into the 
pleasures awaiting him tlnire. Away the young lad 
went whirling, with joy lighting up his honest face ; 
and as for the reader’s humble servant, having but a 
.small carpet-bag, I got up on the outside of the omni- 
bus, and sat there v(‘ry contentedly between a Jew- 
X)edler smoking bad ttigars, and a gentleman’s servant 
taking care of a poodle-dog, until we got our fated 
complement of passeng(*rs and boxes, when the coach- 
man drove leisurely away. Jfe were n’t in a hurry to 
get to town. M either one of us was particularly eager 
about rushing into that near smoking Babylon, or 
thought of dining at the Club that night, or dancing 
at the Casino. Vet a few years more, and my young 
friend of the railroa<l will be not a whit more eager. 

There wi*re no railroads made when Arthur Fen- 
dennis went to the famous Uni waps ity of Oxbridge; 
but he drov(‘ thitlnu* in a well-a[>pointed coach, filled 
inside and out with dons, gownsmen, young fresh- 
men about to enter, and their guardians, who were 
conducting tlnmi to the university. A fat old gentle- 
man, in grjiy stockings, from the City, who sat by 
Major Pendennis inside the coach, having his pale- 
faced son opposit(*, was frightened beyond measure, 
when he heard that the coa^di had been driven for a 
collide of stages by young Mr, Foker, of Saint Bom- 
fact* ikdlege, who wius the friend of all men, includ- 
ing coachmen, and could drive as well as Tom Hicks 
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himself. Pen sat on the roof, e?:amining coach, pas- 
sengers, and country, with great delight and curi- 
osity. His heart jumped with pleasure as the famous 
uuiversit}^ came in view, and the magnificent prospect 
of venerable towers and pinnacles, tall elms and shin- 
ing river, spread before him. 

Pen hiul passed a few days wi^h his uncle at the 
IVIajor’s lodgings, in Bury Street, before they set out 
for Oxbridge. Major Peiidennis tlioiight that the 
lad's wardrobt' wanted renewal ; and Arthur was by 
no means averse to any plan which was to bring him 
new coats and waistcoats. There was no end to 
the sacrifices which the self-denying uncle made in the 
youth’s behalf. London was awfully lonely. The 
l*dll Mall pavement was deserted ; the very red jack- 
ets had gone out of town. There w^as scarce a face 
to be seen in the bow-windows of the clubs. The 
Major conducted his nephew into one or two of those 
desert mansions, and wrote down the lad’s name on 
the candidate-list of one of them ; and Arthur’s pleas- 
ure at this com})liment on his guardian’s part was ex- 
c(*ssivc. He read in tin* parcJiment volume his name 
and titles, as Arthur Peudennis, Lsquirj*, of Fair- 

oaks LodgM, shire*, and Saint Bonifaeei Colh‘g(', 

Oxbridge; proj)osed by Major Pendennis, ami see- 
oiieled by \ iseount Colchicum,” with a thrill of iii- 
t«*nse gratification, You will eome* in for ballot in 
alKuit three? years, by which time you will have taken 
joiir degree,” tlie guardian said. Peju longed for the 
three years to be over, and surveyed the stue(!o-halls, 
and vast libraries, and drawing-rooms, as already his 
own property. The Major laughed slyly to see the 
jximpous airs of the simple young fellow, as he 
strutted out of the building. He and Fokcr drove 
down in the latter’s cab one day to tho Grey Friars, 
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and renewed acquaintance with some of their old 
comrades there. The boys came crowding up to the 
.^cab as it stood by the Grey Friars gates, where they 
were entering, and admired the phestnut horse, ^,and 
the Jights and livery and gravity of Stoopid, the 
tiger. The bell for afternoon-school rang as the}' 
were swaggering about the play-ground talking to 
their old cronies. The awful Doctor passed into school 
with his graniniar in his hand. Foker slunk away 
uneasily at his presem^e, but Pen went up blushing, 
and shoot the dignitary by the hand. lie laughed 
as he thought that well-rtiinembered Latin Grammar 
had lK)xed his ears many a time. He was generous, 
good-natured, and, in a word, perfectly conceited and 
satisfied with hims(df.. 

Then they drove to the ])arental brew-house. 
Foker ^8 Entire is composed in an enormous pile of 
buildings, not far from tin* Gr(‘y Friars, and the 
name of tliat well-known firm is gilded upon innumer- 
able ])ublic-house signs, tenanted by its vassals in 
the mdghborhood • the venerable junior partner and 
manager did honor to the young lord of the vats and 
his friend, and served them with 8ilv(*r flagons of 
brown-stout, so strong, tha>t you would have thought, 
not only the young nuni, but th(» very horse Mr. 
Harry Foker drovi*, was affected by the potency of 
the drink, for he rushed home to the west-end of the 
town at a rapid })aee, which (‘iidaugered the pie-stalls 
and the women on the crossings, and brought the 
cal>-st(‘j)s into collision with tlu* ]>osts at the street 
coriuM-s, and caused Stoopitl to swing fearfully on 
his board Isdund. 

The Major wjis quite pleas<*d when Pen was with 
his young acipiaintamv ; listened to Mr. Foker’s art- 
less stones with the greatest interest: gave the two 
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boy6 a fine dinner at a Covent Garden Coffee-houjte, 
whence they proceeded to the play 5 but was above 
idl happy when Mr. and Lady Agnes Foker, who 
h^pened to be London, requested the pleasure of 
Major Tendennis and Mr. Arthur Pendeiinis’s com- 
pany at dinner in Grosvenor Street. ^‘Having ob- 
tain'd the entree into Lady Allies Foker’s house/’ 
he said to Pen with an affectionate solemnity which 
belittod the importance of the occasion, “ it behooves 
you, my dear boy, to keep it. You must mind and 
never neglect to call in Grosvenor Street when you 
come to Loudon. 1 recommeiid you to read up care- 
fully, in Dcbrett, the alliances and genealogy of the 
Earls of Rosherville, and if you can, to make some 
trifling allusions to the family, something historical, 
neat, and conipliiuentary, and that sort of thing, 
which you, wlio have a jwietic fancy, can do pretty 
well, Mr. Foker hiiiiself is a worthy man, though 
not of liigh extraction or indeed much education. 
He always makes a point of having some of the 
f.iiuily porter serv(‘(l round after dinner, which you 
will oil no account refuse, and wliich 1 shall drink 
myself, though all In'cr disagrees with me confound- 
<‘'lly.” And the heron; martyr did actually sacrifice 
himself, as he said he would, on the day when the 
dinner took place, and old Mr. Foker, at the head of 
his table, made Ids usual joke about Foker’s Entire. 
V\ e should all of us, 1 am sure, have liked to see the 
Major’s grin, when the w^orthy old gentleman made 
hLs time-honored joke. 

Lady Agnes, who, wrapped ui> in Harry, was the 
fondest of motht'rs, and tme of the most good-natured 
tiiough not the wist^st of women, receivecl lier son’s 
fri^'ud with great conliality ; and astonished Pen by 
accounts of the severe course of studies which her 
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darling boy was pursuing, and which she feared might 
injure his dear health. Foker the elder burst into a 
horse-laugh at some of these speeches, and the heir of 
the house winked his eye very knowjngly at his friejid. 
And Lady Agnes then going through her son’s history 
from the earliest time, and recounting his miraculous 
sufferings in the measles and whooping-cough, his 
escape from drowning, the shocking tyrannies prac- 
tised upon him at that horrid school, whither Mr. 
Foker would send him because he had been brought 
up there himself, and she never would forgive that 
disagreeable Doctor, no never — Lady Agnes, we say, 
having prattled away for an hour incessantly about 
her son, voted the two Messieurs Pendennis most 
agreeable men ; and whoji the pheasants came with the 
second course, which the Major praised as the very 
linest birds he ever saw, her ladyship said they came 
from Logwood (as the Major knew perfectly well) and 
hoped that they would both pay her a visit there — 
at Christmas, or when dear Harry was at home for 
the vfuuitions. 

** God bless you, my dear l)oy,” Pendennis said to 
Arthur, as they were lighting their candles in Bury 
Street afterwards to go to bed. “ You made that little 
allusion tt) Agincourt, where one of the Roshervilles 
distinguished himself, very neatly and well, although 
Lady Agnes did not (juite understand it : but it was 
exceedingly well for a b(»ginner — though you ought n’t 
to blush so, by the way — and I beseetth you, my dear 
Arthur, to remember through life, that with an 
entree — with a good entree,, mind — it is just as easy 
for you to ha\e good society as bad, and that it costs 
a man, w hen j)ro]>erly introduced, no more trouble or 
»o\ns to keep a good footing in the liest houses in 
London than to dine with a law'yer in Bedford Square. 
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Mind this when you are at Oxbridge pursuing your 
studies, and for Heaven’s sake be very particular in 
the acquaintances which you make. Tlie premier pas 
in is the most important of all — did you write to 
your molher to-day? — No? — well, do, before you 
go, and call and ask Mr. Foker for a frank — They 
like it — Good night. God bless you.” 

Pen wrote a droll account of his doings in London, 
and the play, and the visit to the old Friars, and the 
brewery, and the party at Mr. Foker’s, to his dearest 
mother, who was saying her prayers at home in the 
lonely house at Fairoaks, her heart full of love and 
tenderness unutterable for the boy : and she and 
Laura read that letter and those which followed, 
many, many times, and brooded, over them as women 
do. It was the first step in life that Pen was making 
— Ah ! what a dangerous journey it is, and how tlie 
bravest may stumble and tin* strongest fail. Brother 
wayfarer ! may you have a kind arm to support yours 
on the ])ath, and a friendly hand to succor those who 
fall besi(h* you. May truth guide, mercy forgivq at 
the end, and love accompany always. Without that 
lamp how blind the traveller would be, and how 
black and ('heerless tlie jourm^y ! 

So the (^oach drove iqi to that ancient and comfort- 
able inn the Trtmcher, which stands in Main Street, 
Oxbridge, and Pen with delight and eagerness rt*- 
marked, for the ty-st time, gownsmen going about, 
chapel bells clinking ( bells in Oxbridge arc/ ringing 
from morning-tide till even-song), — towers and janna- 
(‘les rising calm and stately over the gables and 
anticjue house-roofs of the city. Ih-evious ('ommunb 
cations had taken place between Doctor Portman on 
Pen’s pait, and Mr. Buck, Tutor of Boniface, on whose 
side iV*n was entered ; and as soon as Major Pendennis 
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had arranged his personal appearance, so that it should 
make a satisfactory impression upon Pen’s tutor, the 
* pair walked down Main Street, and passed the great 
gate and belfry-tower of Saint George’s Collegej^npd 
so came, as they were directed, to Saint Boniface, 
where again Pen’s heart began to beat as they entered 
at the wicket of tlie venerable ivy-mantled gate of the 
College. It is surmounted with an ancient dome 
almost covered with creepers, and adorned with the 
efRgy of the Saint from whom the House takes its 
name, and many coats of arms of its royal and noble 
benefactors. 

The porter pointed out a queer old tower at the 
corner of the quadrangle, by which Mr. Buck’s rooms 
were approaclie-d, and the two gentlemen walked 
across the square, the main features of which were at 
once and forever stamped in Pen’s mind — the pretty 
fountain ])laying in the centre of the fair grass plats ; 
the tall chapel windows and buttresses rising to the 
right ; tin* hall, with its tapering lantern and oriel 
window ; the lodgt*, from the doors of which the 
Master issued awfully in rustling silks ; the lines of 
the surrounding rooms pleasantly broken by carved 
chimneys, gray turrets, and quaint gables — all these 
Mr. Ptm’s eyes drank in with an eagerness which 
belongs to first impressions; and Major Pendennis 
surveyed with that calmness which belongs to a 
genthunan who does not care for the picturesque, and 
whose eyes have Vieen somewhat dimmed by the 
constant glare of the pavement of Pall Mail. 

Saint George’s is the great College of the Uni- 
versity of ().\bridg(*, with its four vast quadrangles, 
and its b(»autiful hall and gardens, and the Georgians, 
as the men are callwl, wear gowns of a peculiar cut, 
and give themselves no small airs of suj>eriority over 
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all other young men. Little Saint Boniface is but a 
pretty hermitage in comparison of the huge con- 
secrated pile alongside of which it lies. But consider- 
iufl|its size it has always kept an excellent name in 
th^mivcrsity. Its ton is very good : the Ix^st families 
of certain counties have time out of mind sent up 
tlieir young men to Saint Boniface : the college liv- 
ings are remarkably good, the fellowships easy ; the 
Boniface men hfid had more than their fair share 
of university honors ; their boat was third ujjoii the 
river ; their chapel-choir is not inferior to Saint 
George’s itself; and the Boniface ale the best in 
Oxbridge. In the comfortable old wainscoted Col- 
lege-Hall, and round about Roubilliac’s statue of 
Saint Boniface (who stands in an attitude of seraphic 
benediction over the uncommonly good cheer of the 
fellows’ table) there are portraits of many most emi- 
nent Honifaeians. There ts the learned Doctor (iriddle, 
who suffered in Henry VlIJ.’s time, and Archbishop 
Bash who roastiMl him — there is Lord Chief Justi(‘e 
Hicks — the I)uk<* of St. David’s, K. G., Chancellor 
of the University and M(*ml)(‘r of this College — 
Sj>rott the Pot*t, of whose fame the college is justly 
proud — Doctor Blogg, the late master, and friend of 
Doctor Johnson, who visited him at Saint Bonifacje — 
and others lawyers, .scholars, and divines, whose 
}»)rtraitiir<*s look from the walls, or whose coats of 
arms sliine in emerald and ruby, gold and azure, in 
the tall windows of the refectory. The venerable 
cook of the college is one of the best artists in Ox- 
bridge, and the wine in the fellows’ room has long 
In en famed for its excelleiuje and abundance. 

Ink) this certainly not the least snugly sheltered 
«rl)or amongst the groves of Acafleme, IVn now found 
Ins way, leaning on his uncle’s arm, and they sjKiedily 
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'Cached Mr, Buck’s rooms, and were conducted into 
the apattment of that courteous gentleman, 

He had received i)revious information from Doctor 
Portman regarding Pen, with respect to whose fain|ly, 
fortune, and personal merits the honest Doctor had 
spoken with no small enthusiasm. Indeed Portman 
had described Arthur to the tutor as “a young gentle- 
man of some fortuni* and landed (\state, of one of the 
most ancient famili<‘S in the kingdom, and ])Ossessing 
Hindi a charac^ter and genius as were sure, undcn* 
pi*o])ev guidance, to malu* him a credit to the college and 
the university.” Under such recomnKmdations, the 
tutor was, of courses, most cordial to the young fresh- 
man and his guardian, invited the latter to dine in 
hall, wherc^ he would have the satisfaction of seeing 
his nephew wear his gown and eat his dinner for the 
first tinn*, and recpiested the pair to take wine at his 
rooms after hall, and in conseipunice of the highly 
favorable report he had received of Mr. Arthur 
Pendenuis, said, In* should b(* ha])py to give him the 
best set of rooms t.o be had in colh‘ge — a gentleman- 
pensioner's set, indeed, whieh were just luckily va- 
cant. '^Vhen a, Uolh‘g<^ Magnate takes the trouble to 
be polite, there is no man more splendidly courteous. 
lmnierst*d in their books, and excluded from the 
world by the gravity of their occupations, these 
reverend men assume a solemn magnificence of com- 
pliment in which they rustle and swell as in their 
grand roln's of state. Those silks and brocades are 
not put on for all isomers or every day. 

When the two gentlemt*n had taken leave of the 
tutor in his study, and hail returned to Mr. Buck’s 
ante-room, or lecture-room, a very handsome apart- 
ment, turkey carpeted, and hung with excellent prints 
and richly framed pictures, they found the tutor's 
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sen’unt already in waiting there, accompanied by a 
man with a bag fall of caps and a number of gowns, 
from which Pen might select a cap and gown for him- 
self, and the servant, no doubt, would get a com- 
mission proportionable to the service done by him. 
Mr. Pen was all in a tremor of pleasure as the bus- 
tling fciilor tried on a gown, and pronounced that it 
was an excellent tit ; and then he put the pretty col- 
lege cap on, in rather a dandified maiiiier, and some- 
what on OIK* side, as he had seen Fiddiconibe, the 
youngest master at Grey Friars, wear it. And he 
inspected the entire costume with a great deal of 
satisfaction in one of the great gilt mirrors which 
ornamented Mr. Buck^s lecture-room : for some of 
these C()lleg(* divines are no more above looking-glasses 
than a lady is, and look to the set of tludr gowns and 
(‘aps (piite as anxiously as folks do of the lovelier 
sex. 

Then Davis, the skip or attendant, led the way, 
kevs in hand, jicross the tpiadrangh*, tlu^ Major and 
Ten following him, tht^ latter blushing, and jihiased 
with his new aeadeinieal habiliments, across the 
(juadrangle to the rooms which were d<‘stined for the 
freshman; nnd which were vacated by the retreat of 
the gentleinan-j)ensioner, Mr. Sj)ieer. The rooms 
were very comfortable, ivith large cross beams, high 
wainscots, and small windows in deep embrasures. 
Mr. SpieePs furniture wiis there, and to be sold at a 
valuation, and Major I^endennis agreed on his n(‘ph- 
ew’s behalf to take the available ]>art of it, laughingly 
however declining (as, indeed, Pen did for his own 
part) six sporting prints, and four groups of ojiera- 
dancers with gauze draperies, which formed the late 
occupant’s pictorial collection. 

Then they went to hall, where Pen sat down and 
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ate his commons with his brother freshmen^ and the 
Major took his place at the high-table along with the 
college dignitaries and other fathers or guardians of 
youth, who had come up with their sons to Oxbridge ; 
and after all they went to Mr. Buck’s to take wine ; 
and after wine to chapel, where the Major sat with 
great gravity in the upper place, having a fine view 
of the Master in his carved throne or stall under the 
organ-loft, where that gentleman, the learned Doctor 
Donne, sat magnificent, with his great prayer-book 
liefore him, an image of statuesque piety and rigid 
devotion. All the young fr<;shin(m behaved with 
gravity and decorum, but Pen was shocked to see that 
atrocious little Foker, who eaine in very late, and half 
a dozen of his comrades in the gentleinen-pensioners’ 
seats, giggling and talking as if they had been in so 
many stalls at the Opera. 

Pen (!ould hardly sleep at night in his bedroom at 
the Trencher: so anxious was he to begin his college 
life, and to get into his own a]uirtmeiits. What did 
he think about, as he lay tossing and awake ? Was 
it about his mother at home; the pious soul whose 
life was bound u[) in his? Yes, let us hope he 
thought of her a little. Was it about Miss Fotherin- 
gay, and his eternal jiassion, which ha.d kept him 
awake so many nights, and created such wretchedness 
and sueli longing ? He liad a trick of blushing, and 
if you had been in the room, and the caudle had not 
been out, you might have seen the youth’s counte- 
nance rt‘dden more than once, as he broke out into 
])as8U)nate im;oherent exclamations regarding that 
luckless event of his life. His uncle’s lessons had 
not lx‘en thrown away iq)on him ; the mist of passion 
had passed from his eyes now, and he saw her as she 
was. To think that he, Pendennis, had been enslaved 
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by such a woman, and then jilted by her ! that he 
should have stooped so low, to be trampled on in the 
mire ! that there was a time in his life, and that but 
a few months back, when he was willing to take 
Costigan for his father-in-law! — 

“ Poor old Smirke ! ” Pen presently laughed out — 
“ well, I ^11 write and try and c nsole the poor old 
Ix^y. He won^t die of his passion, ha, ha ! ” The 
!Major, had he been awake, might have heard a score 
of such ejaculations uttered by Pen as he lay awake 
and restless through the first night of his residence at 
Oxbridge. 

It would, perhaps, have been better for a youth, the 
battle of whose life was going to begin on the mor- 
row, to have passed the eve in a different sort of 
vigil : but tin* world had got hold of J\ui in the slia])e 
of his selfish old M(*utor • and those who have any 
interest in his eliaraeter, must have perceived ere 
now, that tins lad was very weak as well as very im- 
jx'tuoiis, very vain as well as very frank, and if of a 
g<'n(*rous disposition, not a little selfisli, in the midst 
of his profuseiK’ss, and also rather tiekh‘, as all eager 
pursuers of self-gratification are. « 

The six-months’ passion liad aged liim very consid- 
erably. Tliere was an immense gulf between Pen the 
victim of love, and l*en the innocent boy of eiglitcen, 
sighing after it : and so Arthur Pendemiis had all 
the ex}>erience and superiority, besides that com- 
mand which afterwards conceit and imperiousness of 
disj)()sition gave liiin over the young men with whom 
he now began to live. 

He and his uncle passed the morning with great 
satisfaction in making purchases for tlie better com- 
fort of the apartments which the lad was about to 
occupy. Mr. Spicer’s china and glass were in a 
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dreadfully dismantled condition, his lamps smashed, 
and ^is book-cases by no means so spacious as those 
shelves which would be requisite to receive the con- 
tents of the boxes which were lying in the hall at 
Fairoaks, and which were ivddressed to Arthur in the 
hand of poor Helen. 

The boxes arrived in a few days, that his mother 
had packed with so much care. Pen was touched as 
he read the superscriptions in the dear well-known 
hand, and he arranged in their ])roj)er places all the 
books, his old friends, and all the linen and tabh*- 
cloths which Helen had seleet(‘d from the %milv 
stock, and all the jam-pots which little Laura had 
bound in straw, and the hundred simple gifts of 
home. 
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PENDENJfIS OF BONIFACE. 

Our friend Pen was not sorry when his Mentor 
took leave ol the young gentleman on the second day 
after the arrival of the pair in Oxbridge, and we may 
be sure that the Major on his part was very glad to 
have discharged his duty, and to have the duty over. 
More than three months of jirecious time had tliat 
martyr of a Major given up to his nephew — Was 
ever selfish man called upon to make a greater sacri- 
fice ? Do you know many men or Majors who would 
fio as much ? A man will lay down his head, or peril 
his life for his honor, but let us be shy how we ask 
him to give up his ease or his heart’s desire. Very' 
few of us can bear tiiat trial. Let us give the Major 
due credit for his conduct during the past quarter, 
and own that he lias quite a right to be jil eased at 
Ketting a holiday. Foker and Pen saw him off in the 
<*oa(‘h, and the former youth gave particular orders to 
the coachman to take care of that gentleman inside. 
It jdeased the elder Pendennis to have his ncqdiew in 
tin* coiiqiany of a young fellow who would introduce 
him to the best set of the university. The Major 
rushed off to London and thence to Cheltenham, from 
which watering-place he descended upon some neigli* 
Ixiring great houses, whereof the families were not 
gone abroad, and where good shooting and company 
were to he had. 



MNDENNIS. 


£36 

We are not about to go through young Pen’s acadeni' 
ical career very minutely. Alas, the life of such boys 
does not bear telling altogether. I wish it did. I ask 
you, does yours ? As long as what we call our honor 
is clear, I suj)pose your mind is pretty easy. Women 
are pure, but not mem Women are unselfish, but not 
men. And I would not wish to say of poor Arthur 
Pendeniiis that he was worse than his neighbors, only 
that his neighbors are bad for the most part. Let 
us have the candor to own as much at least. Can 
you point out ten spotless men of your acquaintance ? 
Mine is pretty large, but I can’t find ten saints in the 
list. 

During the first term of Mr. Pen’s university 
life, he attended classical and mathematical lectures 
with tolerable assiduity ; but discovering before very 
long time that he had little taste or genius for the 
pursuing of the exai't sciences, and being perhaps 
rather annoyed that one or two very vulgar young 
men, who did not even use straps to their trousers 
so as to cov(*r the abominably thick and coarse shoes 
and st<K*kings which they wore, beat him comjiletely 
in th(* lecture-room, he gave up his attendance at that 
course, and announced to his fond parent that he pro- 
})osed to d(‘vote liimstdf exclusively to the cultivation 
of Gr(‘('k and Poman Literature. 

Mrs. IVndennis was, for her part, quite satisfied 
that lier darling boy should pursue that branch of 
♦ learning for which he had the greatest inclination ; 
and (/dy besought him not to ruin his health by too 
much study, for she luid heard the most melaticholy 
stories of young students who, by over fatigue, « had 
brought on brain-fevers and perished untimely in the 
midst of their university career. And Pen’s health, 
which was always delicate, was to be regarded, as she 
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Justly said, beyond all considerations or vain honors. 
Pen, although not Aware of any lurking disease which 
was likely to .endanger his life, yet kindly i)romlsod 
Ins mamma not to sit up reading too late of nights, and 
stuck to his word in this respect with a great deal 
more tenacity of resolution than he exhibited Upon 
some other occasions, when perhr ps he was a little 
remiss. 

Presently he began too to find that he learned little 
good in the classical lecture. His fellow-students 
tliere were too dull, as in mathematics they were too 
li'iiriied for him. Mr. Buck, the tutor, was no better 
a scliolar than many a fifth-form boy at Grey Friars ; 
miglit have some stupid humdrum notions about the 
iu<*tre and grammatical construction of a passage of 
i1^s(*liylu8 or Aristo])hanes, but had no more notion of 
the poetry than Mrs. Binge, his bed-maker ; and Pen 
grew weary of hearing the dull students and tutor 
blunder thi’ough a few lines of a play, which he could 
read in a tenth part of the time which they gave to 
it. After all, private r(‘ading, as he began to i)erceive, 
was the only study which was really profitable to a 
man; and he announced to his mamma that he should 
read by himself a great deal more, and in public a 
great deal h^ss. That ex<iellent woman knew no more 
al)oiit Homer than she did about Algebra, but she was 
quite contented with Pen’s arrangements regarding his 
<*onrse of studies, and felt j^erfectly confident that her 
d(*ar hoy would got the place which he merited. • 

P«‘n ilid not (*ome home until after Christmas, a lit- 
th' to tln^ fond mother’s disapj)ointment, and Laura’s, 
Mho* was longing for him to make a fine snow fortifi- 
‘ Jition, such as he had made three winters before. 
Put he was invited to Logwood, Lady Agnes Foker’s, 
where there were private theatricals, and a gay 
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Christmas party of very fine folks, some of •them 
whom Major Pendennis would on no account have his 
nephew neglect. However, he stayed at home for the 
last three weeks of the vacation, and Laura had the 
opportunity of remarking wliat a quantity of fine new 
clothes he brought with him, and his mother admired 
his improved appearance and manly and decided tone, 
He did not come home at Easter ; but when he 
arrived for the long vacation, he brought more smart 
clothes ; appearing in the morning in wonderful 
shooting-ja(‘k(*ts, with remarkable buttons ; and in the 
evening in gorg(‘ous velvet waistcoats, with richly 
embroidered cravats, and curious linen. And as she 
pried about his room, she saw, oh, such a beautiful 
dressing-case, with silver mountings, and a quantity 
of lovely rings and jewelry. And he had a new 
French watch and gold chain, in pla(*e of the big old 
chronometer, with its bunch of jingling seals, w^hich 
had hung from the fob of John Pendennis, and by the 
second-hand of which the defunct doctor had felt 
many a ])ati(mt’s pulse in liis time. It was but a few 
months back IVn had long(‘d for this watch, which he 
thought the most sjdendid and august time-piece in 
the w'orld ; and just befon^ he went to college, Helen 
had taken it out of her trinket-box (where it had re- 
mained unwound since the death of her husband) and 
given it to l^Ml with a solemn and appropriate little 
speech resjiecrting his father’s virtues and the proper 
use of time. This portly and valuable chronometf*r 
Pen now j)ronoun(*ed to be out of date, and indeed, 
made some' coiiijjarisons bi‘tween it and a warming- 
pan, which Laura thought disrespectful, and ha left 
the watch in a drawer, in the company of soiled prim- 
rose glov(*s, cravats wliich had gone out of favor, and 
of that other school wat<*h which has once before been 
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mentioned in this history. Our old friend, Rebecca, 
Pen pronounced to be no longer up to his weight, and 
swapped her away for another and more powerful 
horse, for which he had to pay rather a heavy figure. 
Mrs. Perdennis gave the boy the money for the new 
liorse; and Laura cried when Rebecca was fetched 
away. 

Also Pen brought a large box of cigars branded 
Cohradoji, Afranresados, Telescoptos^ Fudson Oxford 
Street, or by some such strange titles, and began to 
consume these not only .about the stables and green- 
houses, where they were very good for Helen’s plants, 
hut in his own study, — whicdi practice his mother did 
not at first api)rove. Ihit he was at work upon a 
j»rizt*-poem, he said, and could not comj)Ose without 
his (‘igar, and quoted the late lamented Lord Byron’s 
lim*s in favoi of tlie custom of smoking. As he was 
smoking to siudi good ])urpose, his motluu’ could not 
of course refuse ])(*rmission * in d’act, the good soul 
coming into the room one day in the midst of lien’s 
labors (he was (ionsuHing a novel whi(di had recently 
app«*ared, for the (udtivation of the light literature of 
his own country as well as of foreign nations became 
every stud( nt) — Helen, we say, coming into the 
room and tinding Pen on the sofa at this work, rather 
than disturb him went for a light-box .and his cigar- 
ease to Ids bedroom whi(di was adjacent, .and actually 
put the cigar into his mouth and lighted the match at 
'\hich he kindhal it. IVn laughed, .and kissed his 
moth<u'’s hand as it hung fondly over the Uack of the 
sofa. ‘‘Dear old mother,” he said, ‘‘if I v'crc to t(dl 
you to burn the liouse down, I think you would do it.” 
And it is very likely that Air. l*en was right, and that 
the foolish woman would have done almost as much 
for him ;vs he said. 
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Besides the works of English light literature^ 
which this diligent student devoured, he brought down 
^boxes of the light literature of the neighboring coun- 
try of Prance : into the leaves of which when Helen 
dipped, she read such things as caused her to open 
her eyes with wonder. But Pen showed her that it 
was not he who made the books, though it was abso- 
lutely necessary that he should keep up his French 
by an acquaintancie with the most celebrated writers 
of the day, and that it was as clearly his duty to read 
the eminent Paul de Kock, as to study Swift or 
Moli^jre. And Mrs. Pendeniiis yielded with a sigh 
of perplexity. But Miss Laura was warned off the 
books, both by his anxious mother, and that rigid 
moralist Mr. Arthur Pendennis himself, who, however 
he might be called upon to study every branch of lit- 
erature in order to form his mind and to perfect his 
style, would by no means prescribe such a (course of 
reading to a young lady whoso business in life was 
very different. 

In the (x>urse of this long vacation Mr. Pen drank 
up the bin of clan*t which his father had laid in, and 
of which we have heartl the son remark that there 
was not a headacdie in a hogshead j and this wine 
being exhausted, he wrote for a further supply to 
<*his wine merchants,” Messrs. Binney and Latham of 
Mark Lane, London : from whom, indeed, old Doctor 
Portiuan had re(?ommended l*en to get a sujiply of 
pirt and slu'rry on going to college. You will have, 
no doubt, to entertain your young friends at Boniface 
with wine ))arties,'' the hone.st rector had remarked to 
the lad. ‘^They used to be customary at college in 
my time, and I would advise you to employ an hotmst 
and re8pe(*table lionse in Lomloii for your small stock 
of wine, rather than to have recourse to the Oxbridge 
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tradesmen, whose liquor, if I remember rightly, was 
both deleterious in quality and exorbitant in price/^ 
And the obedient young gentleman took the Doctor’s 
advice, and patronized Messrs. Binney and Latham 
at the rector’s suggestion. 

So when he wrote orders for a stock of wine to be 
sent down to the cellars at Faireaks, he hinted that 
iSIessrs. B. and L. might send in his university ac- 
count for wine at the same time with the Fairoaks 
bill. The ]»oor widow was frightened at the amount. 
But Pen laughed at her old-fashioned views, said that 
t}u‘ bill was moderate, that everybody drank claret 
and Chamjiagne now, and, finally, the widow paid, 
feeding dimly that the exjienses of her household 
were increasing considerably, and that her narrow 
income would scarce suffice to meet them. But they 
were only occasional. Pen merely came home for a 
few weeks at the vacation. Laura and she might 
]mu*h when he was gone. In the brief time he was 
with them ought tli(»y not to make him happy ? 

Arthur’s own allowances were liberal all this time; 
indeed, much more so than those of the sons of far 
more wealthy men. Years before, the thrifty and 
affectionate John Pendennis, whose darling project 
It had ever b(»en to give his son a university educa- 
tioii, and those advantages of which his own father’s 
**xtravagance Imd d<q)rived him, had begun laying by 
a store of money which he called Arthur’s Education 
Fund. Year after year in his book his executors 
found entries of sums vested as A. E. F., and during 
the period subsequent to her husband’s decease, and 
before Pen's entry at college, tlie widow had added 
sundry sums to this fund, so that when Artluir went 
up to Oxbridge it rea<‘hed no inconsiderable amount. 
Let him be liberally allowanced, was Major Penden- 
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nis^s maxim. Let him make his first entree into the 
world as a gentleman, and take his place with men of 
good rank and station ; after giving it to him, it will 
be his own duty to hold it. There is no such bad 
policy as stinting a boy — or putting him on a lower 
allowance than his fellows. Arthur will have to face 
the world and fight for himself presently. Mean- 
while we shall havci jirocured for him good friends, 
gentlemanly habits, and have him well backed and 
well trained against the time when the n^al struggle 
comes. And these* lib(*ral oj)ini()ns the Major prob- 
ably advanced both because they were just, and be- 
cause he was not dealing with Ins own money. 

Thus young Pen. the oidy son of an estated country 
gentleman, with a good allowance, and a gentleman- 
like bearing and p(*rson, looked to be a lad of much 
more eons(*(pit*iic(* than he w^as really ; and was held 
by the ().\luidge autliorities, tradesmen, and under- 
graduates, as quite a young buck and member of the 
aristocracy. His manner was frank, brave, and per- 
haps a little imj)crtinent. as iH'comes a high-sj)irited 
youth. He was perfectly generous and free-handed 
with his money, which seemed jwetty plentiful. He 
loved joviality, and had a good voi(‘e for a song. 
Ihiat-racing liad not risen in Pen's time to the/z/m^r 
which, as we an* giv(*n to understand, it lias since 
attained in the university; and ritling and tandem- 
driving were the fashions of the ingenuous youth. 
Pen rode well to hounds, api>eared in pink, as became 
a young buek, and not partiinilarly extravagant in 
e(iuestrian or any other amusement, yet managed to 
run up a tine hill at Nile's, the livery stable-keeper, 
and in a iinmlM»r of other quarters. In fact, this 
lucky young gentleman had almost every taste to a 
eonsiderable degnn*. He was very fond of liooks of 
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all sorts: Doctor Portman had taught him to like 
rare editions, and his own taste led him to like beau- 
tiful bindings. It was marvellous what tall copies, 
and gilding, and marbling, and blind-tooling, the book- 
sellers rnd binders put upon Pen’s book-shelves. He 
had a very fair taste in matters of art, and a keen 
relish for prints of a high school — none of your 
French Opera Dancers, or tawdry Racing Prints, such 
as had delighted the simple ejv.s of Mr. Spicer, his 
predecessor — but your Stranges and Rembraudt-etch- 
ings, and Wilkies before the letter, with which his 
apartments were furnished presently in the most per- 
fect good taste, as was allowed in the university, 
where this young fellow got no small reputation. We 
have mentioned that he exhibited a (tortain partiality 
for rings, jewelry, and line raiment of all sorts ; and it 
must be owned that Mr. IVn, during his time at the 
university, was rather a dressy man, and loved to 
array himself in splendor. He and his polite friends 
would dress themselves out with as much care in 
order to go and dine at each other’s rooms, as other 
folks would who were going to enslave a mistress. 
They said he used to wear rings over his kid gloves, 
which he always denies; but what follies will not 
youth perpetrate with its own admirahle gravity and 
simplicity ? That he took perfumed baths is a truth ; 
and he used to say that he took them after meeting 
(HM tain men of a very low set in hall. 

In IVn’s second year, when Miss Fotheringay made 
her chief hit in London, and scores of prints were 
published of her. Pen had one of these hung in his 
Iwnlroom, and (*onfided to the men of his set how aw- 
fully, how wildly, how madly, how passionately, he 
had love<l that woman. He showed them in confi- 
dence the verses that he had written to her, and his 
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brow would darken^ his eyes roll, his chest heave with 
emotion as he recalled that fatal period of his life, 
afid described the woes and agonies which he had 
suffered. The verses were copied out, handed about, 
sneered at, admired, passed from coterie to coterie. 
There are few things which elevate a lad in the estima- 
tion of his brother boys, more than to have a character 
for a great and romantic passion. Perhaps there is 
something noble in it at all times — among very young 
men, it is considered heroic — Pen was pronounced a 
tremendous fellow. They said he had almost com- 
mitted suicide : tliat he had fought a duel with a baro- 
net about her. Freshmen pointed him out to each 
other. As at the promenade time at two o’clock he 
swaggered out of college, surrounded by his cronies, 
he was famous to behold. He was elaborately attired. 
He would ogle the ladies who came to lionize the 
university, and passed before him on the arms of 
happy gownsmen, and give his opinion upon their 
personal charms, or their toilets, with the gravity 
of a critic whose exiierienee entitled him to speak 
with authority. Men used to say that they had been 
walking with Peiidennis, and were as pleased to be 
seen in his coinjiany as some of us would be if we 
walked with a duke down Pall Mall. He and the 
Proctor capped ea(!h other as they met, as if they 
were rival ])owers, and the men hardly knew which 
was the gnnittT. 

In fact, in the course of his second year, Arthur Pen- 
dennis had liecome one of the men of fashion in the 
university. Tt is curious to watch that facile admira- 
tion, and simple fidelity of youth. They hang round 
a leaoei : and wonder at him, and love him, and imi- 
tate him. . No generous boy ever lived, I suppose, 
that has not ha<l some wonderment of admiration for 
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another boy ; and Monsieur Pen at Oxbridge had his 
school, his faithful band of friends, and his rivals. 
When the young men heard at the haberdashers’ 
shops that Mr. Pendennis, of 'Boniface, had just or- 
dered a crimson satin cravat, you would see a couple 
of dozen crimson satin cravats in Main Street in the 
course of the week — and Simon, the Jeweller, was 
known to sell no less than two gross of Pendennis 
juiis, from a pattern which the young gentleman had 
selected in his shop. 

Now if any person with an arithmetical turn of 
mind will take the trouble to calculate what a sum of 
money it would cost a young man to indulge freely in 
all the above propensities which we have said Mr. Pen 
poss(»8sed, it will be seen that a young fellow, with 
such lil)eral tastes and amusements, must needs in the 
course of two or thr(»e years spend or owe a very 
handsome sum of money. We have said our friend 
J*en had not a calculating turn. No one propensity 
of his was outrageously extravagant: and.it is certain 
that Padilington’s tailor’s account ; Guttlebury’s cook’s 
bill for dinners ; Dilley Tandy’s bill with P’inn, the 
jjriiit-seller, for liaphael-Morghens, and Landseer 
jiroofs, and Wormall’s dealings with Parkton, the 
great bookseller, for Aldine editions, black-lt‘tter 
folios, and richly illuminated Missals of the XVf. 
(Jentary ; and Snaffle’s or Foker’s score with Nile the 
horse^ealer, were, each and all of them, incomparably 
greater than. any little bills which Mr, Pen might run 
up with the above-mentioned tradesmen. Put Pen- 
dtuinis of Boniface had the advantage over all these 
young gentlemen, his friends and associates, of a 
universality of taste : and whereas young Lord Pad- 
dington did not care two-pence for the most ])eautiful 
print, or to look into any gilt frame that had not a 
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mirror within it; and Guttlebury did not mind in the 
least bow be was dressed, and had an aversion for 
horse exercise, nay a terror of it ; and Snaffle never 
read any printed works but the Racing Calendar,^’ 
or ** Bell’s Life,” or cared for any manuscript except 
his greasy little scrawl of a betting-book : our catho- 
lic-minded young friend occupied himself in every one 
of the branches of science or pleasure above-mentioned, 
and distinguished himself tolerably in each. 

Hence young Pen got a prodigious reputation in 
the university, and was hailed as a sort of Cnchton ; 
and as for the English verse })rize, in comj>etition for 
wliicdi we have seen him busily (mgaged at Fairoaks, 
dones of Jesus carried it that year e(*rtainly, but the 
undergrad luites thought Pen's a much finer poem, and 
he had his vcu'ses printed at his own expense, and 
distributed in gilt moroc-co covers amongst his ac- 
<iuaintanc.e. T found a copy of it lately in a dusty 
corner of Mr. P(‘n’s book-cas(\s, and have it before me 
this minute, bound up in a collection of old Oxbridge 
tracts, university statutes, ]»rize-poems by successful 
and unsuccessful candidates, declamations recited in 
the college chaini, s])eeches delivered at the Union 
Debating Society, and inscribed by Arthur with his 
name and college, Ptunlennis — P»oniface; or presented 
to him by his ailectionate friend Tliompson or Jack- 
son, tlie author. How strange the e])igraphs look in 
those half-b<»vish hands, and what a thrill the sight of 
the docuimmts giv(\s one after the lapse of a few lus- 
tres! How fate, since that time, has removed some, 
estranged otluu’s, dealt awfully with all. Many a 
hand is cohl tbat wrote those kindly memorials, and 
that we pressed in the confident and generous grasp 
of youthful friendshij), AVhat passions our friend- 
shi]m were in tliose old days, how artless and void of 
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doubt ! How the arm you were never tired of having? 
linked in yours under the fair college avenues or by 
the river side, where it washes Magdalen Gardens, 
or Christ Church Meadows, or winds by Trinity and 
Kings, was withdrawn of necessity, when you entered 
presently the world, and each parted to push and 
struggle for himself through th ^ great mob on the 
way through life ! Are we the same men now that 
wrote those inscriptions — that read those poems 7 
that delivered or heard those essays and spe^cdies so 
simple, so ])omjjous, so ludicrously solemn ; parodied 
so artlessly from books, and s[)okeu with smug chubby 
faces, and such an admirable aping of wisdom and 
gravity ? Here is the book before me : it is scarcely 
fifteen years old. Here is Jack moaning with despair 
and Byronic misanthrophy, whose career at the uni- 
versity was one of unmixed milk-punch. Here is 
Tom’s daring Essay in defence of suicide and* of 
re])ublicanisni in general, apropos of the death of Ro- 
land and the Girondins — Tom’s, who wears the 
starchest tie in all the diocese, and would go to 
Smithfield rather than eat a beefsteak on a Friday 

in Lent. Here is Bob, of the Circuit, who has 

made a fortune in Railroad Committees, — bellowing 
out with Tailored and Godfrey, On to the breach, ye 
soldiers of the cross. Scale the red wall and swim the 
choking foss. Ye dauntless archers, twang your cross- 
bows well ; on, bill and battle-axe and mangonel ! Ply 
battering-ram and hurtling catapult, Jerusalem is ours 
— id Dem vultP After which comes a mellifluous 
description of the gardens of Sharon and the maids 
of Salem, and a pro])hecy that roses shall deck the 
entire country of Syria, and a speedy reign of peace 
lie established — all in undeniably decasyllabic lines, 
and the queerest aping of sense and sentiment -and 
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poetry. And there are Essays and Poems along with 
these grave parodies, and boyish exercises (which are 
ht once frank and false, and so mirthful, yet, some- 
how, so mournful), by youthful hands, that shall never 
write more. Fate has interposed darkly, and the 
young voices are silent, and the (‘ager brains have 
ceased to work. This one had genius and a great 
descent, and seemed to lie destined for honors which 
now are of little worth to him : that liad virtue, learn- 
ing, genius — every faculty and endowment W'hich 
might secure love, admiration, and worldl}" fame : an 
obscmre and solitary cliurchyard contains the grave 
of many fond hopes, and the pathetic stone which 
bids them farewell. I saw the sun shining on it in 
the fall of last y(*ar, and heard the sweet village choir 
raising antlnuns round aliout. What boots whether it 
be Westminster or a little country spire which covers 
your ashes, tir if, a lew days sooner or later, the world 
forgets you 

Amidst theH(» friends tlien, and a host more, Pen 
passed more tlian two brilliant and lia]>i)y years of his 
life. He had Ids fill of pleasure and popularity. No 
dinner or supper ])arty was complete witliout him ; and 
Pen’s jovial wit, and Pen’s songs, and dashing courage, 
and frank and manly lK*ariiig, charmed all the under- 
gra<luates. Tlioiigh lie lieeame the favorite and leader 
of young imui wlio were miicl^ his superiors in wealth 
and station, he was much too generous to endeavor to 
])ropitiat(' tliem by any im*anness or (‘ringing on Ids 
oAvn part, and would not negh^it the humblest man 
of Ids acquaintance in order to curry favor with t)ie 
richest young grandee in tin* university. His name is 
still reniemlM»rfMl at tin* Union Debating Club, as one 
of the brilliant orators of his day. By the way, from 
having Wen an ardent Tory in his Freshman’s year, 
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hid principles took a sudden turn afterwards, and he 
became a liberal of the most violent order. He vowed 
himself a Dantonist, and asserted that Louis the Six- 
teenth was served right. And as for Charles the 
First, he vowed that he would chop off that monarch’s 
head with his own right hand were he then in the 
room at the Union Debating Club, and had Cromwell 
no other executioner for the traitor. He and Lord 
Magnus Charters, the Marquis of Runnymede’s son, 
lK*fore mentioned, were the moi^t truculent republicans 
of their day. 

There are reputations of this sort made quite inde- 
]>end(*nt of the collegiate hierarchy, in the republic of 
gownsmen. A man may be famous in the Honor-lists 
and entirely unknown to the undergraduates: who 
t‘h‘ct kings and (diieftains of their own, whom they 
admire and obey, as negro-gangs have private black 
sovereigns in their own body, to whom they pay. an 
f)ccult obedience, besides that which they publicly pro- 
fess for their owners and drivers. Among the young 
OIK'S Pen became famous and jiopuhir : not that he did 
niiicli, but there was a general determination that he 
could do a great deal if he chose. ‘‘Ah, if Pendennis 
of Boniface would but try,” the men said, “ he might 
do anything.” He was backed for the Greek Ode won 
by Smith of Trinity j everybody was sure he would 
Jiave the Latin hexameter prize which Brown of St. 
dolin’s, however, carried off, and in this way one uni- 
versity honor after another was lost by him, until, 
after two or three failures, Mr. Pen ceased to com- 
l»*te. But he got a declamation prize in his own col- 
lege, and brought homo to his mother and Laura at 
i'airoaks a set of prize-lxmks begilt with the college 
arms, and so big, well-lx)und, and magnificent, that these 
ladii's thought there had been no such prize ever given 
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m a college before as this of Pen’s, and that he had 
won the very largest honor which Oxbridge was capa- 
ble of awarding. 

As vacation after vacation and term after term 
passed away witliout the desired news that Pen had 
sat for any scholarship or won any honor, Doctor 
Portinan grew mightily gloomy in his behavior to- 
wards Arthur, and ado])ted a sulky grandeur of de- 
portment towards him, which the lad returned by a 
similar haughtiness. ' One vacation he did not call 
upon the Doctor at all, much to his mother’s annoy- 
ance, who thought that it was a privilege to enter the 
Rectory-house at Clavering, and listened to Dr. Port- 
man’s antique jok(*s and stones, though ever so often 
repeated, with unfailing veneration. 1 cannot stand 
the Do(;tor\s jiatronizing air,” }*en said. “ He ’s too 
kind to me, a great deal too fatherly. I have seen in 
the world better nuui than him, and I am not going to 
bore myself by listening to his dull old stories.” 
The tacit feud iK’tween J*en and the Doctor made the 
widow nervous, so that she too avoided Portman, and 
was afraul to go to the Rectory when Arthur was at 
home. 

One Sunday in the last long vacation, the wretched 
boy pushed his rebellious sjiirit so far as not to go to 
church, and he was seen at the gate of the Chivering 
Arms smoking a cigar, in the face of the congregation 
as it issued from St. Mary's. There was an awful 
sensation in the village society, Piu'tman pro])hesied 
J\*u's ruin aftiH* that, and groaned in spirit over the 
rebidlious young prodigal. 

So did Hehm tremble in h(*r heart, and little Laura 
— Laura had grown to be a tine young stripling by 
this time, graceful and fair, clinging round Helen 
and worshipping her, with a passionate affection. 
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Both of these women felt that their boy was changed. 
He was no longer the artless Pen of old days, so 
brave, so artless, so impetiious, and tender. His fnce 
looked careworn and haggard, his voice had a deeper 
sound, and tones more sarcastic. Care seemed to be 
pursuing him ; but he only laughed when his mother 
questioned him, and parried her f.axious queries with 
some scornful jest. Nor did he spend much of his 
vacations at home ; he wtmt on visits to one great 
friend or another, and scared the quiet pair at Fair- 
oaks by stories of great houses wdiither he had been 
iiuited, and by talking of lords without their titles. 

Honest Harry Foker, who had been the means of 
introducing Arthur Pendennis to that set of young 
men at the university, from whose society and con- 
nections Arthur’s unc*l(» expe(d(Mi that the lad would 
get so mu(‘h bmefit : who had called for Arthur’s first 
song at his first su]f[)er-party ; and who had presented 
liini at the Barmecide Club, where none but the very 
best men of Oxbridge were admitted (it consisted 
in Petrs time of six noblemen, eight gentlemen-pen- 
sioners, and twelve of the most select commoners of the 
tiniversit} soon found himself left far behind by the 
young freshman in the fashionable world of Oxbridge, 
and being a generous and worthy fellow, without a 
spark of envy in liis coiujjositioii, was exceedingly 
pleased at the success of his young protege^ and ad- 
mired Pen quite as much as any of the oth(*r youth did. 
It was he who followed Pen now, and (quoted his say- 
ings; learned his songs, and retailed them at minor 
supp(*r-parties, and was never weary of liearing them 
Ivom the gifted young poet’s own mouth — for a good 
‘leal of the time whieli Mr. IVn miglit have employed 
much more advantageously in tlie pursuit of the regu- 
lar seholastic studies, was given up to the coinj>ositio,n 
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of seenlar ballads, which he sang about at parties ac* 
oordSng to university wont. 

% It had been as well for Arthur if the honest Fokor 
had remained for some time at college, for, with all 
his vivacity, he was a prudent young man, and often 
curl>ed Fen’s propensity to extravagance : but Foker’s 
collegiate career did not last very long after Arthur’s 
entrance at Boniface. Repeated differences with the 
university authorities caused Mr. Foker to quit Ox- 
bridge in an untimely manner. He would persist in at- 
tending races on the neighboring Hungorford Heath, in 
spite of the injunctions of his academic superiors. He 
never could be got to frequent the chapel of the col- 
lege with that regularity of piety which Alma Mater 
demands from her children; tandems, which are 
al)om illations in the eyes of the heads and tutors, 
were Foker’s grejitest delight, and so reckless was his 
driving and frequent the accddents and upsets out of 
liis drag, that F(*n called taking a drive with him tak- 
ing the “ Diversions of Furley ; ” finally, having a din- 
iier^iarty at his rooms to entertain some friends from 
London, nothing would satisfy Mr. Foker but paint- 
ing Mr. Buck’s door vermilion, in which freak he was 
caught by the proctor; and although young Black 
Strap, the celebrated negro-lighter, who was one of 
Mr. Foker's distinguished guests, and was holding 
the can of jmint while the young artist operated on 
the door, knocked down two of the ptoctor’s attend- 
ants and ])er formed prodigies of vahir, yet these feats 
rather injured than .served Foker, whom the proctor 
knew very wcdl and who was taken with the bnish in 
his liand, summarily convened and sent down from 
the university. 

The tutor wrote a very kind and feeling letter to 
Lady Agnes on the siibji'ct, stating that everylxidy 
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was fond of the youth ; that he never meant harm to 
any mortal creature ; that he for his own part would 
have been delighted to pardon the harmless little 
boyish frolic, had not its unhappy publicity rendered 
it impossible to look the freak over, and breathing 
the most fervent wishes for the young fellow's wel- 
fare — wishes no doubt sincere, for Foker, as we 
know, came of a noble family on his motlier’s side, 
and on the other was heir to a great number of thou- 
sand pounds a-year. 

‘^Tt don’t matter," said Foker, talking over the 
matter with Pen, — ‘^a little sooner or a little later, 
what is the odds ? I should have been plucked for 
my little go again, I know I should — that Latin I 
cannot screw into my head, and my mamma’s anguish 
would have broken out next term. The Governor 
will blow like an old grampus, I know he will, — 
w(‘ll, we must stop till he gets his wind again. I 
shall probably go abroml and improve my mind with 
foreign travel. Yes, parl^ voo^s the ticket. It’ly, 
and that sort of thing. 1 ’ll go to Ihiris, and l|parn 
to. (lance and C()mj)lete my education. But it’s not 
me I ’m anxiiais about. Pen. As long as peojde 
drink beer I don’t care, — it’s about you I ’m doubt- 
ful, my boy. You’re going too fast, and can’t keep 
uj) the pace, 1 tell you. It ’s not the lifty you owe 
me, — pay it or not when you like, — but it ’s the 
ev(‘ry-day pace, and I tell you it will kill you. 

^ You’re livin’ as if there was no end to the money in 
the stockin’ at home. You ought n’t to give diinu^rs, 
you ought to eat ’em. Fellows are glad to have you. 

oughtn’t to ow^e horse bills, you ought to ride 
other chaps’ nags. You know no more alioiit bet- 
ting than I do about algebra: the chaps will win your 
iu()n(»y as sure as you sport it. Hang me if you are 
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at everything. I saw ym si* down *0 
last week at Trumpington’s, and taking your 
Dini with the bones after liingwood’s supper. They 11 
beat you at it, Fen, xny boy, even if they play on the 
square, which I don’t say they don’t, nor which I 
don’t say they do, mind. But 1 won’t play with ’em. 
You’re no match for ’em. You ain’t up to their 
weight. It ’s like little Black Strap standing up to 
Tom Spring, — the Black ’s a pretty fighter, but. Law 
bless you, his arm ain’t long enough to touch Tom, 
— and I tell you, you ’re going it with fellers be- 
yond your wcjight. Look here — If you ’ll promise 
me never to het nor touch a box nor a card, I’ll 
let you off the two ponies.” 

But Fen, laughingly, saitl, that though it was n’t 
convenient to him to })ay the two ponies at that 
moment, he by no means wished to be let off any 
just debts he owed ; ” and he and Foker parted, not 
without many dark forebodings on the latter’s part 
with regard to his friend, who Harry thought was 
training speedily on the road to ruin. 

One must do at Rome as Rome does,” Fen said, 
in a dandifit'd manner, jingling some sovereigns in 
his waistcoat iKuket. “ A little cpiiet play at icarte 
can’t hurt a man who plays pretty well — I came 
away fourteen sovereigns richer from Ringwood’s 
aup|>er, and, gad! I wanted the money.” — And he 
w^ked off, atVr luiving taken leave of iyoot Foker, 
who went away without any beat of dnim, or offer 
tc» drive the coach out of Oxbridge, to superintend a 
little dinner wkich he was going to give at his own 
rooms in Boniface, about which dinners, the cook of 
the college, who had a great resi>ect for Mr. Fen- 
deunis, always took especial pains for his young 
bivofita 
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So ift Pen^s second year Major Pendennis paid a 
brief visit to his nephew, ancf was introduced to sev- 
eral of Pen’s university friends — the gentle and polite 
Lord Plinlimmon, the gallant and open-hearted Mag- 
nus Charters, the sly and witty Harland ; the intrepid 
Ringwood, who was called Rupert in the Union De- 
bating Club, from his opinions and the bravery of 
his blunders ; Broadbent, styled BareUppes Broadbent 
from the republican nature of his opinions (he was of 
a dissenting family from Bristol, and a perfect Boan- 
ei‘g«‘S of debate) ; and Bloundell-Blouudell, whom Mr. 
Pen entertained at a dinner whereof his uncle was th0 
chief guest. 

The Major said, ‘^Pen, my boy, your dinner went 
off a merreille : you did the honors very nicely — you 
carved W(dl — I am glad yon learned to carve — it is 
done on the side-board now in most good houses, but 
is still an important point, and may aid you in mid- 
dle-life — young Lord Plinlimmon is a very amiable 
young man, quite the image of his dear mother 
(whom I knew as Lady Aquila Browiibill) ; and Lord 
Magnus’s republicanism will wear off — it sits prettily 
enough on a young patrician in early life, though 
nothing is so loathsome among jiersons of our rank— 
Mr. Broadbent seems to have much eloquence and 
considerable reading; your friend Foker is always 
delightful; but your acquaintance, Mr. Bloundlp^ 
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struck me as in all respects a most ineligible young 
man.”^ 

“Bless my soul, sir, Bloundell-Bloundell ! ” cried 
Pen, laughing : “ why, sir, he ’s the most popular 

man of the university. He was in the Dragoons 

before he came up. We elected him of the Barnio- 
cides the first week he came up — had a special 
meeting on pnr|)ose — he’s of an excellent family — 
Suffolk Bloundells, descended from Tiichard’s Blondel, 
bear a liarp in chi(‘f — and motto 0 Morig Roy.” 

“ A. man may have a very good coat of arms, and be 
a tig<»r, tiiy boy,” the ^lajor said, chipping his egg ; 
“ that man is a tiger, mark my word — a low man. 
I will lay a wager that he left his regiment, which 
was a good one (for a more respectable man than my 
friend, Lord Martingale, never sat in a saddle), in 
bad odor. There is the unmistakable look of slang 
and bad habits about this Mr. Bloundell. He fre- 
quents low gambling-houses and billiard hells, sir — 
tie haunts third-rate clubs — J know he does. I know 
by his style. 1 nevi'r was mistaken in my man yet. 
Did you remark the quantity of rings and jewelry 
he wore ? That person has Scami) written op his 
countemnice, if any man ever had. Mark my words 
and avoid him. Let us turn the conversation. The 
dinner was a leetle too fine, but I don’t object to your 
making a f(*w extra fra Is wdien you receive friends. 
Of course you doi\’t do it often, and only those whom 
it lA your int(*rcst to fefer. The cutlets were excel- 
lent, and the souffle uncommonly light and good. 
The third iKittle of Champagne was not necessary ; 
but you have a good inconu*, and as long as you keep 
within it, I shall not quarrel with you, my dear 
iKiy.” 

Poor Pen ! tUe worthy uncle little knew how often 
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those dinners took place, while the reckless young 
Amphitryon delighted to show his hospitality and 
skill in gourmandise. There is no art about which 
boys are more anxious to have an air of knowingness. 
A taste nnd knowledge of wines and cookery appears 
to them to be the sign of an accomplished roue and 
manly gentleman. Pen, in his 'character of Admi- 
rable Cri(diton, thought it necessary to be a great judge 
and practitioner of dinners; we hiive just said how 
th(» college cook respected him, and shall soon have 
to de})lore that that worthy man so blindly trusted 
our Pen. In the tliird year of the lad’s residence at 
Oxbridge, his staircase was by no means encumbered 
u ith dish-covers and desserts, and waiters carrying in 
dislies, and skips opening iced Champagne ; crowds of 
dilTerent sorts of attmidants, with |^ces sulky or 
])it(H)U8, hung about the outer oak, and assailed the 
unfortunate lad as he issued out of his den. 

Nor did his guardian’s advice take any effect, or 
indiK't* Mr. Pen to avoid the society of the disrepu- 
tabh* Mr. Bloundtdl. 

The young magnatt\s of the neighboring great Col- 
l'*ge of St. George’s, who regarded l^en, and in whose 
s(H‘iety he lived, were not taken in by Bloundell’s 
flashy graces, and rakish airs of fashion. Broadbent 
(*alled him Ca])tain Macheath, and said he would live 
to 1)6 hang(*d. Foker, during his brief stay at the 
university witli Mmdieath, with cliaracteristie caution, 
declined to say anything in the Captain’s disfavor, 
hut hinted to I’en that he liad better have him for a 
partner at whist than play against him, and better 
back liim at vnuie tlian bet on tlie other side. You 
sec*, he plays l>etter than you do. Pen,” was the astute 
young gentleman’s remark : ‘‘ he plays uneommon 
Well, the Captain does; — and Pen, I would n’t take 
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the odds too freely from him, if I was you. I don’t 
think he’s too flush of money, the Captain ain’t.” 
But beyond these dark suggestions and generalities, 
the cautious Foker could not be got to speak. 

Not that his advice would have had more weight 
with a headstrong young man, than advice commonly 
has with a lad who is determined on pursuing his own 
way. Ven’s appetite for jdeasure was insatiable, and 
he rushed at it wlierever it prescMited itself, with an 
eagerness which besjmke his ti(‘ry constitution and 
youthful health. He called taking pleasure “seeing 
life,” and (piot(Ml well-known niaxiins from Terence, 
from Horace, from Shakspeart*, to show that one 
should do all that might b*M‘om(‘ a man. He bade 
fair to be utterly used u}) and a roue, in a few years, if 
he were to cjontinue at the pace at whiidi lie was going. 

Om^ night after a sui>per-))arty in college, at winch 
Pen and Macheath liad b(*en jire.sent, and at which a 
little (juiet rhifft-et-un had been played, as the men 
had taken their caps and were going away, after no 
great losses or winnings on any .side, Mr. Hloundell 
playfully took iij) a gremi wine-glass from the supper- 
table, which had been de.stined to contain iced cuj), 
but into whicli he insert(*d something still niore^ per- 
nicious, namely a ])air of diet*, which the gentleman 
took out of his waisti'oat pocjket, and put into the 
glass. Then giving the glass a graceful wave 
which showed that his hand was (piite exj)errenced 
in the throwing of dice, he called seven's the main, 
and whisking the ivory cube.s gently on the table, 
swept them up lightly again from the cloth, and re- 
peated this process two (»r three times. The other 
men looked on, Ihui, of course, among the number, 
who had m^ver used the dice as } (‘t, t‘xcept to play a 
liumdniiu game of backgammon at home. 
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Mr. Bloundell, who had a good voice, began to troll 
out the chorus from “Robert the Devil,” an Opera 
then in great vogue, in which chorus many of the 
men joined, especially Pen, whp was in very high 
spirits, having won a good number of shillings and 
half-crowns at the vingt-et-un — and presently, in- 
stead of going home, most of the party were seated 
round the table playing at dice, the green glass going 
round from hand to hand until Pen finally shivered 
it. after throwing six mains. 

From that night Pen plunged into the delights of 
tlie game of hazard, as eagerly as it was his custom 
to pursue any new pleasure. Dice can be played of 
mornings as well as after dinner or supper. Bloun- 
dell would come into Pen^s rooms after breakfast, and 
it was astonisliiiig how quick the time ^passed as the 
lK)nes were rattling. They had little quiet parties 
with closed doors, and Bloundell devised a box lined 
with felt, so that the dice should make no noise, and 
their tell-tale rattle not bring the sharp-eared tutors 
up to the rooms. Bloundell, Ringwood, and Pen were 
once very nearly caught by Mr. Buck, who, passing 
in the Quadrangle, thought he heard the words “Two 
to one on the caster,” through Pen’s open window ; 
but when the tutor got into Arthur’s rooms he found 
the lads wdth three Homers before them, and Pen 
said, he was trying to coach the two other men, and 
asked Mr. Buck with great gravity what was the 
present condition of the River Scamander, and 
whether it was navigable or no ? 

Mr. Arthur Pendennis did not win much money in 
these transactions with Mr. Bloundell, or indeed gain 
good of any kind except a knowledge of the odds at 
hazard, which he might have learned out of books. 

One Easter vacation, when Pen had announced to 
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his mothei* and tingle his intention not to go down, 
bdt Stay at Oxbridge and read, Mr. Pen was never- 
»theles8 induced to take a brief visit to London in 
company with his ^iend Mr. Bloundell. They put 
up at a hotel in Covent .Garden, where Bloundell had 
a tick, as he called it, and took the pleasures of the 
town very freely after the wont of young university 
men. Bloxindell still belonged to a military club, 
whither he took Pen to dine once or twice (the young 
men would drive tluther in a cab, trembling lest they 
should meet Major Pendennis on his beat in Pall 
Mall), and here Pen was introduced to a number of 
gallant young follows with spurs and mustachios, 
with whom he drank pale-ale of mornings and beat 
the town of a night. Here he saw a d(‘al of life, 
indeed : nor in his (career about tlie th(‘atres and sing- 
ing-houses which these roaring young blades fre- 
quented, was he very likely to meet his guardian. 
One night, nevertheless, they were ver^f; near to eacjh 
other: a plank only separating l*en, who was in the 
l)Oxes of the Museum Th(*atre, from the Major, who 
was in Lord Steyne’s Ik)\, along with that venerated 
nobleman. The Fotheringay was in the pride of her 
glory. She had made a hit : that is, she had drawn 
very goo<i houses for nearly a year, had starred the 
provinces with great had come Ixick to shine in 
Ijondon with somewhat diminished lustre, and now 
was acting with **ever increasing attraction,” etc., 
**trium]di of the gocwl old British drama,^’ as the 
play-bills avowed, to houses in which there was plenty 
of room for anybody who wanted to see her. 

It was not the first time Pen had seen her, since 
that memorable day when the two had parted in Chat- 
teris. In the previous year, when the town was mak- 
ing mucli of her, and the press lauded her beauty, Pen 
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had found a pretext for coming to London in term- 
time, and had rushed off to the theatre to see hia old 
flame. He recollected it rather than renewed it. He 
remembered how ardently he used to be on the look- 
out at Chatteris, when the speech before Ophelia’s or 
Mrs. Haller’s entrance on the stage was made by the 
]>rop(»,r actor. Kow, as the actor si>oke, he had a sort 
of feeble thrill : as the house begiin to thunder with 
applause, and Ophelia entered with lier old bow and 
swee])ing curtsy, Ten felt a slight shock and hlhshed 
V(‘rv much as he, looked at her, and (*.ould not help 
thinking that all the house was regarding him. He 
liardly heard her for the first part of the })lay : and he 
tbouglit with sncli rage of the humiliation to which 
she liad subjected him, that he began to fancy h(» wa6 
jealous and in lov(* with her still. But that illusion 
did not last very long. He ran round to the stage 
door of the theatre to see lier if possible, but he did 
not su(*,(*eed. • She })asseil indeed uiuhn* his nose with 
a female companion, hut he did not know lier, — nor 
did she recognize Idm. The next niglit he came in 
late, and stayed very quietly for the after-piece, and 
on the third and last night of his stay in London — 
wli\ Taglioni was g<»ing to danee at the UjH'ra, — Tag- 
hom ! and there was to be “Don (iiovanni,” which 
he admired of all things in the world : so Mr, ren 
went to “ Don Giovanni ” and T"»glioni. 

Tills time the illusion about her was (juite gone. 
She wa.s not less handsome, but she was not the same, 
somehow. The light wa.s gone out of her eyes which 
used to flash there, or Fen’s no longer were dazzled hy 
it. The rich voice spoke as of old, yet it did not make 
Fen's bosom thrill as formerly. He thought he could 
recognize the brogue underneath : the accimts seemed 
U) him coarse and false. It annoyed him to hear the 
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same emphasis on the same words, only uttered a lit- 
tle louder^ worse than this, it annoyed him to think 
* that he should ever have mistaken that loud imitation 
for genius, or melted at those mechanical sobs and 
sighs. He felt that it was in another life almost, 
that it was another man who had so madly loved 
her. He was ashamed and bitterly humiliated, and 
V(uy lonely. Ah, poor Pen ! the delusion is better 
than the truth sometimes, and line dreams than dis- 
mal waking. 

They went and hiul an uproarious supper that night, 
and Mr. Pen had a fine headacdie the next morning, 
with which he went back to Oxbridge, having spent 
all his ready money. 

As all this narrative is taken from Pen’s own con- 
fessions, so that the rea(hT may be assured of the* 
truth of every word of it, and as Pen himself never 
had any accurate notion of the manner in which he 
spent his money, and plungt‘d himscdf iunnuch deeper 
pecuniary difiieulties, during his luckless residence at 
Oxbridge University, it is, of course, impossible for 
me to give any acinirate account of his involvements, 
beyond that general notion of his way of life, which 
we have sket(di(*(l a few pages back. He does not 
siieak too hardly of the roguery of the university 
tradi'smen, or of those in London whom he honored 
with his ])atrouage at the outS(‘t of his career. Even 
Finch, the luoney-hMuler, to whom Ploundell iutro- 
du(H*d him, and with whom he had various transac- 
tions, in whicdi the young rascal’s signature appeared 
upon stain p(Ml paiier, treated him, according to Pen’s 
own account, with forliearauce, and never mulcted 
him of more than a hundred per cent. The old col- 
lege-cook, his fervent admirer, luiule him a private 
bill, otfered to send him in dinners up to the very last, 
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and never would have pressed his account to his dy- 
ing day. There was that kindness and frankness 
about Arthur Pendennis, which won moslipeople who. 
came in contact with him, and which, if it rendered 
him an easy prey to rogues, got him, perhaps, more 
good will than he merited from many honest men. 
It was impossible to resist his good-nature, or, in his 
worst moments, not to hope for his rescue from utter 
ruin. 

At the time of his full career of university pleasure, 
he would leave the gayest party to go and sit with a 
sick friend. He never knew the difference lietween 
small and great in the treatment of his acquaintances, 
however much the unlucky lad’s tastes, which Avere of 
the sumptuous order, led him to prefer good society *, 
he was only too ready to share his guinea with a ]>oor 
friend, and when he got money had an irresistible 
propensity for paying, which he never could conquer 
through life. 

In his third year at college, the duns began to 
gather awfully round about him, and there was a 
lev«»e at his oak whic’h scandalized the tutors, and 
would have scared many a stouter heart. With some 
of these he used to battle, some he would bully (under 
Mr. Bloundell’s din'ctions, who was a master in this 
art, though he took a degree in no other), and some 
deprecate. And it is reported of him that little Mary 
Frodsham, the daughter of a certain poor gilder and 
frame-maker, whom Mr. Pen had thought lit to em- 
ploy, and who had made a number of beautiful 
frames for his fine prints, coming to Pendennis with 
a piteous tale that her father was ill with ague, and 
that there was an execution in their house. Pen in an 
anguish of remorse rushed away, pawned his grand 
Watch and every single article of jewelry except two 



old gold sleere-fauttons, which had h^Iohfod to his 
J^ther, and rushed with the proceeds to Frodsham s 
shop, '^helll^ with tears in his eyes,, and the deepest 
repentanee and humility, he asked the poor trades- 
man’s pardon* 

This, young gentlemen, Is not told as an instance 
of Pen’s virtue, but rather of his weakness. It would 
have been much more virtuous to have had no prints 
at all. He still owed for the bawbles which he sold 
in order to pay Frodsham’s bill, and his mother had 
cruelly to pinch herself in order to discharge the 
jewellers’ account, so that she was in the end the suf- 
ferer by the lad’s impertinent fancies and follies. 
We are not presenting Pen to you as a hero or a 
model, only as a lad, who, in the midst of a thousand 
vanities and weaknesses, has as yet some generous 
impulses, and is not altogether dishonest. 

We have said it was to the scandal of Mr. Buck the 
tutor that Pen’s extravagances became known : from 
manner in which he enter(».d college, the associ- 
ates he kept, and the introductions of Doctor Portman 
and the Major, Buck for a long time thought that his 
pupil was a man of large property, and wondered 
rather that he only wore a plain gown. Once on going 
up to London to the levee with an address from His 
Majesty’s Loyal University of Oxbridge, Buck had 
seen Major Pendennis at St. James’s in conversation 
with two knights of the garter, in the carriage of one 
of whom the dazzled tutor saw the Major whisked 
away after the levee. He asked Pen to wine the in- 
stant v he came back, let hiin off from ehapels and 
lectures more than ever^ and felt perfectly sure that 
he was a young gentleman large 

Thus, he was thundefi^ek when im bei^ the 
truth, and rmived a dismal confe^n from Pern 




A Few Little Bills. 




His ttinversity debts were large, and tbe 
nothing to do, and of eourse Fen did tot; acqua^^ixn, 
?rith his X^ondon debts. What man ever does tell all 
when pressed by his friends about his liabilities? 
The tutor learned enough to know that t^en was pooTy 
that he had spent a handsome, almost a magnifie^t 
allowance, and had' raised around him such a fine 
crop of debts, as it would be very hard work for any 
man to inow down 3 for there is no plant that grows 
so rapidly when once it has taken root. 

Perhaps it was because she was so tender and good 
that I^en was terrified lest his mother should know of 
his sins. “ I can’t bear to break it to her,” he said 
to the tutor in an agony of grief, Oh I sir, I Ve been 
a villain to her ” — and he repented, and he wished 
he had the time to come over again, and he asked 
himself, ‘‘Why, why did his uncle insist upon the 
necessity of living with great people, and in how much 
did all his grand acquaintance profit him ? ” 

They w^re not shy, but Pen thought they were, and 
slunk from them during his last terms at college. He 
yvM as gloomy as a death’s-head at parties, which he 
awded of his own part, or to which his young friends 
soon ceased to invite him. Everybody knew that 
Pendennis was hard up.” That man Bloundell, who 
could pay nolxidy, and who was obliged to go down 
after three terms, was his ruin, the men said. His 
melancholy figure might be seen shirking about the 
lonely quadrangles in his battered old cap and tqrn 
gown, and he who had been the pride of the univer- 
sity but a year before, the man whom all the young 
ones loved to look at, was now the object of conver- 
sation at freshmen’s wine parties, and' they spoke of 
him with wonder and awe. 

At last came the Degree Examinations. Many a 
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young man of his year whose hob-nailed shoes Pen 
had derided, and whose face or coat he had carica- 
^tured — many a man whom he had treated with scorn 
in the lecture-room or crushed with his eloquence in 
the debating club — many of his own set who had not 
half his brains, but a little regularity and constancy 
of occupation, took high places in the honors or 
passed with decent credit. And where in the list was 
Pen the superb, Pen the wit and dandy, Pep the poet 
and orator ? Ah, where was Pen the widow’s darling 
and sole pride ? Let us hide our heads, and shut up 
the page. The lists came out ; and a dreadfuOTumor 
rushed through the university, that Pendennis of 
Boniface was plucked. 



CHAPTEE XX. 


FLIGHT AFTER DEFEAT. 

During the latter part of Pen’s residence at the 
University of Oxbridge, his uncle’s partiality had 
greatly increased for the lad. The Major was proud 
of Atlhur, who had high spirits, frank manners, a 
good person, and high gentlemanlike bearing. It 
pleased the old London bachelor to see Pen walking 
with the young patricians of his university, and he 
(who was never known to entertain his friends, and 
whose stinginess had passed into a sort of byword 
among some wags at the Club, who envied his many 
engagements, and did not choose to consider his pov- 
erty) was charmed to give his nephew and the young 
lords snug little dinners at his lodgings, and to regale 
tliem with good clari*t and his very best bom mots and 
stories : some of which would be injured by the repe- 
tition, for the Major’s manner of telling them was in- 
comparably neat and can^ful ; and others, whereof the 
repetition would do good to nobody. He paid his 
court to their j)arents through the young men, and to 
himself as it were by their company. He made more 
tlian one visit to Oxbridge, where the young fellows 
were amused by entertaining the old gentleman, and 
gave parties and breakfasts and fetes, partly to joke 
him and partly to do him honor. He plied them with 
his stories. He made himself juvenile and hilarious 
in the company of the young lords. He went to hear 
Pen at a grand debate at the Union, crowed and 
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cheered, and rapped his stick in chorus with the 
cheers of the men, and was astounded at the boy’s 
eloquence and fire. He thought he had got a young 
Pitt for a nephew. He had an almost paternal fond- 
ness for Pen. He wrote to the lad letters with 
playful advice and the news of the town. He bragged 
about Arthur at his Clubs, and introduced him with 
pleasure into his conversation ; saying, that. Egad, the 
young fellows were putting the old ones to the wall ; 
that the lads who were coming up, young Lord Plin- 
limraon, a friend of my boy, young Lord Magnus 
Charters, a chum of my 8crap(»grace, etc., woura make* 
a greater figure in the world than ever their fathers 
had done before them. He asked permission to bring 
Arthur to a grand fete at Gaunt House; saw him 
with ineffable satisfaction dancing with the sisters of 
the young noblemen before mentioned ; and gave him- 
self as much trouble to procure cards of invitation for 
the lad to some good houses, as if he had been a 
mamma with a daughter to marry, and not an old 
half-i)ay officer in a wig. And he boasted everywhere} 
of the boy’s great talents* and remarkable oratoric.al 
powers ; and of the brilliant degree he was going to 
take. Lord Runnymetle would take him on his "em- 
bassy, or the Duke would bring him in for one of his 
boroughs, he wrote over and over again to Helen ; 
who, for her j)art, was too ready to believe anything 
that anybody chose to say in favor of her son. 

And all this ])ride and affection of uncle and 
mother liad been trampled down by Pen’s wicked ex- 
travagance and idleness ! I don’t env 3 r IVii’s feelings 
(as the phrase is), as he thought of what he had done. 
He had slept, and the tortoise had won the race. He 
had marred at its outset what might have been a brill- 
iant career. He had dipped ungenerously into a 
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generous mother’s purse ; basely and recklessly spilt 
her little cruse. Oh! it was a* coward hand that 
could strike and rob a creature so tender. And if 
Pen felt the wrong which he had done to others, are 
we to suppose that a young gentleman of his vanity 
did not feel still more keenly the shame he had 
brought upon himself ? Let us be assured that there 
is no more cruel remorse than that; and no groans 
more piteous than those of wounded self-love. Like 
Joe Miller's friend, the Senior Wrangler, who bowed 
to th^audience from his box at the play, because he 
and tne king hap])eiied to enter the theatre at the 
same time, only with a fatuity by no means so agree- 
able to himself, poor Arthur Fendennis felt perfectly 
convinced that all England would remark the absence 
of his name from the examination-lists, and talk about 
liis misfortune, Tlis wounded tutor, his many duns, 
the skip and bed-maker who wait(‘d uj^on him, the 
undergraduates of his own time and the years below 
him, whom he had patronized or scorned — how 
could he l)ear to look any^of them in the face now ? 
Ht? rusln^d to his rooms, into which he shut himself, 
and there he penned a letter to his tutor, full of 
tlianks, regards, nnnorse, ami despair, rcMjuesting that 
hiu name might be taken oil the coll(»ge books, and in- 
timating a wish and expeetation that death would 
S|)eedily end the woes of the disgnmed Arthur 
iVndeiinis. 

Then he slunk out, scarcely knowing whither he 
went, but mechanically taking the unfrequented little 
hines by the backs of the colleges, until he cleared the 
university precincts, and got down to the banks of 
the Camisis Kiver, now deserted, but so often alive 
with the boat-races, and the crowds of cheering 
gownsmen, he wandered on and on, until he found 
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himself at some miles’ distance from Oxbridge, or 
rather was found by some acquaintance, leaving that 
city. 

As Pen went up a hill, a drizzling January rain 
beating in his face, and his ragged gown flying behind 
him — for he had not divested, himself of his academi- 
cal garments since the morning — a post-chaise came 
rattling up the road, on the box of which a servant 
was seated, whilst within, or ratlicr half out of the 
carriage window, sat a young gentleman smoking a 
cigar, and loudly encouraging the post-boy. ^t was 
our young acqiiaintanc^e of Bay mouth, Mr. Spavin, 
who had got his degrc^e, and was driving homewards in 
triunqdi in his yellow post-(*liaise. He caught sight of 
the figure, madly gesticulating as he worked up the 
hill, and of ])oor IVn’s pale and ghastly face as the 
chaise whirhid by liim. 

“Wo roared !Mr. S])avin to the ])ost-boy, and the 
horses stojiped in tlu*ir imul (miimu*, and the carriage 
pulled u[) some fifty yards Ixdort* Pen. He presently 
lieard his own name shout(‘d, and beheld the upper 
half of the body of Mr. SjiJlvin thrust out of the side- 
window of the vehi(de, and beckoning Pen vehemently 
towards it. 

Pen stojiped, h(*sitated — noddl’d liis head fierc^y, 
and })ointed onwards, as if desirous that the postilion 
should ])roe(‘(Hl. He did not speak: but his counte- 
nance must have looked very desperate, fur young 
Sjiavin, having stared at him with an e.xpression of 
blank alarm, jam ])ed out of the carriage presently, ran 
towards Pen holding out liis hand, and grasping Pen’s 
said, “ 1 say — liullo, old boy, where are you going, and 
what ’s the row now ? ” 

“ I ’m going where 1 deserve to go,” said Pen with 
an impreiuvtion. 
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<^Tliis ain^t the way/’ said Mr. Spavin, smiling. 

This is the Fenbury road. I say, Pen, don’t take on 
because you are plucked. It ’s nothing when you are 
used to it. I ’ve been plucked three times, old boy — 
and after the first time I did n’t care. Glad it ’s over, 
though. You ’ll have better luck next time.” 

Pen looked at his early acquaintance, — who had 
been plucked, who had been rusticated, who had only, 
after repeated failures, learned to read and write cor- 
rectly, and who, in spite of all these drawbacks, had 
attain^l the honor of a degree. “This man has 
passed,” he thouglit, “ and I have failed ! ” It was al- 
most too much for him to bear. 

“ Good-by, 8[)avin,” said he ; “ I ’m very glad you 
are through. Don’t let me keep you ; 1 ’m in a hurry 

— I ’m going to town to-night.” 

“ Gammon,” said Mr. Spavin. “ This ain’t the 
way to town ; this is the Fenbury ro.ad, I t(dl you.” 

“ 1 was just going to turn back,” Pen said. 

“ All the eoaclu*s are full with the men going down,” 
»Sj)avin said. Pen winced. “You’d not get a place 
for a ten-pound note. Get into my ytdlow ; 1 ’ll drop 
you at Mudford, where you have a chance of the Fen- 
bury mail. I’ll lend you a hat and a coat; 1 ’ve got 
lots. Come along ; jump in, old boy — go it blathers ! ” 

— and in this way Pen found himself in Mr. Spavin’s 
lK)st-cdiaise, and rode with that gentleman as far as the 
itain Inn at Mudford, fifteen mih\s from Oxbridge; 
wherei> the Fenbury mail changed horses, and where 
IVn got a place on to London. 

The next day there was an immense excitement in 
Boniface College, Oxbridge, where, for some time, a 
rumor prevailed, to the terror of Pen’s tutor and trades^ 
men, that Pendennis, maddened at losing his degree, 
had made away with himself — a battered cap, in 
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wh^ch his name was almost discernible, together with 
a seal bearing his crest of an eagle looking at a now 
extinct sun, had been found three miles on the Fenbury 
road, near a mill stream; and, for four-and-twenty 
hours, it was supposed that poor Pen had flung himself 
into the stream, until letters arrived from him, bearing 
the London postmark. 

The mail reached London at the dreary hour of five ; 
and he hastened to the inn at Covent Garden, at 
which he was accustomed to put up, where the ever- 
wakeful porter admitted him, and showed him to a 
bed. Pen looked hard at the man, and wondered 
whether Loots. knew h(* was plucked ? When in bed 
he could not sleep there. He tossed about until the 
a]>pearane,e of the dismal London daylight, when hi^ 
sprang up des])erat(‘ly, and walked off to his uncle’s 
lodgings in Lury Street ; where the maid, who was 
scouring the steps, looked up suspicnously at him, as 
he (iame with an unshaven face, and yesterday’s linen. 
He thought she knew of his niishiip, too. 

Good evens ! Mr. Harthur, wh. it as appened, 
sir?” Mr. Morgan, the valet, asked, who had just 
arranged the well-brushed clothes and shiny boots at 
the door of his master’s bedroom, and was carrying in 
his wig to the Major. 

1 want to see iny uncle, he cried, in a ghasfty 
voice, and flung hiinaolf down on a chair. 

Morgrin back(»d before the pale and desperate-look- 
ing young man, with terrified and wondering gl|inces, 
and disa]i]>eared into his master’s apartment. 

The Major ]mt Ins head out of the bedroom door 
as soon as he had his wig on. 

AVliat ? examination over ? Senior Wrangler, 
double First Class, hay ? ” said the old gentl^an — 
come directly;” and the head disappeared. 







"They don't know what has happened,” groped 
Pen ; " what will they say when they know all ? ” 

Pen had been standing with his back to the window, 
and to such a dubious light as Bury Street enjoys of a 
foggy January morning, so that his uncle could not 
see the expression of the young man's countenance, or 
the looks of gloom and despair wiich even Mr. Morgan 
had remarked. 

But when the Major came out of his dressing-room 
neat and radiant, and preceded by faint odors from 
I)el(*roix’s shop, from which em})orium Major Pen- 
dennis\s wig and liis pocket-handkerchief got their 
perfume, he Indd out one of his hands to Pen, and 
was about addressing him in his cheery high-toned 
voice, wdien he caught sight of the boy's face^ at 
length, and dropping his hand, said, Good God ! 
Pell, what 's the matter ? ” 

** You’ll see it in the papers at breakfast, sir,” Pen 
said. 

See what ? ” 

‘‘My name isn’t there, sir.” 

“ Hang it, why should it be ? ” asked the Major, 
more perplexed. 

“I have lost everything, sir,” Pen groaned out; 
“ my honor ’s gone ; 1 hu ruined irretrievably j I can’t 
go bfuk to Oxbridge.” 

Lost your honor ? ” screamed out the Major. 
“ ILmveii alive ! you don’t mean to say you have 
.shown the white feather ? ” 

Pen laughed bitterly at the word feather, and re- 
peated it. " No, it is n’t that, sir. I ’m not afraid 
of being shot; I wish to God anybody would shoot 

me. I have not got my degree. I — I’m plucked, 

* 

The Major had heard of plucking, but in a very 
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vague and cursory way, and concluded that it was 
some ceremony performed corporally upon rebellious 
university youth. I wonder you can look me in the 
face after such a disgrace, sir,” he said ; “ I wonder 
you submitted to it as a gentleman.” 

I could n^t help it, sir. I did my classical papers 
well enough : it was those infernal mathematics, which 
I Lave always neglected.” 

‘‘Was it — was it done in public, sir ? ” the Major 

said. 

«What?” 

“ The — the plucking ? ” asked the guardian, look- 
ing Pen anxiously in the face 

Pen perceived the error under which his guardian 
was laboring, and in the midst of his misery the blun- 
der caused the poor wretch a faint smile, and served 
to bring down the conversation from the tragedy-key, 
in whi(*h P(‘n had been disjiosed to carry it on. He 
explained to his unde that he had gone in to pass his 
examination, and failed. On which the Major said, 
that though he had expected far better things of ’his 
iie{)lH*w, then* was no gr(*at misfortune in this, and 
no dishonor as far as he saw, and that Pen mUst try 
again 

** Me again at Oxbridge,” Pen thought, “after such 
a humiliation as that ! ” lie felt that, except he went 
down to burn the jdaet*, he could not enter it. 

Hut It was when he wime to tell his uncde of his 
debts that the othi*r felt surprise and anger most 
k ‘(*nly, and broke out into sj>eedies most severe upon 
Pen, whieli the lad l>on% as l)est he might, without 
flinching. lit* had tletermi ned to make a clean breast, 
and had formt*d a full, true, and comph'te list of all 
his bills and liabilities at the univt*rsity, and ifl Lon- 
don. Tht*y consisted of various items, such as, — 
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Iiondon Tailor. 

Oxbridge do. 

Haberdasher, for shirts and gloves. 
Jeweller. 

College Cook. 

Crump, for desserts. 

Bootmaker. 

Wine Merchant in London. 


Oxbridge Wine Merchant. 
Bill for horses. 

Printseller. 

Books. 

Binding. 

Hairdresser and Perfumery 
Hotel Bill ill London. 
Sundries. 


All which items the reader may fill in at his pleasure 
— such accounts have been inspected by th(‘ parents 
of many university youth, — and it appeared that Mr. 
Pen’s bills in all amounted to about seven hundred 
pounds ; and, furthermore, it was calculated that he 
had had more tlian twice that sum of ready money 
during his stay at Oxbridge. This sum he had spent, 
and for it had to show — what ? 

“ You need not jiress a man who is down, sir,^' Pen 
said to his uncle, gloomily. “ 1 know very well how 
wicked and idle I have been. My mother wonT like 
to see me dishonored, sir,” he continued, with his voice 
failing ; “and I know she will pay these accounts. But 
I shall ask her for no more money.” 

“ As you like, sir,” the Major said. “ You are of 
age, and my hands are wash(*d of your affairs. But 
you can’t live without money, and have no means of 
making it that I see, though you have a fine talent in 
spending it, and it is my belief that you will proceed 
as you have begun, and ruin your motlier before you 
are five years older, — Good morning ; it is time for 
me to go to breakfast. My engjigements won’t per- 
mit me to see you much during the time that you stay 
in London. I presume that you will ac(|iiaint your 
mother with the neyrs which you have just conveyed 
to me.” 

And pulling on his hat, and trembling in his limbs 
Bomewhat, Major Pendennis walked out of his lodg 
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ings t>efore his nephew, and went ruefully off to take 
his accustomed corner at the Club. He saw the Ox» 
bridge examination-lists in the morning papers, and 
read over the names, not understanding the business, 
with mournful aecmraey. He consulted various old 
fogies of his aequaintan(;e, in the course of the day, 
at his Clubs; Wenham, a Dean, various Civilians; 
and, as it is call(‘d, ^Hook their opinion,” showing to 
some of them the amount of his nephew’s debts, which 
he lutd dotted down on the back of a (?avd, and asking 
what was to be dor»e, and wlieihei* sinjh debts wen*, 
not monstrous, ]>r(*])Ost(*rous ? What was to be done ? 
— There was nothing for it but to j)ay. Wenham and 
th(^ others told the Major of young men who owed 
twice as inucb — live times as much — as Arthur, and 
with m) means at- all to juiy. Tln^ (consultations, and 
calculations, and o[)inions, (*omlort(*d the Major some- 
what. Aft<*r all, he was not to pay. 

Ihit he thought bitterly of the many plans he had 
form(*d to make a man of his ne]>h(*w, of the sacrifices 
which he had made, and ot the manner in which he 
wais disai)i)ointed. And he w'rote otf a letter to Dr. 
rortman, informing him ot* the direful events which 
had taken ])lace, and bogging the Doctor to break 
them to Helen. For the ortliodox old g(*ntleman prt*- 
8erv(*d the regular routine in all things, and was of 
opinion that it was more correct to “break” a })ie(^e 
of bad iu*ws t.o a ])ersou by means of a (})Ossibly mala- 
droit and unfe(‘ling) nn^ssenger, than to convey it 
simply to its destination by a note. So the Major 
w'rott' to Dr. Fortman, and then w ent out to dinner, 
om* of the saddest men in any London dining-room 
that day. 

Pen, too, wrote his letter, and skulked about Loiv 
don streets tor the rest of the day, fancying that 
everybody was looking at him and whispering to his 
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neighbor, ^^That is Pendennis of Boniface, who was 
plucked yesterday.’^ His letter to his mother was full 
of tenderness and remorse; he wept the bitterest 
tears over it — and the repentance and passion soothed 
him to some degree. 

He saw a party of roaring young blades from Ox- 
bridge in the coffee-room of his iiotel, and slunk away 
from them, and i)aced the streets. He remembers, he 
says, the prints which he saw hanging u[) at Acker- 
maim’s window in the rain, and a book which he read 
at a stall near the Temple : at night h(‘- went to the 
jnt of the play, and saw Miss Fotheringay, but he 
does n’t in the least recollect in what piece. 

On the second day there came a kind letter from 
Ills tutor, containing many grave and appropriate 
remarks upon the event which had befalhm him, but 
strongly urging i'en not to take his name oft’ the 
university l)ooks, knd to retri(‘ve a disaster which, 
everybody knew, was owing to his own (carelessness 
alone, and which he might repair by a month’s appli- 
cation. He said he had ordered Pen’s skip to pack 
uj) some trunks of the young gentleman’s wardrobe, 
which duly arrived with fresh copies of all Pen’s bills 
laid on the top. 

On the third day there arrived a letter from Home ; 
which Pen read in his bedroom, and the result of 
which was that he fell down on his knt;es, with his 
head in the lied-clothes, and there prayed out his heart, 
and humbled himself; and having gone down stairs 
and eaten an immense breakfast, he sallied forth and 
took his place at the Bull and IVIouth, Piccadilly, by 
the Chatteris coach for that evening. 
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prodigal’s return. 

Such a letter as the Major wrote, of course sent 
Doctor Portiiiaii to Fairojiks, and h(* went off with 
that alacrity wliicli a good nian sliows when he has 
disagreeable news to eoiiiiiiunicate. He wishes the 
deed wer(*, dotu*, and done quickly. He is sorry, but 
que vouleZ’VouH ? th(i tooth must be taken out, and he 
has you into the chair, and it is surjuasing with what 
courage and vigor of wrist he a])plies the forceps. 
Perhajjs he wo\dd not be quiti* so active or eager if it 
were hU tooth ; but, in fine, it is your duty to have 
it out. So the Doctor, having read the ejustle out to 
Mira and Mrs. Portiuan, with many damnatory com- 
ments ujjon the young scapegrace who was going 
deeper and deeper into perdition, left those ladies to 
spread tin* news through the Clav(*ring society, which 
they did with their accustomed accuracy and despatch, 
and strode over to Fairoaks to break the intelligence 
to the widt)w, 

She had the nows already. She had read Pen’s 
letter, and it had relieved her somehow. A gloomy 
presentiment of evil had been hanging over her for 
many, many months past. She knew the worst now, 
and her darling boy was come back to her repentant 
and tender-hearted. Did she want more ? All that 
the Rector could say (and his remarks were both 
dictated by common -sense, and made respectable by 
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antiquity) could not bring Helen to feel any indigna- 
tion or particular unhappiness, except that the boy 
should be unhappy. What was this degree that they 
made such an outcry about, and what good would it 
do Pen? Why did Doctor Portman and his uncle 
insist upon ^ sending the boy to a place where there 
was so much temptation to be ^dsked, and so little 
good to be won ? Why did n’t they leave him at 
home with his mother ? As for his debts, of course 
they must be paid ; — his debts! — was n’t his father’s 
money all his, and had n’t he a right to spend it ? In 
this way the widow met the virtuous Doctor, and all 
the arrows of his indignation somehow took no effect 
upon her gentle bosom. 

For some time past an agreeable practice, known 
since times ever so ancient, by which brothers and 
sisters are wont to exhibit their affection towards one 
another, and in whiidi Pen and his little sister Laura 
had been accustomed to indulge jiretty frecpiently in 
their childish days, had bi'Cii given up by the mutual 
consent of those two individuals. Coming bacjk from 
college after an absence from home of some months, 
in place of the simple girl whom he had left behind 
him, Mr. Arthur found a tall, slim, handsome young 
lady, to whom he could not somehow ])r()ffer the kiss 
which he had been in the habit of mlministering pre- 
viously, and who received him with a gracious curtsy 
and a proffered hand, and with a great hlusli which 
rose up to the cheek, just upon the very spot which 
young Pen had been used to salute. 

I am not good at descrijitions of female beauty; 
and, indeed, do not care for it in the least (thinking 
that goodness and virtue are, of course, far more ad- 
vantageous to a young lady than any mere fleeting 
charms of jierson and face), and so shall not attempt 
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any i^atticular delineation of Miss Laura Bell at the 
age of sixteen years. At that age she had attained 
*her present altitude of five feet four inches, so that 
she was called tall and gawky by some, and a May- 
pole by others, of her own sex, who prefer littler 
women. But if she was a Maypole, she had beautiful 
roses about her head, and it is a fact that many 
swains were disposed to dance round her. She was 
ordinarily pale, with a faint rose tinge in her cheeks ; 
but they flushed up in a minute when occasion called, 
and continued so blushing ever so long, the roses re- 
maining after the emotion had ])assed away which 
had summoned those pretty flowers into existence. 
Her eyes have be(*n described as very large from her 
earliest childhood, and retained that characteristic in 
later life. Good-natured critics (always females) said 
that she was in the habit of making jday with those 
eyes, and ogling the gentlemen and ladies in her 
company ; but th(' fact is, that Nature had made them 
so to shine and to look, and tliey could no more help 
so looking and shining than one. star can helj) being 
brighter than another. It was doubtless to mitigate 
their brightness that Miss Laura's eyes were ])rovided 
with two pairs of veils in the shaju* of the longest 
and fln<\st black eyelashes, so that, when she Closed 
her eyes, the same p(H)ple who found fault with those 
orbs, said that she wanted to show her eyelashes off ; 
and, indef»d, 1 dare say that to see her asleep would 
have Ihmmi a pretty sight. 

As for her complexion, that was nearly as brilliant 
as Lady Mantrap’s, and without the powder which 
her ladyship us(\s. H<*r nose must be left to the 
reader's imagination: if her mouth wa.s ratlier large 
(as Miss Piminy avers, who, but for her known appe- 
tite one woiihl think could not swallow anything 
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larger than a button) everybody allowed that her 
smile was charming, and showed off a set of pearly 
teeth, whilst her voice was so low and sweet, Uiat to 
hear it was like listening to sweet music. Because 
she is ’ti the habit of wearing very long dresses, peo- 
j>le of course say that her feet are not small r but it 
may be, that they are of the size becoming her figure, 
and it does not follow, because Mi*s. Pincher is always 
])utting her foot out, that all other ladies should be 
perpetually bringing theirs on the tapis. In fine, 
Miss Laura Bell,* at the age of sixteen, was a sweet 
young lady. Many thousands of such are to be 
found, h‘t us hope, in this country, where there is 
no lack of goodness, and modesty, and purity, and 
beauty. 

Now, Miss Laura, since she had learned to think 
for herself (and in the j»ast two years her mind and 
her jMU’son had both developed thems(*lves consid(»r- 
al)ly), had only be(*n half pleased with Pen’s general 
conduct and bearing Ills letters to his mother at 
home had become of late v(»ry rare and short. It 
was in vain that the fond wnlow urged how (constant 
Arthur’s occuipations an{l studies were, and how many 
his engagements. ‘<Jt is better that he should lose a 
prize,” Laura said, ‘‘ than forg(‘t his moth(*r : and in- 
deed, Mamma, J don’t see that lie gets many prizes. 
Why does n’t lie come home and stay with you, in- 
stead of passing his valuations at his great friends’ 
fine houses ? There is nobody there will love him 
lialf as much as — m you do.” As / do only, 
Laura,” sighed out Mrs. IVndimiiis. Laura declared 
stoutly that she did not Jove Pen a hit, when he did 
not do his duty to his mother : nor would she Ix^ con- 
vinced by any of Helen’s fond arguments, that the 
boy must make his way in the world; that his uncle 
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was most desirous that Pen should cultivate the ao« 
quaintance of persons who were likely to befriend 
him in life } that men had a thousand ties and calls 
which women could not understand, and so forth. 
Perhaps Helen no more believed in these excuses 
than her adopted daughter did ; but she tried to be- 
lieve that she believed them, and comforted herself 
with the maternal infatuation. And that is a point 
whereon I suppose many a gentleman has reflected, 
that, do what we will, we are pretty sure of the 
woman’s love that once has been oui-s ; and that that 
untiring tenderness and forgiveness never fail us. 

Also, there had been that freedom, not to say au- 
dacity, in Arthur’s latter talk and ways, which had 
shocked and displeased Laura. Not that he ever 
offended her by rudeness, or addressed to her a word 
which she ouglit not to hear, for Mr. Pen was a gen- 
tleman, and by nature and education polite to every 
woman high and low ; but he si)oke lightly and laxly 
of women in general ; was less courteous in his actions 
than in his words — neghHjtful in sundry ways, and in 
many of the little offices of life. It offended Miss 
Laura that he should smoke his horrid pipes in the 
house ; that he should refuse to go to church with his 
mother, or on walks or visits with her, and be found 
yawning ov(u* his novel in his dressing-gown, when 
the gentle widow returned from those duties. The 
hero of Laura’s early infancy, iibout whom she had 
passed so many, many nights talking with Helen 
(who recited endless stories of the boy’s virtues, and 
love, and bravery, when he was away at school), was 
a very different person from the young man whom 
now she knew ; lx)ld and brilliant, sarciistic and de- 
ftant, seeming to scorn the simple occupations or 
pleasures, or even devotions, of the women with 
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whom lie lived, and whom he quitted on such light 
pretexts. 

The Fotheringay affair, too, when Laura came to 
hear of it (which she did first by some sarcastic allu- 
sions of Major Pendennis, when on a visit to Fairoaks, 
and then from their neighbors at Clavering, who had 
plenty of information to give her on this head), vastly 
shocked and outraged Miss Laura. A Pendennis fling 
himself away on such a woman as that ! Helen’s boy 
galloping away from home, day after day, to fall on 
his knees to an Actress, and drink with her horrid 
father ! A good son want to bring such a man and 
such a woman into his house, and set her over his 
mother ! I would have run away. Mamma ; I would, 
if 1 had had to walk barefoot through the snow,” 
Laura said. 

And you would have left me too, then ? ” Helen 
answered ; on which, of course, Laura withdrew her 
previous observation, and tlie two women rushed into 
each other’s embraces with that warmth which be- 
longed to both their natures, and which characterizes 
not a few of their sex. Whence came all this indig- 
nation of Miss Laura about Arthur’s passion ? Per- 
h}ii>s she did not know, that, if men throw themselves 
away upon women, women throw themselves away 
upon men, too ; and that there is no more accounting 
for love, than for any other physical liking or anti- 
]>atliy: perhaps she had been misinformed by the 
’layering people and old Mrs. Portman, who was 
vastly bitter against Pen, especially since his imper- 
tinent behavior to the Doctor, and since the wretch 
had smoked cigars in church-time; perhaps, finally, 
she was jealous ; but this is a vice in which it is said 
the ladies very seldom indulge. 

Albeit she was angry wdth Pen, against his mothe? 
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she had no sujsh feeling 5 but devoted herself to Helen 
with the utmost force of her girlish affection — such 
^affection as women, whose hearts are disengaged, are 
apt to bestow upon the near female friend. It was 
devotion — it was passion — it was all sorts of fond- 
ness and folly ; it was a profusion of caresses, tender 
epithets and endearments, such as it does not become 
sober historians with l)eards to narrate. Do not let 
us men desjnse these instincts i)ee,ause we cannot feel 
them. These woimm were made for our comfort and 
delectation, gentlemen, — with all*' the rest of the 
minor animals. 

But as soon as Miss Laura Inward that Pen was un- 
fortunates and unhappy, all her wrath Jigainst him 
straightway vanished, and gave place to the most 
tender and unreasonable eom})assion. Ho was the 
Pen of old days omte more restored to her^ the frank 
and affectionate, th(* generous and ten(l(*r-hearted. She 
at once took side with Helen against Dr. Portman, 
when he outcried at tlie enormity of IVii’s transgres- 
sions. Debts ? what were his debts ? they were a 
trifle ; he luul been thrown into expensive society by 
his uiiele’s order, and of course was obliged to live in 
the same manner as tin' young gentlemen whose com- 
pany he frecpiented. Disgraced by not getting his 
degree ? J.h(* ])oor boy was ill when he went in for 
the examinations : he could n’t tliink of his mathe- 
matics and stuff on account of those very debts which 
oppn'ssed him ; very likely some of the odious tutors 
ami masters were jealous of him, and had favorites .of 
tlieir own wlioin tliev wanted to put over his head. 
Other i^'ople disliked liim and were cruel to him, and 
were unfair to him, she was very sure. And so, with 
flushing cluM'ks and eyes bright with anger, this young 
creature riMsoned ; and she went up and seized Helen’s 
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hand, and kissed her in the Doctor’s presence, and her 
looks braved the Doctor, and seemed to ask how he 
dared to say a word against her darling mother’s 
Pen ? 

When that divine took his leave, not a little dis- 
comfited and amazed at the pertinacious obstinacy of 
the women, Laura repeated her embraces and argu- 
ments with tenfold fervor to Helen, who felt that 
there was a great deal of cogency in most of the 
latter. There must be some jealousy against Pen. 
She felt quite sure that he had offended some of the 
examiners, who had taken a mean revenge of him — 
nothing more likely. Altogether, the announcement 
of the misfortune vexed these two ladies very little 
indeed. Pen, who was plunged in his shame and grief 
ill Loudon, and torn with great remorse for thinking 
of his mother’s sorrow, would have wondered, had 
he seen how easily she bore the calamity. Indeed, 
calamity is welcome to women if they think it will 
bring truant affection home again : and if you have 
reduced your mistress to a crust, depend upon it that 
slie won’t repine, and only take a very little bit of it 
for herself, provided you wdll eat the remainder in 
her company. 

•And directly the Doctor was gone, Laura ordered 
fires to be lighted in Mr. Arthur’s rooms, and his 
bedding to be aired ; and had these preparations 
completed by the time Helen had finished a most 
tender and affectionate letter to Pen : when the girl, 
smiling fondly, took her mamma by the hand, and led 
her into those apartments where the fires were blaz- 
ing so cheerfully, and there the two kind cjf^atures 
sat down on the bed, and talked about Pen ever so 
long. Laura added a postscript to Heltui’s letter, in 
which she called him her dearest Pen, and bade him 
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come home instantly^ with two of the handsomest 
dashes under the word, and be happy with his mother 
and his affectionate sister Laura. 

In the middle of the night — as these two ladies, 
after reading their Bibles a great deal during the 
evening, and after taking just a look into Pen’s room 
as they passed to their own — in the middle of the 
night, I say, Laura, whose head not unfrequently 
chose to occupy that pillow which the nightcap of 
the late Pendennis had been accustomed to press, 
cried out suddenly, Mamma, are you awake ? ” 

Helen stirred and said, “ Yes, I ’m awake.” The 
truth is, though she had been lying quite still and 
silent, she had not been asleep one instant, but had 
been looking at the night-lamp in the chimney, and 
had been thinking of Pen for hours and hours. 

Then Miss Laura (who had been acting with simi- 
lar hypocrisy, and lying, occupied with her own 
thoughts, as motionless fis Helen’s brooch, with Pen’s 
and Laura’s hair in it, on the frilled white inncushion 
on the dressing-tabh*) began to tell Mrs. Pendennis of 
a notable j)lan wliich she had been forming in her 
busy little brains ; and by which all Pen’s embarrass- 
ments would ho, made to vanish in a moment, and 
without the h‘ast trouble to anybody. • 

“You know, Mamma,” this young lady said, ‘‘that 
I have been living with you for ten years, during 
which time you have never taken any of my money, 
and have been treating me just as if I was a charity 
girl. Now, this obligation has offended me very much, 
because 1 am proud and do not like to be beholden to 
people^ And as, if I had gone to school — only 1 
would n’t — it must have cost me at least fifty pounds 
a-year, it is cbnir that I owe you fifty times ten 
pounds, which I know you have put into the bank 
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at Chatteris for me, and which doesn’t belong to 
me a bit. Now, to-morrow we will go to Chatteris, 
and see that nice old Mr. Rowdy, with the bald head, 
and ask him for it, — not for his head, but for the 
five hundred pounds : and I dare say he will lend 
you two more, which we will save and pay back ; and 
we will send the money to Pen, who can pay all his 
debts without hurting anybody, and then w^e wdll live 
happy ever after.” 

What Helen rejilied to this speech need not be 
repeated, as the widow’s ans\ver was made up of a 
grt‘at number of incoherent ejaculations, embraces, 
and other irrelative matter. But the two women 
slept well after that talk ; and when the iiight-lainj) 
w’cnt out with a splutter, and the sun rose gloriously 
over the purple hills, and the birds began to sing and 
jiipe cheerfully amicbst the leafless tn^cs Jind glisten- 
ing evergreens on Fairoaks lawn, Helen woke too, and 
as she looked at the sweet face of the girl sle(‘ping 
beside her, her lips parted with a smile, blnslies on 
lier clieeks, her spotless bosom heaving and falling 
witli gentle undulations, as if hap])y dreams were 
sw’eeping over it — Beni’s mother felt hap])y and 
grateful beyond all power of words, save su(*h as 
pious women offer up to the B>en(*ficent Disjxmscw 
of love and merely — iii Whose honor a chorus of 
such praises is constantly rising up all round the 
world. 

Although it was January and rather cold weather, 
so sincere was Mr. Ben’s remorse, and so determined 
his plans of economy, that he would not take an in- 
side place in the coach, but sat u]) behind w^th his 
friend the Guard, who remembered Ins former liberal- 
ity, and lent him plenty of greatcoats. ]Vr]iaj)S it 
was the cold that made his km*es tremble as Ik* got 
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down at the lodge gate, or it may be that he was agl- 
tated at the notion of seeing the kind creature for 
whose love he had made so selfish a return. Old 
John was in waiting to receive his master’s baggage, 
but he appeared in a fustian jacket, and no longer 
wore his livery of drab and blue. “ I ’se garner and 
stable man, and lives in the ladge now,” this worthy 
man remarked, with a grin of welcome to Pen, and 
something of a blush ; but instantly as Pen turned 
the corner of the shrubbery, and was out of eye-shot 
of the coacdi, Helen made her appearance, her face 
beaming with love and forgiveness — for forgiving is 
what some women love best of all. 

We may be sure that the widow, having a certain 
other object in view, had lost no time in writing off 
to Pen an aecjount of the noble, the magnanimous, 
the magnificent offer of Laura, filling up her letter 
with a j)rofusion of benedictions uj)on both her club 
dren. It was pro])ably the knowledge of this money 
obligation which caused Pen to blush very much when 
he saw Laura, who was in waiting in the hall, and 
who this time, and for this time only, broke through 
the little arrangement of which we have spoken, as 
having subsisted between her and Arthur for the last 
few years ; but the truth is, th(*re has been a. great 
deal too mueh said alx)ut kissing in the present 
chapter. 

So the Prodigal came home, and the fatted calf was 
killed foY him, and he was made as happy as two sim- 
ple women oonld make him. No allusions were made 
to the ^Oxbridge mislui]), or questions asked as to his 
further proceedings, for some time. But Pen debated 
these anxiously in his own mind, and up in his own 
room, wlnwe he passed much time in cogitation. 
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A few days after he came home, he rode to Chat- 
teris on his horse, and came back on the top of the 
coach. He then informed his mother that he had left 
the horse to be sold: and when that operation was 
effected, he handed her ov’^er the check, which she, 
and possibly Pen himself, thought was aii act of un- 
common virti^e and self-denial, but whicli Laura pro- 
nounced to be only strict justice. 

He rarely mentioned the loan which she had made, 
and which, imleecj, had been a(*cej>ted by tln^ widow 
with certain modifications ; but once or twice, and 
with great hesitation and stammering, lie alluded to 
it, and thanked her. It evidently ])ained his vanity 
to be beholden to the or])liau for succor. He was 
w'ild to find some means of repaying her. 

He left off drinking wine, and betook himself, but 
w'itli great mod(*ration, to the refresliment of whiskey- 
and-w'ater. He gave up cigar smoking; but it must 
lie confessed that of late yi'ars he had liked pipits and 
tobacco as w(ill or ev«m better, so that this sacrifice 
was not a very severe one. 

He fell asleep a grt*at deal after dinner when he 
joined tht* ladn^s in the di*awing-rooni, and \vas cer- 
tainly very moody and melancholy. He watched the 
coaches with great inten'st, walktul in to read the 
papers at Clavering assiduously, dined with anybofV 
wdio would ask him (and the widow was glad that he 
should have any ent(u*tainmcnt in tludr solitary ])lace), 
and played a good deal at e.ribbage with Captain 
< danders. 

Ife avoided Doctor Portman, who, in his turn, when- 
ever Pen passed, gave him very seven* looks from 
under his shovel-hut. He went to (duirch with his 
mother, however, very regidarly, and read prayers for 
h(*r at home to the little household. Alw'ays humbl6| 
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it greatly diminished now : a couple of maids did 
the work of the house of Fairoaks : the silver dish- 
covers never saw the light at all. John put on his 
livery to go to church, and assert his dignity on Sun- 
days, but it was only for form’s sake. He was gar- 
dener and out-door man, vice Upton, resigned. There 
was but little fire in Fairoaks kitcdien, and John and 
the maids drank thfdr evening beer there by the light 
of a single candle. All this was Mr. Pen’s doing, and 
the state of things did not increase \us cheerfulness. 

For some time Pen said no power on earth could in- 
duce him to go back to Oxbridge again, after his failure 
there ; but one day, Laura said to him, with many 
blushes, that she thought, as some sort of reparation, 
of punishment on himself for his — for his idleness, 
he ought to go back and get his degree, if he could 
fetch it by doing so ; and so back Mr. ]\*n went. 

A plucked man is a dismal Ixung in a university ; 
belonging to no set of men there, and owned by no 
one. Pen felt himself plucked indeed of all the fine 
feathers which he hiid won during his brilliant years, 
and rarely aj^ieared out of his college ; regularly go- 
i!>g to morning chapel, and shutting himself up in his 
rooms of nights, away from the noise and suppers of 
the undergraxluates. There were no duns about his 
door, they were all paid — st;ar(*ely any cards were 
Wt there. The men of his year had taken their 
degrees, and were gone. He went into a second ex- 
amination, and passed with perfect ease. He was 
som(‘what more easy in his mind when he ap^ieared 
in his bachelor’s gown. 

On his way back from Oxbridge he paid a visit to 
his uncle in London; but the old gentleman received 
liiin with v(*ry cold looks, and would scarcely give 
him his forefinger to shake. He called a second 
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time, but Morgan, the valet, said his master was from 
home. 

Fen came back to Fairoaks, and to his books and to 
his idleness, and loneliness and despair. He com- 
menced several tragedies, and wrote many copies of 
verses of a gloomy cast. He formed plans of reading 
and broke them. He thought about enlisting — about 
the Spanish hjgion — about a ])rofession. He chafed 
against liis ea])tivity, and cursed tht' idleness whicli 
liad caused it. Helen said he was breaking his heart, 
and was sad to see^his prostration. As soon as tln\y 
could afford it, he should go abroad — he shoidd go 
to London — he should be freed from the dull society 
of two ])oor women. It was dull — very, (certainly. 
Tlie tender widow’s habitual melantdioly seemed to 
dt‘epen into a sadder gloom ; and Laura saw with 
alariif that the dear friend became every ycMir more 
languid and weary, and that her i){ilo (*,h(‘(‘k grew 
more wan. 



CHAPTER XXII. 


NEW FACES. 

The inmates of Fairoaks were drowsily pursuing 
tliis humdrum existence, while th« great house upon 
the hill, on the other side of the River Brawl, was 
shaking off the slumber in whicdi it had lain during 
the lives of two gtiiierations of mtisters, and giving 
extraordinary signs of renewed liveliness. 

Just about th(^ time of Pen’s little mishap, and 
wlnm he was so absorbed in the grief occasioned by 
tliat (uilaniity as to take no noti(*e of events which 
Ixdell jMTSons less int<‘resting to himself than Arthur 
Pendennis, an announcement a])})eared in the provin- 
cial journals whi(di caused no small sensation in the 
county at least, and in all the towns, villages, halls 
and mansions, and parsonages for many miles round 
Clavering Park. At ('Slavering Market; at Cackleby 
Fair ; at Chatteris Sessitms ; on (roosidjerry Green, 
as the s(]uireV carriage met the vicar's one-horse con- 
trivance, and th(‘ inmates of Ixdh veliicles stopped on 
tlu‘ road to talk ; .at Tinkh*ton Cdiurcli gate, as the 
Indl was Udling in the sunshine, and the white 
smo(hH and scarlet cloaks came trooping over the 
green common, to Sunday worship; in a hundred 
societies round about — the won! was, that Clavering 
Park was to Iw iuhatnted again. 

Some five years before, the county papers had ad- 
vcrtised the marriage at FloreiH*e, at the British Le. 
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gation, of Francis Clavoring, Esq., only son of Sir 
Francis Clavering, Bart., of Clavering Park, with Je- 
mima Augusta, daughter of Samuel Snell, Esq., rf Cal- 
cutta, and widow of the late J. Amory, Esq. At that 
time the legend in the county was that Clavering, 
who had been ruined for many a year, had married a 
widow from India with some money. Some of the 
county folks caught a sight of the newly married 
]iair. The Kickh'burys, travelling in Italy, had seen 
llieni. Claveriiig oecuiued the Poggi Palact* at Flor- 
1‘nce, gave parties, and lived comfortably — but could 
never come to England. Another year — ^mung IVr- 
egrine, of Cackleby, making a long Vacation Tour, 
had fallen in with the Claverings occu])ying Schloss 
S<*hink(uistein, on the Mummul See. At Home, at 
Liu*(!a, at Nice, at the baths and gambling jdaces of 
the Khine and Belgium, this worthy coui>le might oc- 
casionally be heard of by the curious, and rumors of 
them came, as it were by gusts, to Clavering^s ances- 
tral place. 

Their last place of abode was Paris, where they ap- 
j)(Mr to have lived in great fashion and splendor after 
the news of the death of Samuel Snell, Es(j., of Cal- 
cutta, readied his orphan daughter in Europe. 

Of Sir Fraueis Clavering’s antecedents little can he 
said that would be advantageous to that resp(*et(‘(l 
baronet. The son of an outlaw, living in a dismal 
old chateau near Bruges, this genthunaii had madi* a 
feeble attemjit to start in life with a commission in a 
dragoon regiment, and had broken down almost at 
the outset. TransiUitions at the gambling-tahle had 
speedily effected his ruin ; after a couple of years in 
the army he had been forced to sell out, liad }»ass(‘d 
some time in Her Majesty’s prison of the Fleet, ami 
had then shipjied over to Ustend to join the gouty 
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exile, his father* And in Belgium, France, and Ger- 
many, for some years, this decayed and abortive prod- 
igal might be seen lurking about billiard-rooms and 
watering-placjes, punting at gambling-houses, dancing 
at boarding-house balls, and riding steeple-chases on 
other folks’ liors(‘s. 

Jt was at a boarding-house at Lausanne, that Fran- 
cis Clavering iiuule what he called the lucky coup of 
marrying the widow Aiuory, very lately returned 
from Calcutta. His fatln*!- died soon after, by conse- 
quence of whose demise his wife becfame Lady Claver- 
ing. riie title so delighted Mr. Snell of Calcutta, 
tliat he doubled his daughbn's allowance ; and, dying 
himself soon after, hdt a tort urn* to her and her chil- 
dren, the amount of \vhieh was, if not magnified by 
rumor, something very sjdendid indeed. 

Befon* this time tlnn-e had been, not rumors un- 
favorabhi to Lady Clavering’s rt‘putation, but unpleas- 
ant iinjiressions r(‘garding lu*r ladyship. The best 
English people abroad wtu-o sJiy of making her ac- 
qiiaintanee ; Inn* manners wen* not tlie most refined; 
h(*r origin was lannmtably low and doubtful. The 
rcdired East Indians, who are to be found in consider- 
able for(*e in most of tlie (amt mental towns frequent(*d 
by Englisli, sp(»k(* with mueli scorn of the disreput- 
able old law\(‘rand indigo-smuggler her father, and 
of Amory, lier first husband, wlio had been mate of 
the Indiamaii in which Miss Smdl came out to join 
Inn* father at Calcutta, ^sbnther father nor daughter 
was in society at Calcutta, or had ever been heard of 
at Government House. Old Sir Jasper Rogers, who 
had been (Miief Justice of Calcutta, had once said to 
his wi{\‘. that he could tell a queer story about Lady 
Clavming’s first husband; but greatly to Lady 
Rog(‘rs’s disappointment, ami that of the young ladies 
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his daughters, the old Judge could never be got to 
reveal that mystery. 

They were all, however, glad enough to go to Lady 
Clavering’s parties, when her ladyshi]) took the Hotel 
r>ouillI in the Rue Grmielle at Paris, and bLazed out 
in the polite world there in the winter of 183~. 
The Faubourg St. Germain t(<ok her up. Vistjount 
Ragwig, our excellent ambassador, paid her marked 
attention. The princes of the family frecpumted her 
salons. The most rigid and noted of th«' English 
ladies rcijident in the French ca])ital acknowledged 
and countenanced her; the virtuous Lad}' Eldcrbury, 
the severe Lady Rockminster, the venerabhi Countess 
of Southdown — people, in a word, rcuiowned for aus- 
terity, and of quite a dazzling moral purity: — so 
great and bent'licent an inHiu'nce had the posst'ssion 
of ten (some said twenty) thousand a-year exercised 
upon Lady Claveu’ing’s character and rejmtation. 
And her muniticeiKie and good-will were unbounded. 
Anybody (in society) who had a scheme of (diarity 
was sure to find lier purse oj>cn. Tin* l<>cnch ladi(*s 
ol piety got money from her to supjiort their schools 
and convents; she subscribed indifferently for the 
Armenian jiatriarch ; tor Father Rarbarossa, who 
came to Eurojie to (*ollect funds for his monastery on 
Mount Athos ; for the Raptist Mission to Quashyboo, 
and the Orthodox Settlement in Feefawfoo, the 
largest and most savage of the Cannibal Islands. 
And it is on re(‘ord of heif that, on tlie same day on 
which Madame dc (h-icri got five Napoleons from her 
in support of the ])Oor jiersecuted Jesuits, who were 
at that time in very bad odor in France, Lady Rude- 
light put her down in her subscription-list for the 
Rev. J. Ramslnirn, who had had a vision which 
orflered him to convert the Pope of Roim'. And 
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more than this, and for the benefit of the worldly, 
her ladyship gave the best dinners, and the grandest 
balls and suppers, which were known at Paris during 
that season. 

And it was during this timej, that the good-natured 
lady must have arranged matters with her husband’s 
creditors in England, for Sir Francis re-appeared in 
his native country, without fear of arrest; was an- 
nounced in tlie ‘I Morning Post,” and tlie county paper, 
as having tak(‘n uj) his residence at Mivart’s Hotel; 
and one day tlie anxious old housekeeper at Clavering 
House beheld a carriage and four horsc^s drive up the 
long avtuiue, and stoj) before the moss-grown steps in 
front of the vast imdaneholy portico. 

Three gentleimm were in the carriage — an open 
one. On the bai*k seat was our old acquaintance, Mr. 
Tatham of (diatteris, whilst in the jdaces of honor sat 
a handsome and portly gentleman envelo])ed in mus- 
tachios, whiskers, fur collars, and braiding, and by 
him a jiale, languid man, who d(*scended feebly from 
the (iarriage, when the little lawyer, and the gentle- 
man in fur, had nimbly jumped out of it. 

They walkt‘d up the gr(*at moss-grown steps to the 
hall-door, and a foreign attmulant, with ear-rings and 
a gold-laced cap, jailled stnmuously at tlie great bell- 
handh‘ at the (jraek(‘d and sculptunMl gate. The bell 
was heard clanging loudly througdi tlie vast gloomy 
mansion. Sttqis resound<»d [iresently upon the marble 
pavement of the hall witMn ; and the doors opened, 
and finally, Mrs. Blenkinsop, the housekeeper, P0II3'', 
lu*r aide-de-campj and Smart, the keeper, appeared 
bowing humbly. * 

Smart, the k<»eper, pulled the wisp of hav-eolored 
hair whieh atlorned his sunburnt forelnwl, kickt'd out 
his left heel, as if there were a dog biting at his calves, 
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and brought down his head to a bow. Old Mrs. 
lUenkinsop dropped a curtsy. Little Polly, her aide- 
de-cam^y made a curtsy, and several rapid bows like- 
wise: and Mrs. Blenkinsop, with a great deal of 
emotion, quavered out, ‘^Welcome to Clavering, Sir 
Francis. It du my poor eyes good to see one of the 
family once more.” 

The speech and the greetings were all addressed to 
the grand gentleman in fur and braiding, who wore 
liis liat so inagni^cently on one side, and twirled his 
iiiustachios so royally. But he burst out laughing, 
and said, “You’ve saddled the wrong horse, old 
lady — 1 hn not Sir Francis Clavering what ’s come to 
revisit the halls of my ancestors. Friends and 
vassals ! Indiold your rightful lord ! ’’ 

And he pointed his liand towards the pale, languid 
gentleman, who said, “ Don’t be an ass, Ned.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Blenkinsop, I’m Sir Francis Clavering; 
I recolle(*t you quite well. Forgot me, 1 supi)ose ? — 
How dy do?’’ and he took the old lady’s trembling 
h:md; and nodded in' her astonished face, in a not 
unkind manner. 

Mrs. Blenkinsop declared upon her conscience that 
sli(* would have known Sir Francis anywhere ; that 
he was the very image of Sir Francis his father, and 
of Sir John who had gone before. 

“O yes — thanky — of course — very much obliged 

— and that sort of thing,” Sir Francis said, looking 
vacantly about the hall. ♦“Dismal old place, ain’t 
it, Ned? Never saw it but once, when my gov(*r- 
nor quarrelled with iny gwandfather, in the year 
twenty-thwee.” 

“ Dismal ? — beautiful ! — the Castle of Otranto ! 

— the Mysteries of Cdolpho, by Jove ! ” said the 
individual addressed as Ned. “ What a fireplacjc ! 
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You might roast an elephant in it. Splendid carved 
gallery ! Inigo Jones, by Jove ! I ’d lay five to two 
it’s Inigo Jones.” 

“The upi)er part by Inigo Jones; the lower was 
altered by the eminent Dutch architect, Vanderputty, 
in George the First liis time, by Sir Richard, fourth 
baronet,” said the housekeeper. 

“ Oh, indeed,” said the Baronet. “ Gad, Ned, you 
know everything.” 

“I know a few things, Frank,^’ Ned answered. 
“ I know that ’s not a Sii\^ders ov(u* fclie mantcd-piece 
— bet you three to one it ’s a copy. We ’ll restore it, 
my l>oy. A }ick of varnish, and it will come out 
wond<3rfully, sir. That old fellow in the red gown, 
1 suppose, is Sir Richard.” 

“ Slieriff of the county, and sat in Parliament in the 
reign of Que(*n Anne,” said the housekeeper, wond(‘r- 
ing at the stranger’s knowl<3dge ; “ that on the right is 
Theodosia, wife of Harbottle, second baronet, by Lely, 
ri’presented in the character of Venus, the Goddess of 
Beauty, — her son Grt'gory, thfe third baronet, by her 
sid(', as (’iij)id, (iod of Love, with a bow and arrows ; 
tJiat oTi the next jianel is Sir Rupert, made a knight 
banneret by Charles the Firsts and whose property 
Wcis ronfiisrated by Oliver Cromwell/^ 

“Thank you — ncM n’t go on, Mrs. Blenkinsop,” 
said the Baronet. “WeTl walk about the place our- 
selves. Fvoseh, give uie a cigar. Have a cigar, 
Mr. Tatham?” 

Little Mr. Tatham tried a cigar which Sir Francis’s 
courier liaudtHl to liim, and over wliich the lawyer 
sjdutttu’cd fearfully. “Neetln’t come with us, Mrs. 
Blenkinsop. What ’s-his-uame — you — Smart — feed 
the horses and wa.sh their mouths. Sha'n’t stay long. 
Gome along, Strong, — I know the way : I was here 
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in twenty-thwee, at the end of my gwandfather’s 
time/^ And Sir Francis and Captain Strong, for 
such was the style and title of Sir Francis’s friend, 
passed out of the hall into the reception-rooms, leav- 
ing the discomfited Mrs. Blenkinsop to disappear by a 
side-door which led to her apartments, now the only 
habitable rooms in the long-uninLabited mansion. 

It was a place so big that no tenant could afford to 
live in it; and Sir Francis and his friend walked 
through room after room, admiring their vastness and 
dreary and deserted grandeur. On the right of the 
h ill door were the saloons and drawing-rooms, and on 
the other side the oak room, the parlor, the grand 
dining-room, the library, where Pen haif found books 
in old days. Pound three sides of the hall ran a 
gallery, by whicli, and corresponding passages, the 
chief bedrooms we^e approached, and of whicli many 
W(‘re of stately projiortions and exhibited marks of 
splendor. On thi* second story was a labyrinth of 
little discomfortable garrets, destined for the attend- 
ants of the great folks who inhabited the mansion in 
the (lays whmi it was first built : and I do not know 
any more cheering mark of the increased philanthropy 
of our own times, than to contrast our domestic 
architecture with that of our ancestors, and to see 
how mu(‘h better sm vants and poor are cared for at 
])resent, than in times when my lord and my L'wly 
.slej>t under gold cario]>ie.s, and their servants lay 
al)ove them in (piarters not so airy or so clean as 
stables are now. 

Up and down tlie house the two gentlemen wandered, 
the owner of the mansion being very silent and re- 
signed about the pl(‘asure of possessing it; whereas 
the Captain, his friend, examined the jiremises with 
so much interest and eagerness that you would have 
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thought he was the master, and the other the indiffe^ 
ent ^^)ectator of the place. see capabilities in it — 
capabilities in it, sir,” cried the Captain. Grad, sir, 
leave it to me, and I ’ll make it the pride of the coun- 
try, at a small exi>ense. What a theatre we can have 
in the library here, the curtains between the columns 
which divide the foom ! What a famous room for a 
galop! — it will hold the whole shire. We’ll hang 
the morning parlor with the Ijapestry in your second 
salon in the Rue de Grenelle, and furnish the oak 

I 

room with the Moyen-age cabinets and the armor. 
Armor looks splendid against black otik, and there ’s a 
Venice glass in tln^ Quai Voltaire, which will suit that 
high mvint(*l-piece to an inch, sir. The long saloon, 
white and (n-imson, of course; the drawing-room yellow 
satin ; and th<» little drawing-room light blue, with 
lace over — hey ? ” 

** I recollect my old governor caning me in that 
little room,” Sir Francis said sententiously ; ‘‘he al- 
ways hated me, my old governor.” 

“ Chintz is the dodge, I suj)j)ose, for my lady’s 
rooms — tlie suite in the landing, to the south, the 
bedroom, the sitting-room, and the dressing-room. 
We’ll tlirow a conservatory out, over the balcony. 
Where will you liave your rooms ? ” 

“ Put mine in the nortli wing,” said the Baronet, 
with a yawn, ‘‘and out of the reach of Miss Amory’s 
conf<mndcd piano. 1 can’t bear it. She’s scweechiiig 
from morning till night.” 

The ca])tain burst out laughing. He .settled the 
whole further arrangtunents of the house in the course 
of their walk through it; and, the promenade ended, 
they went into the steward’s room, now inhabited by 
Mrs. Blenkinsop, and where Mr. Tatham was sitting 
poring over a plan of the estate, and the old house* 
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Keeper had prepared a collation in honor of her lord 
and master. 

Then they inspected the kitchen and stables, about 
lK)th of which Sir Francis was rather interested, and 
(Captain Strong was for examining the gardens; but 
the Baronet said, — the gardens, and that sort of 
tiling ! and finally he drove away from the house as 
unconcernedly as he had entered it; and that night 
the peotde of Clavering^earned that Sir Francis Clav- 
ering h.ul paid a vjsit to the Park, and was coining to 
live in the county. 

When this fact came to be known at Chatteris, all 
the folks in the place were set in comniotion: High 
Church and Low Church, half-pay captains and old 
maids and dowagers, sporting squireens of the vici- 
nag(*, farmers, tradesmen, and factory people — all 
the population in and round about tlie little place. 
The news was brought to Fairoaks, and received by 
the ladies tlu*re, and by Mr. Pen, with some exeiU*- 
iiKMit. Mrs. J^ybus says there is a very pretty girl 
in the family, Arthur,” Laura said, who was as kind 
and thoughtful uiioii this jioint as women generally 
are: ‘Lu Miss Arnory, Lady Clavering's daughter by 
her first marriage. Of course, you will fall in love 
with her as soon as she arrives.” 

Helen cried out, ‘‘Don’t talk nonsense, Laura.” 
Pen laugluMi, and said, “ Well, there is the young Sir 
Francis for you.” 

**lle is but four years old,” Miss Laura replied. 
** Hut T shall console myself with that handsome ofii- 
eer, Sir Fnincis’s friend. He was at church last Sun- 
day, in the Clavering pew, and his mustachios were 
Ixuuitiful.” 

Indeed the numl)er of Sir Francis’s family (whereof 
the members have all been mentioned in the above 
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paragraphs) was pretty soon known in the town, and 
everything else, as nearly as human industry and iiv 
genuity could calculate, regarding his household. The 
Park avenue and grounds were dotted now with town 
folks of the summer evenings, who made their way up 
to the great house, peered about the premises, and 
criticised the improvements which were taking place 
there. Loads upon loads of furniture arrived in num- 
berless vans from Chatteris and London ; and numer- 
ous as the vans were, there was not one but Captain 
Glanders knew what it containecl, and escorted the 
baggage up to the Park House. 

He and Captain Edward Strong had formed an inti- 
mate acquaintance by this time. The younger Cap- 
tain 0(!CU[)ied those very lodgings at Clavering, which 
the peaceful Smirke had previously tenanted, and was 
dee[) in the good graces of Madame Fribsby, his land- 
lady: and of the whole town, indeed. The Captain 
was splendid in ])erson and raiment; fresh-c.olored, 
blue-eyed, blac*k-whiskered, broad-chested, athletic — 
a slight tendency to fulness did not take away from 
the comeliness of his jolly figure — a braver soldier 
never presented a broader chest to the enemy. As he 
strode down Clavering High Street, his hat on one 
side, his cane clanking on the pavement, or waving 
round him in the execution of military cuts and solda- 
tesque mammivres — his jolly laughter ringing through 
the otherwise silent street — he was as welcome as 
sunshine to the place, and a comfort to every inhab- 
itint ill it. 

On the first market^ay he knew every x>rctty girl 
in tiie market : lie joked with all the women ; had 
a word with the farmers about their stock, and dined 
at the Agricultural Ordinary at the Clavering Arms, 
where he set them all dying with laugh tin* by his fun 
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and jokes. Tii be sure he be a vine feller, tii be 
sure that lie be,” was the universal opinion of the 
gentlemen in top-boots. He shook hands with a 
score of them, as they rode out of the inn-yard on 
tlieir old nags, waving his hat to them sjdendidly as 
he smoked his cigar in the inn-gate. In the course 
of the evening he was free of "^he landlady’s bar, 
knew what rent the landlord paid, how many acres 
he farmed, how much nuxlt he put in his strong beer; 
and whether he ever run in a little brandy unexcised 
by kings fioni HHymouth, or the fishing villages 
along the coast. 

He had tried to live at the great house first ; but 
it was so dull he could n’t stand it. ^^1 am a creature 
l)(»rn for society,” he told (Captain Glamh'rs. I hn 
down hen* to see Clavering’s house set in order; for 
between ourselves, I>aiik has no energy, sir, no 
ent*rgy; ’s not the chest for it, sir (and he threw 
out Ins own trunk as he s]mke) ; but I must have 
so(dal intercourse. Old Airs. Blenkinshop goes to 
lM‘d at seven, and tak(‘s l^>lly with her. Tli(*re was 
nobody but me and the (Hiost for the first two nights 
at the gr(*at house, and 1 own it, sir, I like i*ompany. 
Most old soldiers do.” 

(xlanders asked Strong where he had served ? Cap- 
tain Strong curled Ids mustache, and said with a 
laugh, that the otlier might almost ask where he had 
Jiof served. “ I began, sir, as cadet of Hungarian 
Chians, and when the war of Greek indejieiidene.e 
broke out, quitted that service in consequence of a 
<iuarrel with my governor, and w^as one of seven who 
es(*aped from Missolonghi, and was blown up in one 
of Botzaris’s fire-ships, at tlio age of seventeen. I il 
show you my Cross of tlie Hedcein(*r, if you ’ll come 
over to my lodgings and take a glass of gi’og with me, 
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Odptain, this evening. I Ve a few of those baubles 
in my desk. I Ve the White Eagle of Poland ; Skrzy-^ 
necki gave it me (he pronounced Skrzynecki^s name 
with wonderful accuracy and gusto) ^^upon the field 
of Ostrolenko. I was a lieutenant of the fourth regi- 
ment, sir, and we marched through Diebitsch^s lines 
— bang thro^ ^em into Prussia^ sir, without firing a 
shot. Ah, Captain, that was a mismanaged business. 

I received this wound by the side of the King before 
Oporto — where he would have pounded the stock- 
jobbing Pedroites, had Bourmont followed my advice ; 
and I served in Spain with the King’s troops, until 
the death of my dear friend, Zumalacarreguy, when 
I saw the game was over, and hung up my toasting- 
iron, Captain. Alava offered me a regiment ; but [ 
could n’t — damme I could n’t — and now, sir, you 
know Ned Strong — the Chevalier Strong they call 
me abroad — as well as he knows himself.” 

In this way almost everybody in Clavering came 
to know Ned Strong. He told Madame Fribsby, he 
told the landlord of the George, he told Baker at the 
reading-rooms, he told Idrs. Glanders, and the young 
ones, at dinner : and finally, he told Mr. Arthur 
Pendennis, who, yawning into Clavering one day, 
found the Chevalier Strong in company with Cap- 
tain Glanders ; and who was delighted with his 
new ac< plain tjine.e. 

Before many days were over, Captain Strong was 
as much at home in Helen’s drawing-room as he was 
in Mmlaim* Fribsby’s first floor ; and made the lonely 
house very gay with his good-humor and ceaseless 
flow of talk. The two women had never before seen 
such a man. He had a thousand stories alxmt battles 
and dangers to interest them — about Greek captives, 
Polish beauties, and Spanish nuns. He could sing 
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scores of sdngs, in half a dozen languages, and would 
sit down to the piano and troll them off in a rich 
manly voice. Both the ladies pronounced him to be 
delightful — and so he was : though, indeed, they 
had not had much choice of man’s society as yet, 
having seen in^the course of their lives but few per- 
sons, except old Portman and the Major, and Mr. 
Pen, who was a genius, to be sure ; but then your 
geniuses are somewhat flat and moody at home. 

And Captain Strong acquainted his new friends at 
Fairoaks, not only witli his own biography, Init with 
the whole history of the family now coming to Clav- 
ering. It was he who had made the marriage be- 
tween his friend Frank and the widow Amory. She 
wanted rank, and h(i wanted money. What match 
(‘ould be more suitable ? He organized it ; he made 
those two people happy. There was no particular 
romantic, attachment between them ; the widow was 
not of an age or a i)erson for romances, and Sir Fran- 
cis, if he had his game at billiards, and his dinner, 
cared for little besides. But they were as happy as 
]>eople could be. (davering would return to his na- 
tive pla(*e and country, his wife’s fortune would pay 
his encumbrances off, and his son and heir would be 
one of the first men in the county. 

‘‘ And Miss Amory ? ” Laura asked. Laura was 
unc,()mmonly curious about Miss Amory. 

Strong laughed. “Oh, Miss Amory is a muse — 
Miss Amory is a mystery — Miss Amory is a femme 
tneomjjrisey “ What is that ? ” asked simjde Mrs. 
Pendennis — but the Chevalier gave her no answer; 
jH^rhaps could not give lier one. “ M iss Amory paints. 
Miss Amory writes poems, Miss Amory composes 
music, Miss Amory rides like Diana Vernon, Miss 
Amory is a paragon, in a word.” 
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“ I hate clever women,” said Pen, 

‘‘Thank you,” said Laura. For her part she was 
sure she should be charmed with* Miss Aniory, and 
quite longed to have such a friend. And with this 
she looked Pen full in the face, as if every word the 
little hypocrite said was Gospel truth. 

Thus an intiiiia(‘y was arranged and prepared 
beforehand Ix^twinui the Fairoaks family and their 
wealthy neighbors at tlu‘ Park ; and Pt*n and Laura 
were to tin* full as eager for their arrival, as even the 
most curious of the (jlavering folks. A Londoner, 
who sees fresh fa('es and yawns at thcnn evcny day, may 
smile at the t^agern(*ss with which ('oiintry people 
expect a visitor. A (‘-ockiH\v comes amongst them, 
and is rcimunbered by his rural (‘utertainers for years 
after he has left them, ami forgotbm them v(‘ry likely 
— Hojiied far away from them on tin* vast London 
sea. Hut tin* islanders rememb«*r long aft(‘r the 
mariner has sailed awav, ainl (‘an t(‘ll you what he 
said and what In* wore, and how he looked and how 
he laugln*d. In lim*, a new arrival is an event in the 
country ind to be understood by us, who don’t, and 
had ratin'!- not, know who lives next door. 

When tin* painters and ui>h(dsteivrs had done their 
work in the honst*, and so Ix'antihed it, und(*r Captain 
Strong’s supt*rint(*ndence, that In* might well be jmmd 
of his taste, that gentleman aunouii(‘(*d that he should 
go to L<mdon, where tin* whole family had arrived by 
this time, and should s]wH*dily return to establish 
tln*m ill their ren ovated mansion. 

I)etachnn*nts ot d(unestn*s preceded tln*m. Car- 
riages cann* down hy s<*a, and were brought over from 
Haynnmth hv horses whieh had previously arrived 
umh'r tin* care of gn>oms and (Hnu-hmen. One day the 
“ Alacrity ” couch brought down on its rcH»f two large 
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and melancholy men, who were dropped at the Park 
l(Klge with their trunks, and %ho were Messieurs 
Frederic and James, metropolitan footmen, who had no 
objection to the country, and brought with them state 
and other suits of the Clavering uniform. 

On another day, the mail deposited at the gate a 
foreign gentleman, adorned with many ringlets and 
chains. He made a great riot at tlu^ lodge gate to the 
keeper's wife (who, being a West-country woman, did 
not understand his English or his Gascon French), 
because thi‘re was no carriage in waiting to drive him 
to the hons<», a mile off, and because he could not 
walk entire Ictagues in his fatigued state and varnished 
lK)ots. This was Monsieur Aleide Mirobolant, form- 
erly Chef of his Highmvss the Due d(» Borodino, of H. 
Kminence Cardinal Beccaiieo, and at present Chef of 
the hoiiche of Sir Clavenng, Barom't : — Monsieur 
Mirobolant’s library, pictures, and piano, liad arrived 
previously in charge of tlui inbdligent young English- 
man, his alde-de<am.p. was, moreover*, aid(*d by a 
[)rt>fessed female cook, likewise from London, who 
had inferior femafes under her orders. 

He did not dine in the steward’s rc^fin, but took his 
nutriment in solitude in bis own a])artments, where a 
female servant was affected to his private use. It 
was a grand sight to behohl him in his dressing-gown 
composing a menu. He always sat down and played 
tlie piano for some time Indore. If interru})t(Hl, he 
remonstrated j)athetically. Every gr(*at artist, he 
said, had need of solitude to ]»erfeetionate his works. 

But we are advarnung matters in the fulness of our 
love and respect tVu* Monsieur Mirobolant, and bring- 
ing him ju'ematurely cm the stage*. 

The Chevalit*r Strong hael a liaml in the engage- 
ment of all the Loudon domestics, and, indeed^ 
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seemed to be the master of the house. There were 
those among them Vho said he was the house- 
iteward, only he dined with the family. Howbeit, he 
knew how to make himself respected, and two of by 
no means the least comfortable rooms of the house 
were assigned to his particular use. 

He was walking upon the terrace finally upon the 
eventful day, when, amidst an immense jangling pf 
bells fforn Clavering Church, where the flag was fly- 
ing, an open carriage and one o^ those travelling 
chariots or family arks, which only English philo- 
progenitiveness could invent, drove rapidly with 
foaniing horses through the Park gates, and up to the 
steps of the Hall. The two hattans of the sculptured 
door flew open. Two superior officers in black, the 
large and melancholy gentlemen, now in livery with 
their hair in i>ow<ler, the country menials engaged to aid 
them, were in waiting in the hall, and bowed like tall 
elms when autumn winds wail in the park. Through 
this avenue passed Sir Francis ('lavtniug with a most 
unmoved face : Lady (flavoring, with a ])air of bright 
bla(;k eyes, and a good-humored countenance, which 
waggled and uockled very graciously : Master Francis 
Clavering, who was holding his mammals skirt (and 
wlio sto})j)ed tlu* procession to look at the largest 
footman, whose ap]H*arance se<‘med to strike the 
young gentleman), and Miss Illandy, governess to 
Master Francis, and Miss Amory, her ladyship’s 
daughter, giving her arm to Captain Strong. It was 
summer, hut fires of welcome were crackling in the 
great hall chimney, and in the rooms which the 
family were to occupy. 

Monsieur Mirobolaiit had looked at the procession 
from one of the lime-trees in the avenue. “Elle est 
Ik,” he said, laying his jewelled hand on his richly 
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embroidered velvet waistcoat with glass buttons, 
‘<Je t’ai vue; je te benis, 0*ina sylphide, 0 mon 
ange ! ” and he dived into the thicket, and made his 
way back to his furnaces and saucepans. 

The next Sunday the same party which had just 
made its appearance at Clavering Park, came and pub- 
licly took possession of the ancuiit pew in the church, 
wjhere so many of the Baronet’s ancestors had prayed, 
and were now kneeling in effigy. There was such a 
run to. see the ijew folks, that the Ijow Church was 
deserted, to the disgust of its pastor ; and as the 
state barouche, with the grays and coachman in silver 
wig, and solemn footmen, drew up at the old church- 
yard gate, there was such a crowd assembled there 
as had not been seen for many a long day. Captain 
Strong knew everybody, and salut('(l for all the com- 
jiany. The country people vowed my lady was not 
liandsoine, to be sure, but pronounced her to be un- 
common hue dressed, as indeed she was — with the 
iiiiest of shawls, the hnest of pelisses, the brilliantest 
of bonnets and wreaths, and a power of rings, cameos, 
broodies, chains, bangles, and other nameless gim- 
c racks; and ribbons of every br(»adth and c.olor of 
the rainbow flaming on her person. Miss Amory 
appeared meek in dove-color, like a vestal virgin — 
while Master Francis was in the (jostume them preva- 
lent of Rob Roy Maegregor, a celebrated irigliland 
outlaw. The Baronet was not more animatcul than 
ordinarily — there was a happy viwmity about him 
which enabled him to face a dinner, a death, a church, 
a marriage, with the same indifferent ease. 

A pew for the Clavering servants was filled by 
these domestics, and the enraptured congregation saw 
the gentlemen from London with vlower on their 
heeds,” and the miraculous coachman with his silver 
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migf take tlieir places in that pew so soon as lus 
bomil were put up at the Clavering Arms. 

In the Oburse of the service, Master Francis began 
to make such a yelling in the pew, that Frederic, the 
tallest of the footmen, was beckoned by his master, 
and rose and went and carried out Master Francis, 
who roared and beat him on the head, so that the 
powder flew round about, like clouds of incens^ 
Nor was he pacified until placed on the box of the 
carriage, where he played at horses with John’s 

whim 

<fYou see the little beggar ’s never been to church 
before, Miss Bell,” the Baronet drawled out to a 
young lady who was visiting him; <‘no wonder he 
should make a row : 1 don’t go in town neither, but I 
think it’s right in the country to give a good example 
— and that sort of thing.” 

Miss Bell laughed and said, *‘The little boy had 
not given a ])arti(*ularly good example.” 

** Gad, I don’t know,” said the Baronet. “ It ain’t 
so bad neither. Whenever he wants a thing, Frank 
always cwies, and whenever he e.wies he gets it.” 

Here the child in question began to howl for a 
dish of sweetmeats on the luncheon table, and mak- 
ing a lunge acros.s the tabkM*.loth, u]^si*t a glass of 
wine over the best waistcoat of one of the guests 
present, Mr. Arthur I’cndennis, who was greatly 
annoyed at iKung made to Itmk foolish and at hav- 
ing his sjwtless cambric shirt-front blotched with 
wine. 

“We do sjwil him so,” said Lady Clavering to Mrs. 
Pendennis, fondly gazing at the cherub, whose hands 
and face were now frothed over with the species of 
lather which is inserted in the confection called 
meriufftieji a la cretne. 




Master Francis in a State oe Revolt. 
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I was quite wight,” said the Baronet. ^He 
has ewied, and he has got it, you see. Go it, Fwaui, 
old boy.” ^ 

<<Sir Francis is a very judicious parent^” Miss 
Amory whispered. Don’t you think so, Miss Bell ? 
I sha’n’t call you Miss Bell — I shall call you Laura. 
I admired you so at church. , ^our robe was not well 
made, nor your bonnet very fresh. But you have 
such beautiful gray eyes, and such a lovely tint.” 

“ Thank you,” said Miss Bell, laughing. 

^‘Your cousin^is handsome, and thinks so. He is 
uneasy de sa jpersonne. He has not seen the world 
yet. Has he genius ? Has he suffered ? A lady, 
a little woman in rumpled satin and velvet shoes — a 
Miss Pybus — came here, and said he has suffered. 
I, too, have suffered, — and you, Laura, has your 
heart ever been touched ? ” 

Laura said “ No ! ” but perhaps blushed a little at 
the idea or the question, so that the other said, — 

“ Ah, Laura ! I see it all. It is the beau cousin. 
Tell me everything. T already love you as a sister.” 

You are very kind,” said Miss Bell, smiling, and 
— and it must be- owned that it is a very sudden 
attachimmt.” 

“ All attachments are so. It is electricity — spon- , 
taneity. It is instantaneous. I knew I should love 
you from the moment I saw you. Do you not feel it 
yourself ? ” 

“ Not yet,” said Laura ; but I dare say I shall if 
I try.” 

‘^Call me by my name, then.” 

But I don’t know it,” Laura cried out. 

“My name is Blanche — isn’t it a pretty name? 
Call me by it.” 

“ Blanche — it is very pretty, indeed.” 



PfiNDfiSm 


m 

‘‘And while mamma talks with that kind-looking 
lady — what relation is she to you ? She must have 
keen pretty once, but is rather passee ; slie is not well 
gantee, but she has a pretty hand — and while mamma 
talks to her, come with me to my own room, ^iny 
own, own room. It’s a darling room, though that 
horrid creature, Captain Strong, did arrange it. Are 
you ep7*i8 of him ? He says you are, but I know l>et- 
ter ; it is the bean cousin. Yes — il a de beaux yeux, 
Je n 'aime pas les blonds, ordinairement. Car je suis 
blond moi — je suis Blanche et blo^iule,’' — and she 
looked at her facie and made a moue in the glass ; and 
never stopped for Laura’s answer to the questions 
which she had put. 

Blanche was fair, and like a sylph. Rhe had fair 
hair, with green reflections in it. But she luid dark 
eyebrows. Rhci had long black eyelashes, which veiled 
beautiful brown eyes. She had such a slim waist, 
that it was a wonder to behold ; and such slim little 
feet, that you would have thought the grass would 
hardly bend under them. Her lips were of the color 
of faint rosebuds, and her vouie warbled limpidly ovcu* 
a set of the sweetest little pearly teeth ever seen. 
She showc'd thcuu very oft(*n, for they were very 
# pretty. She was always smiling, and a smile not only 
showed her teeth wonderfully, but likewise exhibited 
two lovely little pink dimples, that nestled in eitln^r 
clu'ek. 

She showed Laura her drawings, which the othcn* 
thought charming. She played her some of her 
waltzc*s, with a rapid and brilliant finger, and Laura 
was still more eharincHl. And she then read her some 
poems, in French and English, likewise of her own 
composition, and which she kejit locked in her own 
book — h(*r own dear little book ; it was bound in 
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blue velvet with a gilt lock, and on it was printed in 
gold the title of ^‘Mes Lannes.” 

<< Mes Larmes ! — is n’t it a pretty name ? ” the 
young lady continued, who was pleased with every- 
thing that she did, and did everything very well. 
Ijaura owned that it was. She had never seen any- 
thing like it before ; anything *"0 lovely, so accom- 
j)lislied, so fragile and pretty; warbling so prettily, 
and trip})ing about such a pretty room, with such a 
nunib(ir of pretty books, pictures, flowers, round about 
lier. The lionesf and generous country girl forgot 
even jealousy in her admiration. Indeed, Blanche,” 
she said, everything in the room is pretty ; and you 
are the prettiest of all.” The other smiled, looked in 
the glass, went up and took both of Laura’s hands, 
and kissed them, and sat down to the piano, and 
shook out a little song. 

The intimacy between the young ladies si)rang up 
like Jack’s Bean-stalk to the skies in a single night. 
The large footmen were perpetually walking with lit- 
tle pink notes to Fairoaks; where there was a pretty 
housemaid in the kitchen, who might possibly tempt 
those gentlemen to so humble a place. Miss Amory 
sent music, or Miss Amory .sent a new novel, or a pic- 
ture from the ‘sJournal des Modes,” to Laura ; or my 
lady’s compliments arrived with flowers and fruit; or 
Miss Amory begged and prayed Miss Bfdl to come to 
dinner; and dear Mrs. Pendenni.s, if she w'as strong 
enough ; and Mr. Arthur, if a humdrum party were 
not too stupid for him; and would send a pony- 
(iarriage for Mrs. Pendennis ; and would take no 
denial. 

Neither Arthur nor Laura wished to refuse. And 
Helen, who was, indeed, somewhat ailing, was glad 
that the two should have their pleasun* ; and would 
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look at them fondly as they set forth, and ask in her 
heait that she might not be called away until those 
, two beings whom she loved best in the world should 
be joined together. As they went out and crossed 
over the bridge, she remembered summer evenings 
five-and-twenty years ago, when she, too, had bloomed 
in her brief prime of love and happiness. It was all 
over now. The moon was looking from the purpling 
sky, and the stars glittering there, just as they used 
in the early well-remembered evenings. He was 
lying dead far away, with the billows rolling between 

them. Good God ! how well she remembered the last 
look of his face as they ])arted. It looked out at her 
through the vista of long years, as sad and as clear as 

then. 

So Mr. Pen and Miss Laura found the society at 
Clavering Park an uncommonly agreeable resort of 
summer evenings. Blanche vowed that she raffoled 
of Laura; and, very likely, Mr. Pen was pleased with 
Iflaindie. His s})irits came back : he laughed and rat- 
tled till Laura woudt'red to hear him. It was not the 
same IVn, yawning in a shooting-jacket, in the Fair- 
oaks parlor, wlio a])peared alert and brisk, and smil- 
ing, and well-dressed, in Lady Clavering’s drawing- 
room. Sometimes they had music. Laura had a 
sweet contralto voice, and sang with Blanche, who had 
ha<l the best cuintinental instruction, and was ehariued 
to be her frieiurs mistress. Sometimes Mr. Pen 
joined in these concerts, or oftener looked sweet upon 
M iss Blanehe as she sang. Sometimes they had glees, 
wlum ("aptain Strong’s chest was of vast service, and 
he hooiiu'd out in a prodigious bass, of which he was 
not a little jiroiid. 

** Good fellow, Strong — ain't he, Miss Bell?” Sir 
Francis would say to her. Plays at ecarte with Lady 
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Clavering — plays anything, pitch and toss, pianoforty, 
cvvibbage if you like. How long do you think he 's 
been staying with me ? He came for a week with a 
carpet-bag, and gad, he been staying thwee years, 
(lood fellow, ain’t he ? Don’t know how he gets a 
sliillin’, though, by Jove I don’t, Miss Lauwa.” 

And yet the Chevalier, if he lost his money to Lady 
Clavering, always paid it ; and if he lived with his friend 
for three years, paid for that too — in good-humor, in 
kindness and joviality, in a thousand little services by 
which he made himself agreeable. What gentleman 
could want a better friend than a man who was always 
in spirits, never in the way or out of it, and was ready 
to execute any commission for his patron, whether it 
was to sing a song or meet a lawyer, to fight a duel, or 
to carve a capon ? 

Although Laura and Pen commonly went to Claver- 
ing Park together, yet sometimes Mr. Pen took walks 
tli(‘ie unattended by her, and about which he did not 
tell her. He took to fishing the Brawl, which runs 
tlnough the Park, and passes not very far from the 
garden- wall ; and by the oddest coincidence, Miss 
Amory would walk out (having been to look at her 
flowers), and would be quite surprised to see Mr. 
Pendennis fishing. 

1 wonder what trout Pen caught while the young 
lady was looking on? or whether Miss Blanche was 
th<^ pretty little fish which played round his fly, and 
which Mr. Pen was endeavoring to hook ? 

As for Miss Blanche, she had a kind heart; and hav- 
ing, as she owned, herself “ suffered ” a good deal in 
tile course of her brief life and experience — why, she 
could compassionate other susceptible beings like Pen, 
wlio had suffered too. Her love for Laura and that 
d(*ar Mrs. Pendennis redoubled : if they were not at 
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tl:^ Park^ aha* was not easy unless she herself was at 
Fairoaks. She played with Laura ; she read French 
and German with Laura; and Mr. Pen read French 
and German along with them. He turned senti- 
mental ballads of Schiller and Goethe into English 
verse for the ladies, and Blanche unlocked ‘^Mes 
Larmes ” for him, and imparted to him some of the 
plaintive outpourings of her own tender Muse. 

It appeared from these poems that the young crea- 
ture had indeed suffered prodigiously. She was 
familiar with the idea of suicide. Death she rei>eat- 
edly longed for. A faded rose inspired her with such 
grief that you would have thought she must die in 
pain of it. It was a wonder how a young creature 
should have suffered so much — should have found 
the means of getting at such an ocean of despair and 
passion (as a ninaway boy who will get to sea), and 
having embarked on it, should survive it. What a 
talent she must have had for weeping to be able to 
pour out so many of Mes Larmes ! 

They were not particularly briny, Miss Blanche’s 
tears, that is the truth : but Pen, who read her verses, 
thought them very well for a lady — and wrote some 
verses himself for her. . His were very violent and pas- 
sionate, very hot, sweet, and strong : and he not only 
wrote versos ; but — Oh the villain ! Oh, the deceiver ! 
he altered and adapted former poems in his possession, 
and which had been composed for a certain Miss 
Emily Fothei ingay, for the use and to the Christian 
name of Miss Blanche Amory. 





Mr. Pen begins to be Consoled. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


A LITTLE INNOCENT. 

Egad, Strong,” one day the Baronet said, as the 
pair were conversing after dinner over the billiard- 
table, and that great unbosomer of secrets, a cigar j 
*‘Egad, Strong, 1 wish to the doose your wife was 
dead.” 

<< So do L That ’s a cannon, by Jove ! But she 
won’t; she’ll live forever — you see if she don’t. 
Why do you wish her off the hooks, Frank, my boy ? ” 
asked Captain Strong. 

Because then you might marry Missy. She ain’t 
bad looking. She ’ll have ten thousand, and that ’s a 
good bit of money for such a poor old devil as you,” 
drawled out the other gentleman. And egad, Strong, 
1 hate her worse and worse every day. I can’t stand 
her, Strong ; by gad, I can’t.” 

“ 1 W'ould n’t take her at twice the figure,” Captain 
Strong said, laughing. “ I never saw such a little 
devil in my life.” 

I should like to poison her,” said the sententious 
Baronet; ^^by Jove I should.” 

“ Why, what luis she been at now ? ” asked his 
friend. 

** Nothing particular,” answered Sir Francis ; only 
her old tricks. That girl has such a knack of making 
everybody miserable that, hang me, it ’s quite surpris- 
ing. Last night she sent the governess crying away 
from the dinner-table. Afterwards, as I was passing 
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Frank’s room, I heard the poor little beggar howling 
in the dark, and found his sister had been frightening 
his soul out of his body, by telling him stories about 
the ghost that’s in the house. At lunch she gave 
my lady a turn ; and though my wife ’s a fool, she ’s 
a good soul — I’m hanged if she ain’t.” 

What did Missy do to her ? ” Strong asked. 

** Why, hang me, if she did n’t begin talking about 
the late Amory, my predecessor,” the Baronet said, 
with a grin. “ She got some picture out of ‘ The Keej)- 
sake,’ and said, she was sure it was Tike her dear father. 
She wanted to know where her father’s grave was. 
Hang her father ! Whenever Miss Amory talks about 
him, Lady Clavering always bursts out crying ; and 
the little devil will talk about him in order to spite 
her mother. To-day when she began, I got in a con- 
founded rage, said I was her father, and — and that 
sort of thing, and then, sir, she took a shy at me.” 

** And what did she say about you, Frank ? ” Mr. 
Strong, still laughing, inquired of his friend and 
patron. 

“ Gad, she said I was n’t her father ; that T was n’t 
fit to comprehend her ; that her father must have 
been a man of genius, and fine feelings, and that sort 
of thing ; whereas I had married her mother for 
money.” 

Well, did n’t you ? ” asked Strong. 

‘‘ It don’t make it any the pleasanter to hear be- 
cause it ’s true, don’t you know,” Sir Framds (havering 
answered. I ain’t a literary man and that ; but 1 
ain’t such a fool as she makes me out. I don’t know 
how it is, but she always manages to — to put me iu 
the hole, don’t you understand. She turns all the 
house round her in her quiet way, and with her con- 
founded sentimental airs. I wish she wjis dead, Xed.” 
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It was my wife whom you wanted dead just now,” 
Strong said, always in perfect good-humor; upon which 
the Baronet, with his accustomed candor, said, “ Well, 
when people bore my life out, I do wish they were 
(lead, and I wish Missy were down a well with all my 
lieart.” 

Thus it will be seen from the above report of this 
candid conversation that our accomplished little friend 
had some peculiarities or defects of characiter which 
rendered her not very popular. She was a young lady 
of some genius, exquisite sympatliies and considerable 
lit(u*ary attainments, living, like many another genius, 
witli relatives who could not comprehend her. Neither 
her mother nor her step-father were persons of a lit- 
(‘rary turn. BelPs Life ” and the “ llacing Calendar ” 
w(*re the extent of the Baronet’s reading, and Lady 
(’layering still wrote like a school-girl of thirteen, and 
with an extraordinary disregard to grammar and spell- 
ing. And as Miss Amory felt very keenly that she 
was not appreciated, and that she lived with })ersons 
who were not her e(pxals in intellect or conversational 
])ower, she lost no opportunity to acjquaint her family 
circle with their inferiority to herself, and not only 
was a martyr, but took care to let everybody know 
that she was so. If she suffered, as she said and 
thought she did, severely, are we to wonder that a 
young creature of such delicate sensibilities should 
shriek and cry out a good deal ? If a poetess may 
not bemoan her lot, of what earthly use is her lyre ? 
Blanche struck hers only to the saddest of tunes ; and 
sang elegies over her deml hopes, dirges over her early 
frost-nipped buds of affection, as became such a melan- 
choly fate and Muse. 

Her actual distresses, as we have said, had not been 
up to the present time very considerable : but her griefs 
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lay, like those of most of us, in her own soul — that 
being sad and habitually dissatisfied, what wonder that 
she should weep ? So “ Mes Larines ” dribbled out of 
her eyes any day at command ; she could furnish an 
unlimited supply of tears, and her faculty of shedding 
th(3m increased by i>riictice. For sentiment is like an- 
other comi>laint inentioiu^d by Horace, as increasing 
by self-indulgence (I am sorry to say, ladies, that the 
comjdaint in (jucstion is called the dropsy), and the 
more you cry, the more you will be able and desirous 
to do so. 

Missy had begun to gush at a very early age. Lii- 
martine was her favorite bard from the period when 
she first could feel ; and she had subs(»quently im- 
proved h(‘r mind by a sedulous study of novels of the 
great mod(*rn authors of the French language. There 
was not a romance of Balzac and Ot^orge Sand which 
thi* indefatigable little creature had not devoured by 
the time sin* was sixteen : and, ln)W(*ver little she 
sympathized with her relatives at liome, she had 
friends, as she said, in the spirit-world, meaning tin* 
tender Indiana, tin* j>assionate and*poetic L(dia, tin* 
amiable Trenmor, that high-souled convict, that angel 
of the galleys, — the fiery 8t(*nK), — and the other 
numberless heroes of the Fri*nch romances. She had 
been in love with Frince Kodolph and Prince Djalma 
while she was y(*t at school, and liad settled the divorce 
(|uestion, and the rights of woman, with Indiana, be- 
fore sin* had left off junafores. The impetuous little 
lady played at loye with th(*se imaginary worthies, as 
a little whih* lM‘fore she had jdayed at maternity wit), 
her doll. l*retty little ]K)etieal spirits ! it is curi- 
ous to watedi them with those playthings. To-day 
tin* blue-eyed one is the favorite, and the black-e 3 't*(l 
one is pushed behind the drawers. To-morrow blue- 
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eyes may take its turn of neglect : and it may be an 
odious little wretch with a burnt nose, or torn head of 
hair, and no eyes at all, that takes the first place in 
Miss’s affection, and is dandled and caressed in her 
arms. 

As novelists are supposed to know everything, even 
the secrets of female hearts, which the owners them- 
selves do not perhaps know, we may state that at 
eleven years of age Mademoiselle Betsi, as Miss 
Amory was then called, had felt tender emotions 
towards a young* Savoyard organ-grinder at Paris, 
whom she ])ersist(*d in believing to be a prince* carried 
off from his parents ; that at twelve an old anil hide- 
ous drawing-mabter — (but, ah, what age or personal 
defects are proof against woman’s love ?) had agitated 
her young heart; and that, at thirteen, being at 
iVladamc de Carnnd’s boarding-school, in the Champs 
^IJysees, which, as r*verybody knows, is next door to 
Monsieur llogron's (Clievali(‘r of the Legion of Honor) 
pension for young gentlemen, a corresj)on(l(*nee by 
letter took jilaee Ix^tween the sedulsante Miss Betsi and 
twc» young gentlemen of the College of Charlemagne, 
who were* pensioners of the Chevalier Rogron. 

In the above jiaragraph our young friend lias been 
calh‘d by a Christian name, different to that under 
whicdi we were lately ]iresented to her. The fact is, 
that Miss Amory, called Missy at home, had really at 
the first been christened Betsy — but assumed the 
name of Blamdie of her own will and fantasy, and 
crowned herself with it ; and the weapon which the 
Baronet, her steji-father, field in terror over her, was 
the threat to call her jiubliely by her name of Betsy, 
by which menace he sometimes managed to keep the 
)oi]ng rebel in order. 

Blanche liad had hosts of dear, dear, darling friends 
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ere now, and had quite a little museum of locks of 
hai^dn her treasure<‘hest, wliieli she had gathered iif^ 
^the course of her sentimental progress. Some dear 
friends had married : some had gone to other schools : 
one beloved sister she had lost from the x>ension, and 
found again, Oh, horror ! her darling, her Leocadie, 
keeping the books in her father’s shoj), a grocer in 
the Kue du Bac : in fae>t, she had met with a number 
of disappointments, estrangements, disilliisiomiients, 
as she called them in h(*r ]>retty French jargon, and 
had seen and sulfer(‘d a great d«.<d for so young a 
woman. But it is tlie lot of sensibility to softer, and 
of confiding temhu-ness to be d(*ceived, and she felt 
that she was only undergoing the j)(malti(*s of genius 
in these pangs and disapiudntimmts of her young 
career. 

Meanwhile, she managed to make tlie honest lady, 
her mother, us uncomfortable as eircuiustanct's would 
permit; and caused her worthy stcp-latlKU’ to ^\lsh 
she was dead. With the (‘\e(*ption of (Captain Strong, 
whose^ invincible good-humor was j)roof against her 
sareasms, tlie litth* lady ruled tie* whole house with 
her tongue. If Lady (Uavcriiig talked about Sparrow- 
grass instead of Asparagus, or called an obj('ct a hob- 
jcct, as this unfortunate lady would sometimes do, 
Missy calmly (*orreeted her, ami frightened tie* good 
soul, her mother, into errors only the niort* frequent 
as she grew more nervous under her daughter's eye. 

It is not to l>e supposed, eoiisidering the vast iii- 
ter(\st whiidi the arrival of the family at Claveriiig 
Park inspired in the inhabitants of tin* litth* town, 
that Madame Fribsby alone, of all the folks in Ciaver- 
ing, should have remained uumove<l and iii<*iirious. 
At the first appearance of the Park family in churcli| 
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« adame noted every article of toilet which the 
lies wore, from their bonnets to their hrodequimy 
and took a survey of the attire of the ladies^-maids in 
the pew allotted to them. We fear that Doctor Port- 
man’s sermon, though it was one of his oldest and 
most valued compositions, had little effect upon Ma- 
dame Fribsby on that day. In a very few days after- 
wards, she had managed for herself an interview with 
Lady Clavering’s confidential attendant, in tlie house- 
keeper’s room at the Park ; and her cards in French 
and English, stating that she received the newest 
fashions from Paris from her correspondent Madame 
Victorine, and that she was in the custom of making 
court and ball dresses for the nobility and gentry of 
the shire, were in the possession of Lady Clavering 
and Miss Amory, and favorably received, as she was 
happy to hear, by those ladies. 

Mrs. Bonner, Lady Clavering’s lady, became soon a 
great frequenter of Madame Fribsby’s drawing-room, 
and partook of many entertainments at the milliner’s . 
expense. A meal of green tea, scandal, hot Sally- 
Lunn cakes, and a little novel reading, were always 
at the service of Mrs. Bonner, whenever she was free 
to pass an evening in the town. And she found 
much more time for these pleasures than her junior 
officer, Miss Amory’s maid, who seldom could be 
spared for a holiday, and was worked as hard as 
any factory girl by that inexorable little Muse, her 
mistress. 

And there was another person connected with the 
Clavering establishment, wlio became a constant 
guest of our friend, the milliner. This was the chief 
of the kitchen, Monsieur Mirobolant, with whom 
Madame Fribsby soon formed an intimacy. 

Not having bf^en ac(‘ustomed to the appearance or 
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‘Mletgr of {>efBon8 of the French nation^ the mtic 
of Clavering were not so farorahly im- 
"jpressed by Monsieur Alcide’s manners and a|»pear- 
ance, as that gentleman might have desired that they 
should be. He walked among them quite unsui|>i- 
ciously upon the afternoon of a summer day, when his 
services were not*required at the House, in his usual 
favorite costume, namely, his light green frock or 
paletot, his crimson velvet waistcoat, with blue glass 
buttons, his j)antalon Ecossais^ of a very large and de- 
cided chech ])attern, his orange satin neck-cloth, and 
his jean-boots, with tips of shiny leather, — these, 
with a gold embroidered cap, and richly gilt cane, or 
other vririeti(‘8 of ornament of a similar tendency, 
formed his usual holiday costume, in which he flat- 
tered himself there was nothing remarkable (unless, 
indeed, the beauty of his person should attract obser- 
vation), and in wliicjh he considered that he exhibited 
the appearance of a genthnnan of good Parisian ton. 

He walked then down the street, grinning and 
ogling every woman he met with glances, which ho 
meant should kill them o\itright, and peered over the 
railings, and in at the windows, where females were, 
in the trancpiil summer evening. But Betsy, Mrs. 
Pybus\s maid, shnink back with a Lor bless us ! ” as 
Aleide ogled her over the laurel bush; the Misses 
Baker, and their mamma, shared with wonder; and 
presently a crowd l)egan to follow tlie interesting for- 
eigner, of ragged urchins and children, who left their 
dirt-pies in the street to pursue him. 

For some time he thought that admiration was 
the cause which led these i>ersons in his wake, and 
walked on, pleased himself that he could so easily 
confer on others so much harmless pleasure. But the 
little children and dirt-pie manufacturers were pres* 




MiROBOumr nmvkru m 



. f , -p , 
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a number of lads and girls from the factory bemg let 
loose at this hour, joined the mob, and began laugh- 
ing, jeering, hooting, and calling opprobrious^ namels 
at the Frenchman. Some cried o^t, ^^Frenchy! 
Frenchy I ” some exclaimed Frogs I one asked for 
a lock of his hair, which wns long and in richly 
flowing ringlets ; and at length the poor artist began 
to jjerceive that he was an object of derision rather 
than of respect to the rude grinning mob. 

It was at this juncture that Madame Fribsby spied 
the unlucky gentleman with the train at his heels, 
and heard the scornful shouts with which they as- 
sailed him. She ran out of her room, and across the 
street to the persecuted foreigner ; she held out her 
hand, and, addressing him in his own language, in- 
vited him into her abode ; and when she had housed ^ 
him fairly within her door, she stood bravely at the 
threshold before* the gibing factory girls and boys^ 
and said they were a pack of cowards to insult a poor 
man who could not speak their language, and was 
alone and without jiroteotiou. The little crowd, with 
some ironical cheers and bootings, nevertheless felt 
the force of Madame Fribsby's vigorous allocution,- 
and retreated before her ; for the old lady was rather 
respected in the place, and her oddity and her kind- 
ness had made her many friends there. 

Poor Mirobolant was grateful indeed to hear the 
language of His country ever so ill spoken. Frencli- 
men pardon our faults in their language much more 
**eadily tb^ we excuse their bad English ; and yill , 
face ^ blunders throughout a loug conversatmn, 
without the prop^msity to grin. The rescued 
artist Vowed that Madame Fribsby was Jus guardi|tu 
auj^lp and had not as yet ins4, with svbh 
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suavity and politeness among les Anglauen. He was 
as courteous and complimentary to her as if it was 
the fairest and noblest of ladies whom he was ad- 
dressing: for Alcide Mirobolant paid homage after 
his fashion to all womankind, and never dreamed of 
a distinction of ranks in the realms of beauty, as his 
phrase was. 

A cream, flavored with pine-apple — a mayonnaise 
of lobster, which he flattered himself was not un- 
worthy of his hand, or of her to whom he had the 
honor to offer it as an homage, and a box of jjreserved 
fruits of Provence, were brought by one of the chefs 
aides-de-camp, in a basket, the next day to the milli- 
ner’s, and were a(;conipanied with a gallant note to 
the amiabh^ Madame Fribsby. ‘‘Her kindness,^’ 
Alcide said, “had made a green ])lace in the desert of 
his existence, — Inn* suavity would ever contrast in 
memory with the grossierete of the rustic population, 
who W(U’e not worthy to ])ossess such a jewel.” An 
intimacy of the most confidential nature thus sprang 
up between the milliner and th(‘ chief of the kitchen; 
but I do not know whether it was with pleasure or 
mortification that Madame rec^eived the declarations 
of friendship which the young Alcide proffered to 
her, for he ]>ersisted in calling her, “ La respectable 
Frihshi,'' “ La ccrfiicHse Frlbshi^" — and in stating that 
he should consider her as his mother, while he hoped 
she would regard him as her son. Ah ! it was not 
very long ago, Fribsby thought, that words had been 
addressed to her in that dear French language, indi- 
cating a different sort of attacdimeut. And she sighed 
as she looked up at the picture of her Carabineer. 
For it is surprising how young some jKmple’s hearts 
remain when their heads have need of a front or 
a little haiiMlye — and, at this moment, Madame 
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Fribsl^, as she told young Alcide, felt as romantic 
as a girl of eighteen. 

When the conversation took this turn — and at 
their first intimacy Madame Fribsby was rather in- 
clined so to lead it — Alcide always politely diverged 
to another subject : it was as his mother that he per 
sisted in considering the good milliner. He would 
recognize her in no other capacity, and with that 
relationship the gentle lady was forced to content 
herself, when she |ound how deeply the artist’s heart 
was engaged elsewhere. 

He was not long before he described to her the 
subject and origin of his passion. 

“ I declared myself to her,” said Alcide, laying his 
hand on his heart, ‘‘ in a manner which was as novel 
as I am charmed to think it was agreeable. Where 
cannot love penet^’ate, respectable Madame Fribsbi ? 
Cupid is the father of invention 1 — I inquired of the 
domestics what were the plats of which Mademoiselle 
partook with most ideasure ; and built up my little 
battery accordingly. On a day when her parents had 
gone to dine in the world (and I am grieved to say 
that a grossier dinner at a restaurant, on the Boule- 
vard, or in the Palais Royal, seemed to form tlie de- 
lights of these unrefined persons), the charming Miss 
entertained some comrades of the pension ; and I 
advised myself to send uj) a little repast suitable to 
so delicate young palates. Her lovely name is Blanclie, 
The veil of the maiden is white ; the wreath of roses 
wliich she wears is white. I determined that iny din- 
ner should be as spotless as the snow. At lier accus- 
tomed hour, and instead of the rude gigot a V enu 
wliich was ordinarily served at her too simple table, 
I sent her up a little potage a la Heine — a la Heine 
Blanche I called it, — as white Jis her own tint — and 
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confectioned with the most fragrant cream and al- 
monds. I then offered up at her shrine a filet de 
irnerlan a V Agnes^ and a delicate jdaty which I have 
designated as J^perlan a la Sainte Therese^ and of 
which my charming Miss partook with pleasure. I 
followed this by two little entrens of sweet-bread and 
chicken ; and the only brown thing which I permitt(‘d 
myself in the (iiitcirtaimnent was a little roast of lamb, 
which 1 laid in a meadow of spinaches, surrounded 
with croustillons, representing she^i, and ornamented 
with daisies and other savage flowers. After this came 
my second service : a pudding a la Heine Elizabeth 
(who, Madame Fribsbi knows, wtis a maidem prin- 
cess) ; a dish of opal-cndored plovers’ eggs, whicli I 
called Eid de toaetcreaux a la lioaeoule / placing in 
the midst of them two of those tender volatiles, bill- 
ing each otluu', and <!onlectioned with butter; a bas- 
ket containing little gateaux eA apricots, which, I know, 
all young ladies adort* ; and ji jelly of inarasquin, bland, 
insinuating, intoxicating as tlu‘ glance of beauty. This 
I dcsignat(*d Amhrolnie de Calgpso d la Souveraine de 
mon etrur. And ^^hcn the lee was brought in — an ice 
of jdombiere and cherries — how do you think I had 
sliape<l tluun, Madame Fribsbi? In the form of* two 
hearts united witli an arrow, on which I had laid, be- 
fore it eiitc‘red, a bridal veil in cut-paper, surmounted 
by a wn*ath of virginal orange-flowers. I stood at the 
door to watch theadfe(*t of this <Mitry. It was but one 
cry of admiration. The three young ladies filled their 
glasses with the sparkling Ay, and carried me in a 
toast. 1 lieard it — I lieard Miss speak of me — I 
lieard lu‘r say. ‘Tell Monsieur Mirobolant tliat we 
thank him — we admire him — we love liim!’ My 
feet almost failt*d me as I 8[>oke. 

“ Since that, can I have imy reason to doubt that 
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the young artist has made some progress in the heart 
of the English MiSs ? I am modest, but my glass in- 
forms me that I am not ill-looking. Other victories 
have convinced me of the fact.” 

Dangerous man ! ” cried the milliner. 

"The blond misses of Albion see nothing in the 
dull inhabitants of their brumous isle, which can com- 
j)are with the ardor and vivacity of the children of 
the South. We bring our sunshine with us ; we are 
l^'renchmcii, and ^customed to conquer. Were it not 
for this affair of the heart, and my determination to 
marry an Anghiise, do you think I would stop in this 
island (which is not altogether ungrateful, since I 
have found here a tender mother in the respectable 
Madame Fribsbi), in this island, in this family ? My 
genius would us(‘ itself m the company of these rus- 
tics — the poesy of my art cannot be understood by 
tlu'se carnivorous insularies. No — the men are 
odious, but the women — the women! I own, dear 
Fribsbi, are seducing ! I have vowed to marry one ; 
and as I cannot go into your mark(*ts and purchase, 
ac’cording to the custom <>f the country, 1 am resolved 
to adopt another custom, and fly with one to Gretna 
Grin. The blond Miss will go. She is fascinated. 
Her eyes have told me so. The white dove wants 
but the signal to fly.” 

" Have you any correspondence with her ? ” asked 
Fribsby, in amazement, and not knowing whether the 
yodng lady or the lover might be laboring under a 
romantic delusion. 

" 1 correspond with her by means of my art. She 
partakes of dishes which I make expressly for her. 

1 insinuate to her thus a thousand hints, which, as 
she is perft*ctly spiritual, she receives. But I want 
other inttdligences near her.” 
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^^There is Pincott, her maid,” said Madame Fribsby, 
who, by aptitude or education, seemed to have some 
knowledge of affairs of the heart, but the great artist’s 
brow darkened at this suggestion. 

“ Madame,” he said, “ there are points upon which 
a gallant man ought to silence himself ; though, if he 
break the secret, he may do so with the least im- 
propriety to his best friend — liis adopted mother. 
Know then, that there is a cause why Miss Pincott 
should be hostile to me — a cause ngi; uncommon witli 
your sex — jealousy.” 

“ Perfidious monster ! ” said the confidante. 

Ah, no,” said the artist, with a deep bass voice, 
and a tragic accent worthy of the Porte St. Mavtm 
and his favoritt*- inelodrames, ‘Miot perfidious, but 
fatal. Yes, 1 am a fatal man, Madame Fribsbi. To 
inspire hopeless passion is my destiny. I cannot 
help it that women love me. Is it my fault that that 
young woman de perishes and languishes to the view 
of the eyt*, consumed by a flaim* which I cannot re- 
turn ? Listen ! There are oth(*rs in this family who 
are similarly unhappy. The governess of the young 
Milor has enenuntere<l iiu‘ in my walks, and looked 
at me in a way which can bear but one interpretation. 
And Milady herself, who is of mature age, but who 
has oriental blood, has om^e or twice addressed com- 
pliments to the lonely artist whicdi can admit of no 
mistake. 1 avoid the household. I seek solitude, I 
undergo my destiny. 1 can marry but one, and**ain 
resolved it shall Ix" to a lady of your nation. And, if 
her fortune is sufficient, 1 think Miss would be the 
person who would lie most suitabh*. I wish to ascer- 
tain what her means are before 1 lead her to Gretna 
Grin.” 

Whether Aleide was as irresistible a conqueror as 
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his namesake, or whether he was simply crazy, is a 
point which must be left to the reader^s judgment 
But the latter, if he has had the benefit of much 
French acquaintance, has perhaps met with men 
amongst them who fancied themselves almost as in- 
vincible ; and who, if you* credit them, have made 
equal havoc in the hearts of Us Anglaues, 



CHAPTER XXIV. 


CONTAINS BOTH LOVE AND JEALOUSY. 

OuH readers have already heard Sir Franeis Chiv- 
ering's candid opinion of the lady \(^io had given him 
her fortune and r(*stored him to liis native country 
and home, and it must he o\vn(‘d that the IJaronet 
was not far wrong in his estimate of his wife, and 
that Lady Clavering was not the wis(‘st or the best 
ediicat(*d of woimui. Slie had had a couide of years^ 
education in EuroiJe, in a suburb of London, which 
she persist(‘d in calling Aekney to her dying day, 
'whence she had been summomMl to join her father at 
Calcutta at the ag(* of fiftetm. And it was on her 
voyage thither, on board the Ranudmiider East In- 
diaman. Captain Hragg, in whieh ship she had two 
years pn^viously made her journey to Europe, that 
she foruH'd tlie ac(|uaintanc(» of her first husband, 
Mr. Amory, wlio was third matt* of the vessel in 
question. 

,Wt* art' not going to enter into the early part of 
Lady Clavt*ring's history, but (\iptain Pragg, under 
whose (‘barge Miss Snt‘ll wt'iit out to her father, who 
was one of the Captain’s (‘(uisignees, and part owner 
of the Kamchundt'r and many oth(*r vessels, found 
reason to put the rebellions niscal of a matt* in irons, 
until they n'at'bed the (’ape, where the Ca})tain left 
Ins officer behind : and finally delivered his ward to 
her father at Calcutta, after a stormy and perilous ' 
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voyage in which the Ramchunder and the cargo and 
passengers incurred no small danger and damage. 

Some months afterwards Amory made his appear- 
ance at Calcutta, having worked his way out before 
the mast from the Cape — married the rich attorney’s 
daughter in spite of that old speculator — set up as 
indigo planter and failed — set up as agent and failed 
again — set up as editor of the “ Sunderbund Pilot ” 
and failed again — quarrelling ceaselessly with his 
l.ither-in-law and diis wife during the progress of all 
th(*se mercantile transactions and disastt‘r6, and end- 
uig his career finally with a crash which compelled 
liim to leave Calcutta and go to New South Wales. 
It was in the course of tliese luckless j)roceeding8, 
that Mr. Amory jirobably made the acquaintance of 
Sir Jasper Rogers, the respected Judge of the Su- 
pr(‘iiie Court of Calcutta, who has been mentioned 
before, and, as the truth must out, it was by making 
an improiK^r usi* of his father-in-law’s name, who 
could write perfectly well, and had no need of an 
aiiianuensis, that foitune finally forsook Mr. Amory 
and caused him to abandon all further struggles with 
her. 

Not being in the habit of rejwling the Calcutta law- 
re])orts very assiduously, tlie European imblic. did not 
know of tliese facts as well as i)eo]>le did in Hiuigal, 
and Mrs. Amory and her father, finding her r(‘sidence 
ni India not a comfortable one, it was agreed that the 
liuly should return to Europe, whither she (»aine with 
her little daughter, Hetsy or Blaiudie, tluMi lour years 
old. They were a(;coiupanied by Retsy’s mii'se, who 
has Ihjcii jireseuted to the reader in the last ehapti'r as 
the confidential maid of Lady Clavering, Mrs. Bonner: 
ami Captain Bragg took a house for them in the near 
neiglilwrhood of his residence in Pocklington Street 
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It was a very hard bitter summer, and the rain it 
rained every day for some time after Mrs. Amory's 
arrival. Bragg was very jiompous and disagreeable, 
perhaps ashamed, perhaps anxious, to get rid of the 
Indian lady. She believed that all the world in Lon- 
don was talking about her husband^s disaster, and 
that the King and Queen and the Court of Directors 
were aware of her unlucky history. She had a good 
allowance from her father ; she had no call to live in 
England; and she det(*rmined to fjo abroad. Away 
she went, then, gl.ad to escape the gloomy surveillance 
of the odious bully, Ca))tain Jb*agg. People had no 
objection to rec;eive her at the continental towns 
where she stoi)p(Ml, and at the viirious boarding- 
houses, wh(*re she royally paid h(»r way. She called 
Hackney Ackney, to be sure (though otherwise she 
spoke English with a little fondgn twang, very curi- 
ous and not unjileasant) ; she dressed amazingly ; she 
was conspi(!uous for her love of eating and drinking, 
and piH'partnl euri’ies and pillaus at every boarding- 
house whi<‘h she frequentetl ; but her singularities of 
languag(^ and behavior only gave a zest to her society, 
and Mrs. Amory was deserv(‘dly popular. She was 
the nu)st good-natured, jo\ ial, and generous of women. 
Slie was up to any ]iarty of ]deasure by whomsoever 
proposed. She brought three times more Champagne 
and, fowls and ham to the picnics than any one (dse. 
She took tuidless boxes for the play, and tickets for 
the masked balls, and gave them away to every lx)dy. 
She paid the boarding-house jH‘ople months before- 
hand ; she helpt‘d poor shabby mustmdiioed bucks and 
dowagers, whose remittances hail not arrived, with 
constiint supplies from her purse; and in this way 
she tramped through Eiiroi>e, and appeared at Brus- 
sels, at l^iris, at Milan, at Naples, at Bom^ as her 
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fancy led her. News of Amory^s death reached her 
at the latter place, where Captain Clavering was then 
stii} ing, unable to pay his hotel bill, as, indeed, was 
his friend the Chevalier Strong, and the good-natured 
widow married the descendant of the ancient house of 
Clavering — professing, indeed, no particular grief for 
the scapegrace of a husband who n she had lost : and 
thus we have brought her up to the present time 
when she was mistress of Clavering Park. 

Missy foil owed ^her mamma in most of her pere- 
grinations, and so learned a deal of life. She had a 
governess for some time; and after her mother’s 
second marriage, the benefit of Madame de Caramel’s 
select pension in the Champs ^Jlysees. Wlien the 
Claverings came to England, she of course (;ame with 
them. It was only within a few years, after the 
death of her grandfather, and the birth of her little 
brother, that she began to understand that her posi- 
tion in life was altered, and that Miss Amory, no- 
body’s daughter, Avas a very small personagii in a 
house compared with Master Framds Olaveririg, heir 
to an ancient baronetcy, and a noble (estate*. But for 
little Frank, she would have been an heiress, in spite 
of Iier father ; and though she knew and cared not miu^h 
iilnnit money, of which she never had any stint, and 
though she was a romantic little Muse, as we liave 
s<*en, yet she could not reasonably be grateful to the 
})t*rsons who had so contributed to change her condi- 
tion : nor, indeed, did she understand what the matter 
really was, until she had made some further progress, 
and acquired more accurate knowledge of the world. 

But this was clear, that her ste]>father was dull and 
weak : that mamma dropped her H’s, and was not 
refined in manners or appearance; and that little 
Frank was a spoiled quarrelsome urchin, always hav- 
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iug his way, always treading upon her feet, always 
upsetting his dinner on her dresses, and keeping her 
out of her inheritance. None of these, as she felt, 
could comprehend her : and her solitary heart natu- 
rally pined for other attachments, and she sought 
around her where to bestow the precious boon of her 
unoccupied affection. 

This dear girl, then, from want of sympathy, or 
other cause, made herself so disagreeable at home, and 
frightened her mother, and bored her step-father so 
much, that they were quite as anxious as she could be 
that she sho\ild settle for herself in life ; and hence 
Sir Francis Clavering’s desire expressed to his friend, 
in the last cha]it(*r, that Mrs. Strong should die, and 
that he would take Blanclui to himself as a second 
Mrs. Strong. 

But as this could not be, any other person was wel- 
come to win her : and a smart young fellow, well- 
looking and w(dl-(;duoated, like our friend Arthur 
Pendennis, was quite free to ju’opose for her if die had 
a mind, and would have been received with open arras 
by Lady Clavering as a son-in-law, had he had the 
courage to come forward as a competitor for Miss 
Amory’s hand. 

• Mr. Pen, however, besides other drawbacks, chose 
to entertain an extnune diffidence about himself. He 
was ashamed of his late failures, of his idle and name- 
less condition, of the poverty which he liad brought 
on his mother by his folly, and there was as much of 
vanity as remorse in his prescmt state of doubt and 
distrust. How could he ever hope for such a prize 
as this brilliant Blanche Amorv, who lived in a fine 
park and mansion, and was waited on by a score of 
grand domestics, whilst a maid -servant brought in 
their meagre meal at Fairoaks, and his mother waa 
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obliged to pinch and manage to make both ends meet ? 
(3bstac*les seemed to him insurmountable, which would 
have vanished had he marched manfully upon them : 
and he preferred despairing, or dallying with his 
wishes, — or perhaps he had not positively shaped 
tliem as yet, — to attempting to win gallantly the 
olgect of his desire. Many a young man fails by that 
s})ecies of vanity call(*d shyness, who might, for the 
asking, have his will. 

But we do not j^)ret(nid to say that Pen had, as yet, 
ascertained his : or that lie was doing much more tlian 
blinking about falling in love. Miss Aiiiory was 
charming and lively. She fascinated and cajohd him 
by a thousand arts or natural graces or Batteries. 
But there were lurking reasons and doubts, besides 
shyness and vanity, withholding him. In s])ite of 
her cleverness, and h(;r ]>rot(*stations, and her fascina- 
tions, Pen's mother had divim'd the girl, and did not 
trust her. Mrs. Peiidennis saw Blanche light-minded 
and frivolous, d(*tect.ed many wants in her which 
ofTeiided the pure and pious-ininded lady ; a want of 
reverent'C for her parents, and for things more sacred, 
Helen thought: worldliness and selfishness couched 
uinler {)rt*tty words and tender expressions. Laura 
and IVn battli‘d these points strongly at first with the 
widow — Laura being as y(*t mithusiastic about ln*r 
new friend, and Pen not far gone enough jn love to 
attempt any coneealinent of his feelings. He would 
laugh at these objections of Helen’s, and say, ‘‘ Bsha, 
Mother I you are jealous about Laura — all women 
are jealous.’’ 

But when, in the course of a month or two, and by 
watching the pair with that anxiety with which brood- 
ing women watch over their sons’ affections — and in 
acknowledging which, I have no doubt there is a siex- 
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uai jealousy on the mother’s part, and a secret pang 
— when Helen saw that the intimacy appeared to 
make progress, that the two young people were per- 
petually finding pretexts to meet, and that Mi^s 
Blanche was at Fairoaks or Mr. Fen at the Park every 
(lay the poor widow’s heart began to fail her — her 
darling project seemed to vanish before her; and, giv- 
ing way to her weakness, she fairly told Pen one day 
what her views and longings were ; that she felt her- 
self breaking, and not long for thij? world, and that 
she hoped and prayed before slu* went, that she might 
see hi»r two children one. T\w late events. Pen’s life 
and career and former passion for the actress, had 
l)rok(‘n the S])irit of this tender lady. She felt that 
ha had eseai)(‘d h(‘r, and was in the maternal nest no 
more ; and she clung with a sickening fondness to 
Laura, Laura who had been left to her by Francis 
in heaven. 

J*en kissed and soothed her in his grand patronizing 
way. had seem sonu'thing of this, he had long 
tliought his mother wanted to make this marriage — 
did Laura know anything of it? (Not she, — Mrs. 
Peiuhmnis said — not for worlds would she have 
breath(*d a word of it to Laura) — “ Well, well, there 
>^as time enough, his mother would n’t die,” Pen said, 
laughingly : “ lu‘ would n't hear of any such thing, and 
as for tlie Muse, slie is too grand a lady to think about 
poor little me — and as for Laura, who knows that 
she would have me ? She would do anything you 
told h(‘r, to be sure. But am I worthy of her ? 

0 Pen, you might l>e," was the widow’s reply ; 
not that Mr. Ptui ever doubted that he was ; and a 
feeling of indefinable pleasure and self-complacency 
came over him as he tliought over this proposal, and 
imaged Laura to himself, as his memory remem- 
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f)ered her for years past, always fair and open, kindly 
and pious, cheerful, tender, and true. He looked at 
her with brightening eyes as she came in from the 
ganlen at the end of this talk, her cheeks rather 
flushed, her looks frank and smiling — a basket of 
roses in her hand. 

She took the finest of them f nd brought it to Mrs. 
Pendennis, who was refreshed by the odor and color 
of these flowers ; and hung over her fondly and gave 
it to her. ^ 

“ And I might have this prize for the asking ! 
Pen thought, with a thrill of triumph, as he looked 
at the kindly girl. Why, she is as l)eautiful and as. 
generous as her roses.” The image of the two wo- 
men remained forever after in his mind, and he never 
recalled it but the tears came into his eyes. 

Before very many weeks’ intimacy with her new 
accpialntance, however. Miss Laura was obliged to 
give in to Helen’s opinion, and own that the Muse 
was selfish, unkind, and inconstant. 

Little Prank, for instance, might be very provok- 
ing, and might havi‘ deprived Blanche of Inu* mamma’s 
affection, but this was no reason why Blanche should 
box tlu‘ ( liild's ears because he n])set a glass of watm- 
over her drawing, and why she should call him many 
o}>j»rol)rious names in the English Jind French lan- 
guage ; and the preference accorded to little Frank 
was certainly no reason why Blaiuthe should give 
herself impeiial airs of command towards the boy’s 
governess, and send that young lady upon messages 
through the house to bring her book or to fetch her 
pocket-handkerchief. When a domestic performed 
an errand for honest Laura, she was always thankful 
and pleased ; whereas, she could not but perceive 
that the little Muse had not the slightest scruple in 
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giving her commands to all the world round about 
her, and in disturbing anyl)ody’s ease or comfort, in 
order to atl minister to her own. It was Laura's first 
experience in friendship ; and it pained the kind 
creature's heart to be obliged to give up as delusions, 
one by one, tliosc* ehariiis and brilliant qualities in 
which her fancy had drtissed her new friend, and to 
find that tln^ fascinating little fairy was but a mortal, 
and not a very amiable mortal after all. What gen- 
erous person IS there that lias not Ixajn so deceived in 
his time ? — what ]Mn*8on, [Ku-haps, that has not so 
disappointed others in his turn ? 

, After the seem* with little Frank, in which that 
refractory son and heir of the house of Clavering had 
receive<l tin* conudinn nts in French and English, and 
the acconijianying box on the »*ar from bis sister. Miss 
Laura, who laid ph'iity of humor, (*onld not help call- 
ing to mind some v<‘rv touching and tender verses 
whhdi tin* Muse had read to her out of Mes Larmes, 
and which b<‘gan, ‘‘ My jiretty baby brother, may 
angels guard thy r(*si," in wliich the Muse, after 
complimenting the baby upon the station in life 
which it was about to occuj»y, and contrasting it with 
her own lonel} condition, vowed nevertheless that the 
angel boy would n(*ver enjoy such affection as hers 
was, or find in the false U(»rld lH*fore liim anything 
so constant and t(*ndcr as a sistoFs heart. It may 
be," tin* forlorn one said, “it may be, you will slight 
it, my pretty liahy sweet. You will spurn me from 
your bosom, I *11 elnig around \our feet ! Oh, let me, 
h*t me love you ! tlie world wdll prove to you As false 
as ’t is to others, but / am ever true.’' And behold 
the Muse wms boxing the darling brother's ears in* 
stead of kneeling at his feet, and giving Miss Laura 
her first lesson in the Cynical philosophy — not quite 
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her first, however, — something like this selfishness 
and waywardness, something like this contrast be- 
tween jn-actice and poetry, between grand versified 
aspirations and everyday life, she had witnessed at 
home in the person of our young friend Mr. Pen. 

But then Pen was different. Pen was a man. It 
seemed natural, somehow, that he should be self- 
willed anct should have his own way. And under 
his waywardness and selfishness, indeed, there was 
a kind and generous heart. Oh, it wa^i hard that 
such a (liiiniond Should be ehanged away against such 
a false stone as this. In a word, Laura began to be 
tired of her admired Blanche. She had assayed her 
and found her not true; and her former admiration 
and delight, which she had expressed with her accus- 
tomed generous artlessness, gave way to a feeling, 
which we shall not call (*,()ntc‘mi>t, but which was 
very near it ; and which caused Laura to adopt to- 
wards Miss Amory a grave and tranquil tone of su- 
periority, which wavS at first by no means to the Muse^s 
liking. Xobody likes to lie found out, or, having held 
a high jdaee, to submit to sttq) down. 

The consciousness that this event was impending 
<lid not serv(» to increase Miss Blancdie’s good-humor, 
and as it made her peevish and dissiitisfied with her- 
self, it ])robably ren<hu*ed her even less agreeable to 
the persons round about Ihu*. So there arose, one fatal 
<lay, a hcattle-royal betwt'en dearest Blanche and dear- 
est Laura, in whiidi the friendship between them was 
all but slain outright. Dearest Blanche had been un- 
usually capricious and wicked on this day. She had 
been insolent to her mother ; savage with little 
Trank; odiously impertinent in lier behavior to the 
lK>y'8 governess ; and intolerably cruel to Pincott, her 
attendant. Not venturing to attack her friend (for 
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the little tyrant was of a timid feline nature, and 
only used her claws upon those who were weaker 
i than herself), she maltreated all these, and especially 
poor Pincott, who was menial, confidante, companion 
(slave always), according to the caprice of her young 
mistress. 

This girl, who had been sitting in the room with 
the young ladies, being driven thence in tears, occa- 
sioned by the f'.ruelty of her mistress, and raked with 
a parting sarcasm as she went sobbing from the door, 
Laura fairly broke out into a loud and indignant in- 
vective-wondered how one so young could forget 
the deference owing to her elders as well as to her in- 
feriors in station ; and professing so much sensibility 
of her own, could torture the feelings of others so 
wantonly. Laura told her friend that her conduct 
was absolutely wicked, and that she ought to ask 
pardon of Heaven on her knees for it. And having 
delivered herself of a hot and voliibU* speech whereof 
the delivery astonished the 8peak(*r as much almost 
as her auditor, she ran to her bonnet and shawl, and 
went home across the ])ark in a great flurry and per- 
turbation, and to the surprise of Mrs. IVndennis, 
who had not expected lier until night. 

Alone Avith Ibdeu, Laura gave an account of 
the s<‘ene, nnd gavt* up her friend luuiceforth. 
‘*0 Mamma/’ she said, *\you ivere right; Blanche, 
who seems so soft and so kind, is, as you have said, 
selfish and cruel. She who is always speaking of 
her affections can have no heart. No honest girl 
w'ould afflict a mother so, or torture a dependant ; 
and — and, I give her up from this day, and I will 
have no other friend but you/’ 

On this the two ladies went through the osculatory 
ceremony which they were in the habit of perfqrm* 
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ing, and Mrs. Pendennis got a great secret com- 
fort from the little quarrel — for Laura^s confession 
seemed to say, ‘That girl can never be a wife for 
Pen, for she is light-minded and heartless, and quite 
unworihy of our noble hero. He will be sure to 
find out her unworthiness for his own part, and then 
he will be saved from this flighty creature, and awake 
out of his delusion.” 

But Miss Laura did not tell Mrs. Pendennis, per- 
haps did not acknowledge to herself, what had been 
the real cause of the day’s quarrel. Being in a very 
wicked mood, and bent upon mis(*.hief everywhere, 
the little wicked Muse of a Blanche had very soon 
begun her tricks. Her darling Laura had come to 
pass a long day ; and as they were sitting in her own 
room together, had chosen to bring the conversation 
round to the subject of Mr. Pen. 

“ I am afraid he is sadly fickle,” Miss Blanche ob- 
served. “Mrs. Pybus, and many more Clavering 
people, have told us all about the actress.” 

“ I was quite a cliild when it hai)pened, and I don’t 
know anything about it,” Laura answered, blushing 
very much. 

“ He used her very ill,” Blanche said, wagging her 
little head. “ He was false to her.” 

“ I am sure he was not,” Laura cried out ; “ he 
acted most generously by her: he wanted to give up 
everything to marry her. It was she that was false 
to him. He nearly broke his heart about it : he — ” 

“I thought you didn’t know anything about the 
story, dearest,” inter])osed Miss Blanche. 

“ Mamma has said so,” said Laura. 

“Well, he is very clever,” continued the other 
little dear. “ What a sweet poet he is ! Have you 
ever read his poems ? ” 
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^^Only the < Fisherman and the Diver,’ which he 
translated for us, and his Prize Poem, which did n’t 
get the prize ; and, indeed, I thought it very pomp- 
ous and prosy,” Laura said, laughing. 

Has he never written you any poems, then, 
love ? ” asked Miss Amory. 

<< No, my dear,” said Miss Bell. 

Blanche ran up to her friend, kissed her fondly, 
called her my dearest Laura at least three times, 
looked her archly in the face, nodded her head, and 
said, Promise to tell no-o-body, and 1 will show you 
something.” 

And tri))ping across the room daintily to a little 
mpther-of-pearl inlaid desk, she opened it with a sil- 
ver key, and took out two or three papers crumpled 
and rather stainc'd with green, which she submitted 
to her friend. Laura took them and read them. 
They were love-verses sure enougli — something about 
Undine — about a Naiad — about a river. She looked 
at them for a long time ; but in truth the lines were 
not very distinct before her eyes. 

And you have answer(*d them, Blanche ? ” she 
asked, j)utting them bat^k. 

Oh no ! not for worlds, dearest,” tlie other said : 
and when lu‘r (hvirest Laura had quite done with the 
vers<\s, she tri])j)ed back, and pojiped them again into 
tlie pretty d(‘sk. 

'Dien slie went to her j)iano, and sang two or three 
songs of Kossini, whose flourishes of music her flexi- 
ble little voi(*.e could execute to jH^rfeetion, and Laura 
sat by, vaguely listening, as she performed these 
j>ieces. What wa.s Miss Bell thinking about the 
while ? She hardly knew ; but sat there silent as 
the songs rolled by. After this concert the young 
ladies were summoned to the room where luncheon 
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was served; and whither they of course w^t with 
their arms round each other’s waists. 

And it could not have been jealousy or anger on 
Laura’s part which had made her silent : for, after 
they had tripped along the corridor and descended 
the steps, and were about to open the door which 
leads into the hall, Laura paused, and looking her 
friend kindly and frankly in the face, kissed her 
with a sisterly warmth. 

Something occurred after this — Master Frank’s 
manner of eatinj^, probably, or Mamma’s blunder's, or 
Sir Francis smelling of cigars — which vexed Miss 
Blanche, and she gave way to tliat seri(\s of naughti- 
nesses whereof we have spoken, and which ended in 
the above little quarrel. 
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A HOUSE FULL OF VISITORS. 

The difference between the girls did not last long. 
Laura was always too eager to forgive and be for- 
given, and as for Miss Blanche, her*hostilities, never 
very long or durable, had not been provoked by the 
above scene. Nobody cares about being accused of 
wickedness. No vanity is hurt by that sort of charge : 
Blanche was rather pleased than x>5*ovoked by her 
friend’s indignation, which never would have been 
raised but for a cause which both knew, though 
neither spoke of. 

And so Laura, with a sigh, was obliged to confess 
that the romantic part of her first friendship was at 
an end, and that the object of it was only worthy of a 
very ordinary sort of iH*gard. 

As for Blanche, she instantly composed a copy of 
touching verses setting forth her desertion and disen- 
chantment. It was only the old story she wrote, of 
love meeting with coldness, and fidelity returned by 
neglect; and some new neighliors arriving from Lon- 
don al)out this time, in whose family there were 
daughtt*rs, Miss Amory had the advantage of select- 
ing an eternal friend from one of th(*se young ladies, 
and imparting her sorrows and disappointments to this 
new sister. The tall footmen came but seldom now 
with notes to the swi^et Laura ; tlie pony carriage was 
but rarely despatched to Fairoaks to be at the orders 
of the ladies there. Blanche adopted a sweet look of 
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suffering martyrdom when Laura came to See her. 
The other laughed at her friend’s sentimental mood, 
and treated it with a good-humor that was by no 
means respectful. 

But if Miss Blanche found new female friends to 
console her, the faithful historian is also bound to 
say, that she discovered some acquaintances of the 
other sex who seemed to give her consolation too. If 
ever this artless young creature met a young man, and 
had ten minutes’^ conversation with him in a garden 
walk, in a drawing-room window, or in the intervals 
of a waltz, she confided in him, so to speak — made 
play with her beautiful eyes — spoke in a tone of ten- 
der interest, and simple and touching appeal, and left 
him, to perform the same pretty little drama in behalf 
of his successor. 

When the Claverings first came down to the Park, 
there were very few audiences before whom Miss 
Blanche could perform : hence Pen had all the bene- 
fits of her glances, and confidences, and the drawing- 
room window, or the garden walk all to himself. In 
the town of Clavering, it has been said, there were 
actually no >oung men : in the near surrounding coun- 
try, only a curate or two, or a rustic young squire, 
with large feet and ill-made clothes. To the dra- 
goons quartered at Chatteris the Baronet iiuwie no 
overtures : it was unluckily his own regiment ; he 
had left it on bad terms with some officers of the 
corps — an ugly business about a horse bargain — 
a disputed play account at blind-Hookey — a white 
feather — who need ask ? — it is not our business to 
inquire too closely into the bygones of our cliaracters, 
except in so far as their previous history appertains 
to the development of this present story. 

The autumn, and the end of the Parliamentary 
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Session, and the London season, brought one or two 
county families down to their houses, and filled toler- 
ably the neighboring little watering-place of Bay- 
mouth, and opened our friend Mr. Birigley^s Theatre 
Royal at Chatteris, and collec.ted the usual company 
at the Assizes and Race-balls there. Up to this time, 
the old county families had been rather shy of our 
friends of Clavering Park. The Fogeys of Drum- 
mington ; the S(piares of Dozley Park ; the Welbores 
of The Barrow, etc. All sorts of stori(*s were current 
among these folks regarding the family jit Clavering; 
— indeed, nobody ought to say that people in the 
country have no imagination, wlio hoar them talk 
about new neighbors. About Sir Francis and his 
Lady, and her birth and pareritc'ige, about Miss 
Amory, aloout Captain Strong, there had been end- 
less histories which need not be recajiitulated ; and 
the family of the r\*irk had been thi-ee months in the 
county before tlu* gr(»at p(M)ple around began to call. 

But cat the end of the scuison, the Karl of Treliawk, 
Lord Tjieut(nuint of tlie County, coming to Eyrie Castle, 
and tilt* Countess Dowagt*r of Hoekminster, whose son 
was also a magnate of tlu* land, to oeeupy a mansion 
on the Marine Parade at Bay month — tliese great folks 
caint? publicly, immtnl lately, and in stcate, to Ctall upon 
the fcamilyof Clavering l*ark ; and the carriages of the 
county families speedily followed in the track, which 
had been left in the .avemu* by their lordly wlieels. 

It was then that Mirolxibmt began to have an oppor- 
tunity of exercising tlnat skill which he possessed, and 
of forgt*tting, in the occupations of his art, the pangs 
of love. It was tluni that the large footmen were too 
much employed at Claveriug Park to be able to bring 
messages, or dally over the cup of small l>eer wdth the 
]K>or little uialils at Fairoaks. It was then that Blanche 
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found othe^ dear friends than Laura, and other places 
to walk in besides the river side, where Pen was fish- 
ing. He came day after day, and whipped the stream, 
but the “ fish, fish ! ’’ would n’t do their duty, nor the 
Peri appear. And here, though in strict confidence, 
and with a request that the matter go no further, we 
may as well allude to a delicrte business, of which 
previous hint has been given. Mention has been made, 
in a former page, of a certain hollow tree, at which 
Pen used to take his station when engaged in his pas- 
sion for Miss Fotheringay, and the cavity of which he 
afterwards used for other purposes tlian to insert his 
baits and fishing-caiis in. The truth is, he converted 
this tree into a post-office. Under a piece of moss and 
a stone, he used to put little poems, or letters equally 
poetical, which were addressed to a certain Undine, 
or Naiad who frequented the stream, and which, once 
or twice, were replaced by a recei])t in the shai)e of a 
flower, or by a modest little word or two of acknowl- 
edgment, written in a deli(jate hand, in French or 
English, and on pink scented paper. Certainly, Miss 
Ainory used to walk by this strtiam, as we have seen ; 
and it is a facd that she used pink scented paper for 
her correspondence. But after the great folks had in- 
vadt‘d Clavering Park, and the family coach i)assed 
out of the lodge-gates, evening after evening, on their 
wav to the other great country houses, no])ody came 
to fetch Pen’s letters at the post-office ; thti white 
paper was not exchanged for the pink, but lay undis- 
turbed under its stone and its moss, whilst the tree 
was reflected into the str(?am, and the Brawl went roll- 
by. There was not much in the letters certainly : 
in the pink notes scarcely anything — merely a little 
word or two, half jocular, half sympathetic, such as 
might be written by any young hidy. But, oh, you 
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silly Pendennis, if you wanted this one, why did you 
not speak ? Perhaps neither party was in earnest. 
You were only playing at being in love, and the 
sportive little Undine was humoring you at the 
same play. 

Nevertheless if a man is balked at this game, he 
not unfrequently loses his temper ; and when nobody 
came any more for I’en’s poems, he began to look upon 
those compositions in a very serious light. He felt 
almost tragical and romantic agaiiv as in his first 
affair of the heart : — at any rate he was bent upon 
having an explanation. One day he went to the Hall, 
and there was a room-full of visitors : on another, Miss 
Aniory was not to be seen ; s'lie was going to a ball 
that night, and was lying down to take a little sleep. 
Pen cursed balls, and the narrowness of his means, 
and the humility of his position in the county that 
caused liiin to be passed over by the givers of these 
entertainments. On a third occasion, Miss Amory 
was ill the garden, and he ran thither ; she was walk- 
ing there in state with no less personages than the 
Bishop and Bishoi)ess of Chatteris and the episcopal 
family, who scowled at him, and drew up in great 
dignity when he was presented to them, and they 
heard his name. The Bight llevereiid Prelate had 
heard it before, and also of the little transaction in 
the Dean’s garden. 

“ The Bishop says you ’re a sad young man,” good- 
natured Lady Clavering whispered to him. “ What 
have you Ix'en a doing of ? Nothiuk, I ho])e, to vex, 
such a (h‘ar Mar as yours ? How is your dear Mar ? 
Why don't she (‘oine and see me ? We an’t seen her 
this evt‘r such a time. We ’re a goin about a gaddin, 
so that we don’t see no neighbors now. Give my love 
to her and Laurar, and come all to dinner to-morrow,” 
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Mrs. Peridennis was too unwell to come out, but 
Laura and Pen came, and there was a great party, 
and Pen only got an opportunity of a hurried word 
with Miss Amory. ‘‘You never come to the river 
now,"’ be said. 

“ 1 can’t,” said Blanche, “ the house is full of 
people.” 

“ Undine has left the stream,” Mr. Pen went on, 
(‘boosing to be po(‘tical. 

“ She never ou|[ht to have gone there,” Miss Arnory 
answered. ‘‘ She won't go again. It was very foolish, 
very wrong: it was only play. Besides, y(3u have 
other consolations at home,” she added, looking him 
full in the face an instant, and dropping her eyes. 

If he wanted her, why did he not speak then ? She 
might have said “ Yes ” even then. But as she spoke 
of other consolations at home, he thought of Laura, 
so affectionate and so pure, and of his mother at home, 
who had bent her fond heart upon uniting him with 
her adopted daughter. Blanche ! ” he began, in a 
vexed teme, — “ Miss Amory ! ” 

“Laura is looking at us, Mr. Pendennis,” the 
young lady said. “ 1 must go back to the company,” 
and she ran off, l(*aving Mr. Pendennis, to bite his 
nails in perplexity, and to look out into tlie moonlight 
in the garden. 

Laura indeed was looking at Pen. She was talking 
with, or appearing to listen to the talk of, Mr. Pyn- 
sent, Lord llockminster’s son, and grandson of the 
Dowager Lady, who was seated in state in the phice of 
honor, gravely receiving Lady Clavering^s bad gram- 
mar, and }«itronizing the vacuous Sir Francis, whose 
interest in the county she was desirous to secure. 
Pynsent and Pen had bt^eii at Oxbridge together, 
where the latter, during his lu^yday of good fortune 
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and fashion, had been the superior of the young patri- 
cian, and perhaps rather supercilious towards him. 
They had met for the first time, since they had parted 
at the University at the table to-day, and given ea^h 
other that exceedingly impertinent and amusing demi- 
nod of recognition whi<di is practised in England only, 
and only to ])erf(‘ction by Univ(‘rsity men, — and 
wliich ae(‘ms to sjiy, “Confound you — what do you 
do here ? ” 

“ I knew that man at Oxbridge,” Mr. Pynsent said 
to Miss Bell — “a Mr. Bendennis, I think.” 

a said Miss Bell — - 

“ He 8(M*ms rather sweet upon Miss Amory,” the 
gentleman w<mt on. Laura looktMl at them, and per- 
haps thought HO too, but said nothing. 

“A man of large ])r()]>(‘rty in the county, ain't 
he ? He used to talk about rej)res(Miting it. He used 
to SfKMik at tlie Union. AVh<*r(‘abouts do his estates 
lie ? ” 

Laura smiled, “ His estates lie on the other side of 
tin* river, near the lodge-gate. He is my cousin, and 
I liv(* there." 

“ Where ? ’* asked Mr. Bynsent, with a laugh. 

“ Why, on the other side of the river, at Fairoaks,” 
answered Miss Bell. 

“ Many pheasants there ? Cover looks rather good,” 
said the simple gentleman. 

Laura smiled again. *• We have nine hens and a 
cock, a jug, and an old jiointer.'’ 

Ihnidennis don't juvserve, then ? ” eontinuod Mr. 
Bynsent. 

“ You should come and see him," the girl said, 
laughing, and greatly amused at the luitioii that her 
Ben was a great eounty gentleman, and perhaps had 
given liimstdf out to be such. 
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" Indeed, I quite long to renew our acquaintance/’ 
Mr. Pynsent said, gallantly, and with a look which 
fairly said, “ It is you that 1 would like to come and 
’’ — to which look and speech Miss Laura vouch- 
safed a imile, and made a little bow. 

Here Blanche came stepping up with her most fas- 
cinating smile and ogle, and b^^gged dt'ar Laura to 
< oiiie and take the second in a song. Laura was ready 
to do anything good-natured, and went to the piano ; 
by which Mr. Pynsent listened as long as the duet 
1 t.^ted, and until Xliss Ainory began for hersidf, when 
be strode ‘ away. 

** Wliat a nice, f rank, amiable, well-bred girl that is, 
A\'agg,’* said ^Ir. Pynsent to a gentleman who had 
come over with him from Baymouth — ‘Hhe tall one 
J mean, with the ringlets and the red lips — monstrous 
r(‘d, ain’t tliey ? ” 

“ Wliat do you think of tlie girl of the house ? ” 
asked Mr. Wagg. 

“ I think she's a lean, scraggy humbug,” said Mr. 
Ih nseiit, with great camlor. ‘‘ She drags her shoulders 
out of lier dn^ss : she never lets her eyes alone; and 
.die goes simpering and ogling about like a French 
.il ting-maid.” 

“ Pynsent, be civil,” cried the other, ‘^somebody can 
hear.” 

“Oh, it's Pendennis of Boniface,” Mr. Pynsent 
.^aid. Fine evening, Mr. Pmidennisj wa* were just 
talking of your charming (*ousin.” 

Any relation to my old friend, Major Pendennis ? ” 
a.sked Mr, Wagg. 

His nephew. Hail tin* pleasure of meeting you at 
Gaunt Hous(‘,” .Mr. Pen said with his very be.st air — 
the aequaintamre between the g(;nth*mcn w^as made in 
an instiint. 
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III the afternoon of the next day, the two gentlemen 
who were staying at Clavering Park, were found by 
Mr. Pen on his return from a fishing excursion, in 
which he had no sport, seated in his mother’s drawing* 
room in comfortable conversation with the widow and 
her ward. Mr. Pynsent, tall and gaunt, with large 
red whiskers and an imposing tuft to his chin, was 
striding over a chair in the intimate neighborhood of 
Miss Laura. She was amused by his talk, which was 
simple, straightforward, rather humorous, and keen, 
and interspers(*d with homely ex])rdssions of a style 
wdiich is sometimes called slang. It was the first 
specimen of a young London dandy that Laura had 
seen or Inward ; for she had been but a chit at the time 
of Mr. Fok(*r’s introduction at Fairoaks, nor indeed 
was that ingenuous gentleman much more than a boy, 
and liis refinement was only that of a school and 
colleg<\ 

Mr. Wagg, as he ent(‘r(*d the Faiioaks premises with 
his companion, eyed and noted everything. “Old 
gardent*r,” he said, seeing Mr. dolin at the lodge — 
“old red livery waistcoat — clothes luinging out to dry 
on tin' gooseb('rry bushes — blue aprons, wliite ducks 
— gml, they must be young Pendennis’s white ducks — 
nolMidy else wc'ars ’em in tin* family. Rather a shy 
phwe for a sucking <‘ount\ memlMM’, ay, Pynsent ? ” 

“ Snug little crib,” said Mr. Pynsent, “ pretty cosey 
little lawn.” 

“Mr. I’endennis at home, old gentlem.an ? ” Mr. 
Wagg said to the old domestic. John answered, 
“Xo, Master Pendeiinis was agone out.” 

“ Are the ladies at home ? ” iisked the younger 
visitor. Mr. John answered, “Yes, they be;” and^ 
as the pair walked over the trim gravel, and by the 
neat shrublx'rie.s, up the steps to the hall-door, which 
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old John opened, Mr. Wagg noted everything that he 
saw ; the barometer and the letter-bag, the umbrellas 
and the ladies^ clogs, Pen’s hats and tartan wrapper, 
and old John opening the drawing-room door, to intro- 
duce the new coiners. Such minutisB attracted Wagg 
instinctively ; he seized them in spite of himself. 

“Old fellow does all the work,” he whispered to 
Pynsent. “Caleb Balderstone. Shouldn’t wonder 
if he’s the housemaid.” The n<»xt minute the pair 
were in the presen(;e of the Fairoaks ladies ; in whom 
Pynsent could nSt help recognizing two perfectly 
well-bred ladies, and to whom Mr. Wagg made his 
obeisance, with florid bows, and extra courtesy, accom- 
panied with an occasional knowing leer at his com- 
panion. Mr. Pynsent did not choose to acknowledge 
these signals, except by extrmne haughtiness towards 
iMr. Wagg, and particular deference to the ladies. If 
there was one thing laughable in Mr. Wagg's (‘yes, it 
was poverty. He had the soul of a buth*r who had 
been brought from his pantry to make, fun in tlie 
drawing-room.^ His jokes w(M*e plenty, and his good- 
nature thoroughly genuim*, but he did not seem to 
understand that a gentleman could w(‘ar an old (?oat, 
or that a lady could be resp(*ctable unless she bad lier 
('.'irriage, or employed a French millin(*r. 

“Charming place, Ma’am,” said he, bowdng to the 
widow; “noble prospect — delightful to us Cockneys, 
who seldom see anything but Pall Mall.” The yridow 
said, simply, she liad nev<‘r been in London but once 
in her life — lK?fore her son was born. 

“ Fine village, Ma*am, line village," .said Mr. Wagg, 
“and increasing every day. It’ll l>e quite a large 
town soon. It’s iiot^a bad place to live in for tho.se 
who can’t get the country, and will repay a visit when 
you honor it.” 



"My brother, Major Pendennis, has often men* 
tioned your name to us,” the widow said, "and we 
have been — amused by some of your droll books, 
Helen continued, who never could be brought to 
, like Mr. Wagg’s books, and detested their tone most 
thoroughly. 

" He is my very good friend,” Mr. Wagg said, with 
a low bow, "and one of the best known men about 
town, and 'where known, Ma’am, appreciated — I as- 
sure you appreciated. He is with our friend Steyne, 
at Aix-la-Cliapello. Steyne has a touch of the gout, 
and so, betwe(*n ourselves, has your brother. I am 
going to Stillbrook for the pheasant-shooting, and 
afterwards to Bareacres, where Pendennis and I shall 
probably meet ; ” and he poured out a flood of fashion- 
able talk, introducing the names of a score of peers, 
and rattling on with breathless spirits, whilst the 
simple widow listened in silent wonder. What a man, 
she thouglit ; are all the men of fashion in London 
like this ? 1 am sure Pen will never be like him. 

Mr. Pynsent was in the meanwhile engaged with 
Miss Laura. lie naim‘d some of the houses in the 
neighborhood whither lie was going, and hoped very 
iniieh that he should see Miss Bell at some of them. 
He hop(*d that lier aunt would give her a season in 
London. lie said, that in the next Parliament it was 
probable he should canvass the county, and he hoped 
to get Pendennis’s interest here. He spoke of Pen's 
triumph as an orator at Oxbridge, and asked w^as he 
coining into Parliament too? He talked on very 
pleasantly, and greatly to Laiira\s satisfaction, until 
Pen himself appeared, and as hits been said, found 
these gentlemen. 

Pen behaved very courteously to the pair, now that 
tliey had found their way into his quarters; and 
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though he recollected with some twinges a converse, - 
tion at Oxbridge, when Pynsent was present, and in 
which, after a great debate at the Union, and in the 
midst of considerable excitement, produ(?ed by a sup- 
per and champagne-cup, — he had announced his 
intention of coming in for his native county, and had 
absolutely returned thanks in a fine speech as the 
future member ; yet Mr. Pynsent^s manner was so 
frank and cordial, that Pen hoped Pynsent might 
have forgotten his* little fanfaronnade, and any other 
braggadocio speeches or actions which be might have 
made. He suited himself to the tone of the visitors 
then, and talked about Plinlimmon and Magnus 
Charters, and the old set at Oxbridge, with careless 
familiarity and high-bred ease, as if he lived with 
marquises every day, and a duke was no more to him 
til an a village curate. 

But at this juncture, and it being then six o’clo(*k 
in the evening, Betsy, the maid, who did not' know of 
the advent of strangers, walked into the room without 
any preliminary but that of flinging the door wide 
o[»en liefore her, and bearing in her arms a tray, con- 
taining thi ee tea-cups, a tea.-j)ot, and a plate of thick 
bn*a(l-and-butter. All Pen’s splendor and inagniti* 
fence vanished away at this — and he faltered and 
became quite abashed. ‘‘What will they think of 
us ? ’’ he thought : and, indeed, Wagg thrust his 
tongue in his cheek, thought the tea utterly (‘on- 
t<‘mptible, and leered and winked at Pynsent to that 
eff<‘et. 

But to Mr. Pynsent the transaction appeared per- 
fec‘tly simjde — there was no reason i)resent to his 
mind why [leople should not drink tea at six if they 
were minded, as well as at any other hour ; and he 
asked of Mr. Wagg, when they went away, “ What 
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the devil he was grinning and winking at, and 
what amused him?” 

‘‘ Did n’t you see how the cub was ashamed of the 
thick bread-and-butter ? I dare say they ’re going to 
have treacle if they are good. 1 ’ll take an oppor- 
tunity of telling old Pendennis when we get back to 
town,” Mr. Wagg chuckled out. 

** Don’t see the fun,” said Mr. Pynsent. 

Never thought you did,” growled Wagg between 
his teeth ; and they walked hom^ rather sulkily. 

Wagg told the story at dinner very smartly, with 
wonderful ac.c.uracy of observation. He described old 
John, the clothes that were drying, the clogs in the 
hall, the drawing-room, and its furniture and pictures : 

Old man with a beak and bald head — feu Pendennis 
I bet two to one ; sticking-plaster full-length of a 
youth in a cap and gown — the present Marquis of 
Fairoaks, of course ; the widow when young in a 
miniature, Mrs. Mee ; she had the gown on when we 
came, or a dress made the year after, and the tips cut 
off the tingers of her gloves which she stitches her 
son’s (;()llars with ; and then the sarving-maid came 
in witli their teas ; so we left the Earl and the 
OoTiiitess to then* Inead-and-butter.” 

Blanche, near whom he sat as he told this story, 
and who adored les homm.es (Tesprit, burst out laugh- 
ing, and called liim such an odd, droll creature. Ihit 
Pynsent, wlio began to be utterly disgusted with him, 
broke out in a loud voice, and said, “ I don’t know, 
Mr. Wagg, what sort of ladies you are accustomed to 
meet in your own family, but by gad, as far as a hrf^t, 
aequaintanci* can show, I never met two better-bred 
women in mv life, and I hope. Ma’am, you’ll cidl 
ujK)!! ’em,” he added, addressing Lady Rockminsti r, 
who was seated at Sir Francis Clavering’s right hand. 
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Sir Francis turned to the guest on his left, and 
whispered “ That ’s what I call a sticker for Wagg/’ 
And Lady Claveriiig, giving the young gentk*man a 
delighted tap with her fan, winked her black eyes at 
him, and said, “ Mr. Pynsent, you ’re a good feller.” 

After the affair with Blanche, a difference ever so 
slight, a tone of melancholy, peihaps a little bitter, 
might be perceived in Laura’s converse with her 
cousin. She seemed to weigh him, and find him 
wanting too ; the widow saw the girl’s clear and 
honest eyes watching the young man at times, and a 
l<K)k of almost scorn pass over her face, as lie lounged 
ill the room with the women, or lazily sauntered 
smoking upon the lawn, or lolled under a tree there 
over a book, which he was too listless to read. 

“ What has hapiiened between you ? ” eager-sighted 
llfleii asked of the girl. ‘^Something has happened. 
Has that wicked little Blanche been making mischief ? 
'fell me, Laura.” 

“ Nothing has happened at all,” Laura said. 

“ Then why do you look at Pen so ? ” asked his 
motlier quickly. 

“ Look at him, dear mother ! ” said the girl. We 
two women are no soci(*ty for him : w(‘ (lon't inti‘re.st 
Imii ; we are not clever enough for such a genius as 
IVn. He wastes his life and energies away among ns, 
tied to our ajiron-strings. He interests himself in 
nothing : he scarcely cares to go beyond the garden- 
gate. Even Captain Glanders and Captain Strong 
pall upon him,” she added with a bitter laugh ; ‘^and 
they ar<* men, you know, and our superiors. He will 
mner be haiijiy while he is here. Why is he not 
f K ing the world, and without a profession ? ” 

We have got enough, with great economy,” said 
tlie widow, her heart beginning to beat violently 
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<<Pen has apent nothing for months. I’m sure he is 
Very good. I am sure he might be very happy with 
us,” 

Don’t agitate yourself so, dear mother,” the girl 
answered. I don’t like to see you so. You should 
not be sad because Pen is unhappy here. All men 
are so. They must work. They must make them- 
selves names and a place in the world. Look, the two 
captains have fought and seen battles ; that I\lr. 
Fytisent, who came here, and who will be very riidi, 
is in a public office ; he works very^Oard, he aspires to 
a name and a reputation, lie says Pen was one of 
the best speakers at Oxbridge, and had as great a 
character for talent as any of the young gentlemen 
there. P(‘n himself laughs at Mr. Wagg’s celebrity 
(and indeed he is a horrid person), and says he is a 
dunce, and that anybody could write his books I ” 

I am sure they nre odious,” interi)Osed the widow. 

“Yet he lia.s a reputation. — You see the ‘County 
Chronicle ’ says, * The (ielebrated Mr. Wagg has been 
sojourning at Haymoiith — let our fashionables and 
eeceiitries look out for something from his caustic })eu.’ 
If P(‘n can write better than this gentleman, and speak 
better than Mr, Pynsent, why does n’t he? Mamma, 
he can’t make speeches to us ; or distinguish himself 
here. He ought to go away, indeed he ought.” 

“ Dear Laura,” said Helen, taking the girl’s hand. 
“ l.s it kind of you to hurry liim so ? I have been 
waiting. I have been saving up money these many 
months — to — to pay back your advance to us.” 

‘‘ Hush, Mother I ” Laura cried, embracing her friend 
hastily. “It was your money, not mine. Xever 
sjH^ak about that again- How much money Imve 
you saved ? ” 

Helen said there were more than two hundred 
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powds at the banlCi and that ahe would be enabled to 
jiay off all Laura’s money by the end of the next 
year, 

<‘Give it him — let him have the two hundred 
pounds. Let him go to London and be a lawyer : be 
something, be worthy of his mother — and of mine, 
dearest mamma,” said the good g^rl ; upon which, and 
with her usual tenderness and emotion, the fond 
widow declared that Laura vras a blessing to her, and 
the best of girls — and I hope no one in this instance 
will be disposed to contradict her. 

The widow and her daughter had more than one 
conversation on this subject : the elder gave way to 
the superior reason of tlie honest and stronger-minded 
girl } and, indeed, whenever there was a sacrifice to 
he miule on her part, this kind lady was only too eager 
to make it. But she took her own way, and did not 
lose sight of the end she had in view, in imparting 
these new plans to l\m. One day she told him of 
these projects, and who it was that had formed them ; 
how it Was Laura who insisted u])on his going to Lon 
don and studying ; how it was Laura who would not 
hear of the — the money arrangements when he came 
back from Oxbi idge — being settled just then : how it 
was Laura whom he had to thank, if indeed he thought 
he ought to go. 

At that news Pen’s countenance blazed up with 
pleasure, and he hugged his mother to his heart with 
an ardor that I fear disappointed the fond lady ; but 
slie ridlied when he said, ‘‘ By Heaven ! she is a noble 
girl, and may God Almighty bless her! O Mother ! I 
have been wearying myself away for months here, 
longing to work, and not knowing how. 1 ’ve been 
fretting over the thoughts of my shame, and ray debts, 
and my past cursed extravagance and follies. I ’ve 
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suffered infernally. My heart has been half-broken 

never mind about that. If I can get a chance to 
redeem the past, and to do my duty to myself and the 
best mother in the world, indeed, indeed, I will. 1 ’ll 
be worthy of you yet. Heaven bless you ! God bless 
Laura ! Why is n’t she here, that I may go and thank 
her ? ” Pen went on with more incoherent phrases ; 
paced up and down the room, drank glasses of water, 
jumped about his mother with a thousand embraces — 
began to laugh — Ixjgan to sing — w^,s happier than sIkj 
had seen him since he was a boy — since he had tasted 
of the fruit of that awful Tree of Life which, from 
the beginning, has tempted all mankind. 

Laura was not at homo. Laura was on a visit to 
the stately Lady Rockniinsti*r, daughter to my Lord 
Bareacres, sisb’v to the late Lady Pontyjxml, and by 
consequence a distant kinswoman of Helen’s, as her 
ladyship, who was deeply versed in genealogy, was 
the first graciously to ]ioint out to the modest country 
lady. Mr. Pen was greatly delighted at the’ relation- 
ship being acknowhHlged, though p(U*ha])S not over 
well pleas(Ml that Lmly Kockminster took Miss Bell 
home with her for a couple of days to l>a\ mouth, and 
did not make the slightest invitation to Mr. Arthur 
Pendennis. There was to be a ball at Baymoiitli, and 
it was to be Miss Laura's first a{)pearan(*.e. The dow- 
ag<*r came to fetch her in her carriage, and she w'ent 
off with a wliite dress in her box, hapj)y and blushing, 
like the rose to which Pen compared her. 

Tins was the night of the ball — a ])ublic entertain- 
ment at the Ifaymouth Hotel. ** By Jove ! ’’ said Pen, 
“ I 'll ride over — No, I won't ride, but I ’ll go too.” 
His mother ivas charmed that he sliould do so ; and, 
as he was debating about the conveyance in which he 
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should start for Baymouth, Captain Strong called 
opj>ortunely, said he was going himself, and that he 
would put his horse, the Butcher Boy, into the gig, 
and drive Pen over. 

When the grand company began to fill the house at 
Clavering Park, the Chevalier Strong seldom intruded 
himself upon its society, but we: it elsewhere to seek 
liis relaxation. “I’ve seen plenty of grand dinners 
in iny time,” he said, “ and dined, by Jove, in a com- 
pany where there^was a king and royal duke at top 
and bottom, and every man along the table had six 
stars on his coat: but daminy, Glanders, this finery 
don’t suit me ; and the English ladies with their con- 
founded buckram airs, and the squires with their 
]K)litics after dinner, send me to sleep — sink me 
dead if they don’t. I like a place where I can blow 
iny cigar when the cloth is removed, and when I ’ra 
thirsty, have my beer in its native pewter.” So on 
a gala day at Clavering Park, the Chevalier would 
content himself with superintending the arrange- 
ments of the tabh\ and drilling the major-domo and 
servants ; and having looked over the bill of fare 
with IVbmsieiir Mirobolant, would not care to take 
the least i)iirt in the banquet. “Send me uj) a cutlet 
and a bottle of cdaret to my room,” this philosoi)her 
would say, and from the windows of that ainirtment, 
whudi commanded the terrace and avenue, he would 
.survey the company as they arrived in their carriages, 

take a peep at the ladies in the hall through an 
if iUMmvu/ which commanded it from his corridor. 
And the guests being seated, Strong would (*.ross the 
park to Captain Glanders’s cottage at Clavering, or to 
pay the landlady a visit at the Clavering Arms, or to 
drop in upon Madame Fribshy over her novel and tea. 
Wherever the Chevalier went he was welcome, and 
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^^Iteneyer he came away a smell of hot braudy-and^ 
water lingered behind him. 

The Butcher Boy — not the worst horse in Sir Fran, 
cis’s stable — was appropriated to Captain Strong’s 
express use; and the old Campaigner saddled him 
and brought him home at all hours of the day or 
night, and drove or rode him up and down the coun- 
try. Where there was a public-house with a good tap 
of beer — where there was a tenant with a pretty 
daughter who played on the i)iano^ — to Chatteris, to 
the play, or the barracks — to Baymoutli, if any fun 
was on foot there; to the rural fairs or races, the 
Chevalier and his brown horse made their way con- 
tinually; and this worthy gentleman lived at free 
quarters in a friendly country. The Butcher Boy 
soon took IVn and the Chevalier to Bay mouth. The 
latter was as familiar with the hotel and landlord 
there as with every other inn round about ; and hav- 
ing been accommodated with a bedroom to dress; they 
entered the ball-room. The Chevalier was splendid. 
He wore three little gold crosses in a brochette on 
the ]>ortly breast of his blue coat, and looked like a 
foreign lield-marshal. 

* The ball was i)ublic and all sorts of persons were 
admitted and encouraged to come, young Pynsent 
having views upon the county, and Lady Rockniinster 
Ijtdng patrcmess of the ball. There was a quadrille 
for the aristocracy at one end, and select benches for 
the people of fashion. Towards this end the Cheva- 
lier did not imre to j)enetrate far (as he said he did 
not care for the nobs) ; but in the other part of the 
room he knew everybody — the wine-merchants’, 
innkeepers’, tradesmen’s, solicitors’, squire-farmers’ 
daughters, their sires and brothers, and plunged 
about shaking hands. 
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«Who is that man with the blue ribbon and the 
three-pointed star?” asked Pen. A gentleman in 
black with ringlets and a tuft stood gazing fiercely 
about him, with one hand in the arm-hole of his 
waistcoat and the other holding his claque, 

Jupiter, it’s Mirobolant!” cried Strong, burst- 
ing out laughing. “Bon jour. Chef! — Bon jour, 
Chevalier ! ” 

“ De la croix de Juillet, Chevalier I ” said the Chef, 
laying his hand qji his decoration. 

“By Jove, here’s some more ribbon!” said Pen, 
amused. 

A man with very black hair and whiskers, dyed 
evidently with the purple of Tyre, with twinkling 
eyes and wliite eyelashes, and a thousand wrinkles in 
liis face, which was of a strange red color, with two 
under-vests, and large gloves and hands, and a profu- 
sion of diamonds and jewels in his waistcoat and 
stock, -svitli coarse feet crumpled into immense shiny 
boots, and a piece of party-colored ribbon in his button- 
hole, here came up and nodded familiarly to the 
Clievalier. 

The Chevalier shook hands. “My friend Mr. 
IVndennis/’ Strong said. “Colonel Altamont, of 
the body-guard ot his Highness the Nawaub of Luck- 
now.” That officer bowed to the salute of Pen ; who 
was now' looking out eagerlj' to see if the person he 
w anted had entered the room. 

\ot yet. But the band began presently perform- 
Hig “ See the Conquering -Hero comes,” and a host of 
fashionables — Dowager Countess of Kockminster, Mr, 
Pynstmt and Miss Bell, Sir Francis Clavering, Bart., 
of Clavering Park, Lady Clavering and Miss Amory, 
Sir Horace Fogey, Bart., Lady Fogey, Colonel and 
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|ilr8. KiggB, Wagg, Esq. (as tlie county papei 

afterwards described them), entered the room. 

Pen rushed by Blanche, ran up to Laura, and seized 
her hand. “God bless you!’’ he said, “I want to 
speak to you — I must speak to you — Let me dance 
with you.” “Not for three dances, dear Pen,” she 
said, smiling : and he fell back, biting his nails with 
vexation, and forgetting to salute Pynsent. 

After Lady liockmiiister’s party. Lady Clavering^s 
followed in the procession. ^ 

Colonel Altainont eyed it hard, holding a most 
jnusky pocket-handkerchief up to his face, and burst- 
ing with laughter behind it. 

“ Who ’s the gal in green along with ’em, Cap’n ? ” 
he asked of Strong. 

“That’s Miss Amory, Lady Clavering’s daughter,” 
replied the Chevalier. 

The Colonel could hardly contain himself for 
laughing. 


END OP VOL. I. 
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CHAPTER I. 

CONTAINS SOME BALL-PRACTISING. 

Under some calico draperies in the shady em- 
brasure of a window, Arthur Pendeiinis .chose to 
assume a very gloomy and frowning counteirance, and 
to watch Miss Hell dance her fii\st (piadrille with Mr. 
Pyiisent for a j)artner. Miss Laura’s face was beam- 
ing with ])leasurc and good-nature. The lights and 
the crowd and music; excited her. As she spread out 
hcM* white robes, and ])erforiued hen* ])art of the daiuie, 
smiling and happy, her brown ringlets flowing bacik 
over her fair shoulders from her honest rosy face, 
more than one gentleman in the room admired and 
looked aften* her ; and Lady Fogc^y, who had a house 
in Loudon, and gave herself no small airs of fashion 
when in the country, asked of Lady Rockininster who 
the young person was, mentioned a reigning beauty 
in London whom, in her ladyship’s opinion, Laura 
was rather like, and pronounced that she would do.” 

Lady Rockininster w’ould have been very much 
surprised if oxiy protegee of hers would not **do,” and 
wondered at Lady Fogc»y’s impudence in judging 
epon the point at all. She surveyed Laura with 
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mhjestie glances through her eye-glass. She was 
pleased with the girl’s artless looksj and gay innocent 
manner. Her manner is very good, her ladyship 
thought. Her arms are rather red, but that is a 
defect of her youth. Her ton is far better than that 
of the little f)ert Miss Amory, who is dancing oppo- 
site to her. 

Miss Blanche was, indeed, the vis-a-vis of Miss 
Laura, and smiled most killingly upon her dearest 
friend, and nodded to her, and talked to her, when 
they met during the quadrille evolutions, and patro- 
nized her a great deal. Her shoulders were the 
whitest in the whole room : and they were never easy 
in her frock for one single instant : nor were her eyes, 
which rolled about incesHantly ; nor was her little 
figure ; — it seemed to say to all the people, “ Come 
and look at me — not at that pink, healthy, bouncing 
country lass, Miss Bell, who scarcely knew how to 
dance till I taught her. This is the true Parisian 
manner — this is tlu' jirettiest little foot in the room, 
and the prettiest little chaussure, too. Look at it, 
Mt. Pynsent. Look at it, Mr. Pendennis, you who 
are scowling behind the curtain — I know you are 
longing to dance with me.” 

Laura went on dancing, and keeping an attentive 
eye upon Mr. Pen in the embrasure of the window. 
He did not quit that r<‘tireiiient during the first quad- 
rille, nor until the second, when the good-natured 
Lady Clavering beckoned to him to come up to her 
to the dais or place of honor •where the dowagers 
were, and whither Pen went blushing and exceed- 
ingly awkward, as most conceited young fellows are. 
He iH^rformed a haughty salutation to Lady R^k- 
ininster, who hardly acknowledged his bow and then 
went and paid his respects to the widow of the late 
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Amory, who was splendid in diamonds, vefvet, lace, * 
feathers, and all sorts of millinery and goldsmith’s 
ware. 

Young Mr. Fogey, then in the fifth form at Eton, 
and ardently expecting his beard and his commission 
in a dragoon regiment, was the second partner who 
was honored with Miss Bell’s h.md. He was rapt in 
admiration of that young lady. He thought he had 
never seen so charming a creature. “ I like you much 
better than the f'rench girl” (for this young gentle- 
man had been dancing with Miss Arnory before), he 
candidly said to her. Laura laughed, and looked 
more good-humored than ever ; and in the midst of 
her laughter caught a sight of Pen, and continued to 
laugh as he, on his side, continued to look absurdly 
pompous and sulky. The next dance w'as a waltz, 
and young Fogey thought, with a sigh, that he did 
not know how to waltz, and vowed ho would have 
a master the next holidays. 

Mr. Pynsent again claimed Miss Bell’s hand for 
this dance ; and Pen beheld her, in a fury, twirling 
round the room, her waist einurcled by the arm of 
that gentleman. He never used to be angry before 
when, on summer evenings, the chairs and tables 
being removed, and the governess called down stairs 
to play the piano, he' and the Chevalier Strong (who 
was a splendid performer, and could dance a British 
hornpipe, a German waltz, or a Spanish fandango, if 
need were), and the two young ladies, Jilanche and 
Laura, improvised little balls at Clavering Park. 
Laura enjoyed this dancing so much, juid was so ani- 
mated, that she even animated Mr. Pynsent. Blanche, 
who could dance beautifully, had an unlucky partner, 
Captain Broad foot, of the Dragoons, then stationed at 
Chatteris. For Captain Broadfoot, though devoting 
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hiii^self with great energy to the object in view, could 
not get round in time : and, not having the least ear 
for music, was unaware that his movements were too 
slow. 

So, in the waltz as in the quadrille. Miss Blanche 
saw that her dear friend Laura had the honors of the 
dance, and was by no means pleased with the latter’s 
success. After a couple of turns with the heavy dra- 
goon, she pleaded fatigue, and requested to be led 
back to her place, near her mamma, t^ whom Pen was 
talking : and she asked him why he had not asked her 
to waltz, and had left her to the mercies of that great 
odious man in spurs and a red coat ? 

** 1 thought spurs and scarlet were the most fasci- 
nating objects in the world to young ladies,” Pen 
answered. “I never should have dared to put my 
black coat in competition with tjiat splendid red 
jacket.” 

^^You are very unkind and cruel and sulky and 
naughty,” said Miss Amoiy, with anoth(*r shrug of 
the shoulders. “ Y'ou had better go away. Your 
cousin is looking at us over Mr. Pynsent’s shoulder.” 

^‘Will }wu waltz with me?” said JVn. 

‘‘Not this waltz. I can’t, having just sent away 
that great hot Captain Broadfoot. Look at Mr. Pyn- 
sent, did you evtu- see such a cn^ature ? But I will 
dance the next waltz with you, and the quadrille too. 
I am promised, hut I will tell Mr. Poole that I had 
forgotten my engagement to you.” 

“ Women forget very readily,” Pendennis said. 

“ But they always come back, and are very repent- 
ant and sorry for what they ’ve done,” Blanche said. 
“ See, here comes the looker, and dear Laura leaning 
on him. How pretty she l<x)ks ! ” 

Laura came ii]>, and put out her hand to Pen, to 
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whom Pynsent made a sort of bow, appearing to be 
not much more graceful than that domestic instru- 
luent to which Miss Ainory compared him. 

But Laura’s face was full of kindness. I am so 
glad you have come, dear Pen,” she said. “I can 
speak to you now. How is Mamma? The three 
dances are over, and I am engaged to you for the 
next. Pen.’' 

I have just engaged myself to Miss Amory,” said 
Pen; and Miss Amory nodded her head, and made 
her usual lit tie •curtsy. “ I don’t intend to give him 
up, dearest Laura,” she said. 

“ Well, then, he ’ll waltz with me, dear Blanche,” 
said the other. Won’t you. Pen ? ” 

I promis(*d to waltz with Miss Amory.” 

u Provoking ! ” said Laura, and making a curtsy in 
her turn, she went and placed herself under the 
ample wing of Lady Rockniinster. 

Pen was delighted wdth his mischief. The two 
jirettiest girls in the room were quarrelling about him. 
He flattered himself he had punished Miss Laura. 
He leaned in a dandified air, with his elbow over the 
wall, and talked to Blanche ; he quizzed unmercifully 
all the men in the room — the heavy dragoons in 
their tight jackets — the country dandies in their 
queer attire — the strange toilets of the ladies. 
One seemed to have a bird’s-nest in her head; an- 
other had six pounds of grapes in her hair, besides her 
false pearls. “It’s a folffure of almonds and raisins,” 
said Pen, “ and might be served up for dessert.” In 
a word, he was exceedingly satirical and amusing. 

During the quadrille he carried on this kind of 
conversation with unflinching bitterness and vivacity, 
and kept Blaniihe continually laughing, both at his 
wi(‘ki;dness and jokes, which were good, and also be- 
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cause Laura was again their vis-a-vis^ and could see 
and hear how merry and confidential they were. 

‘‘Arthur is charming to-night,” she whispered to 
Laura, across Cornet Perch’s shell-jacket, as Pen was 
performing cavalier sent before them, drawling through 
that figure with a thumb in the pocket of each 
waistcoat. 

“ Who ? ” said Laura. 

“Arthur,” answered Blanche, in French. “Oh, it’s 
such a pretty name ! ” And now the young ladies 
went over to Peri’s side, and Cornet Ferch jierformed 
d^pas seal in his turn. He had no waistcoat pocket 
to put his hands into, and they looked large and 
swollen as they hung before him depending from the 
tight arms in the jacket. 

During the interval between the quadrille and the 
succeeding waltz. Pen did not take any notice of 
Laura, exce])t to ask her whether her partner, Cornet 
Perch, was an amusing youth, and whether she lik(*d 
him so well as her other partner, Mr. Pynsent. Hav- 
ing plant(^d which two daggers in Laura’s bosom^ 
Mr. Pendennis jiroceeded to rattle on with Blanche 
Amory, and to make jokes good or bad, but which 
were always loud. Laura was at a loss to account for 
her cousin’s sulky behavior, and ignorant in what she 
had offended him ; however, she was not angry in her 
turn at IVn’s s])l(‘neti(^ mood, for she was ‘the most 
good-natured and forgiving of women, and besides, an 
exhibition of jealousy on a man’s part is not always 
disagreeable to a lady. 

As Pen c(mld not dance with her, she was glad to 
take up with tin* active Chevalier Strong, who was a 
still iH'tter performer than Pen ; and being very fond 
ot dancing, as every brisk and innocent young girl 
should be, when the waltz music began she set off, 
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and chose to enjoy herself with all her heart Cap- 
tain Broadfoot on this occasion occupied the floor in 
conjunction with a lady of proportions scarcely in- 
ferior to his own; Miss Boundle, a large young 
woman in a strawberry-ice colored crape dress, the 
daughter of the lady with thq grapes in her head, 
whose bunches Pen had admired. 

And now taking his time, and with his fair partner 
Blanche hanging lovingly on the arm which encircled 
her, Mr. Arthur Pendennis set out upon his waltzing 
career, and fel^ as he whirled round to the music, 
that he and Blanche were performing very brilliantly 
indeed. Very likely he looked to see if Miss Bell 
thought so too ; but she did not or would not see him, 
and was always engaged with her partner Cai>tain 
Strong. But Perils triumph was not destined to last 
long: and it was doomed that Blanche was to 
have yet another discomfiture on that unfortunate 
night. While she and Pen were whirling round as 
liglit and brisk as a couple of opera-dancers, honest 
Captain Broadfoot and the lady round whose large 
waist he was clinging, were twisting round very 
leisurely according to their natures, and indeed were 
in everybody’s way. But they were more in Pen- 
dennis’s way than in anybody’s else, for he and 
JUanche, whilst executing their rapid gyrations, came 
bolt up against the heavy dragoon and his lady, and 
with such force that the centre of gravity was lost by 
all four of the circumvolving bodies ; Captain Broad- 
foot and Miss Boundle were fairly upset, as was Pen 
himself, who was less lucky than his ])artner Miss 
Amory, who was only thrown upon a bench against 
a wall. 

But Pendennis came fairly dowti uj)on the floor, 
sprawling in the general ruin with Broadfoot and 
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Miss Boundle. The Captain, though heavy, was good- 
natured, and was the first to burst out into a loud 
laugh at his own misfortune, which nobody therefore 
heeded. But Miss Amory was savage at her mishap; 
Miss Rouiidle placed on her seant, and looking piti- 
fully round, presented an object which very few peo- 
ple could see wdtliout laughing ; and Pen was furious 
when he heard the people giggling about him. He 
was one of those sarcastic young fellows that did lujt 
bear a laugh at his own expense, and of all things iii 
the world fear(*d riditmle most. 

As he got u]) Laura and Strong were laughing at 
him ; everybody was laughing ; Pynsent and his part- 
ner w^ere laughing ; and Pen lK)iled with wrath against 
the pair, and could have stabbed them both on the 
spot. He turned away in a fury from them, and be- 
gan blundering out apologies to Miss Amory. It was 
the other cou])le’s fault — the woman in pink had 
done it — Pen hop(‘d Miss Amory was not hurt — 
would she not liave the courage to take another turn ? 

Miss Amory in a ])et said slu* was very much hurt 
indeed, and she would not take another turn ; and she 
accejited with great thanks a glass of water which a 
cavalier, who wore a blue riblKin and a three-pointed 
star, rushed to fetch for her when he had sfeen the de- 
plorable accidcmt. She drank the water, smiled upon 
the bringer gracefully, and turning her white'*shoulder 
at Mr. Pen in the most marked and haughty manner, 
besought the gentleman with the star to conduct her 
to her mamma ; and she held out her hand in order 
to take his arm. 

The man with tlie star trembled with delight at 
this mark of her favor ; he bowed over her hand, 
pressed it to his coat fervidly, and looked round him 
with triumph. 
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It was no other than the happy Mirobolant whom 
Blanche had selected as an escort. But the truth is, 
that the young lady had never fairly looked in the 
artistes face since he had been employed in her 
mother’s family, and had no idea but it was a for- 
eign nobleman on whose arm she was leaning. As 
slie went off, Pen forgot his h iiuiliation in his sur- 
prise, and cried out, “By Jove, it’s the cook!” 

The instant he had uttered the words, he was sorry 
for having spoken them — for it was Blanche who 
li.ul herself invited Mirobolant to escort her, nor 
could the artist do otherwise than comply with a 
lady’s command. Blanche in her flutter did not hear 
what Arthur said ; but Mirobolant heard him, and 
cast a furious glance at him over his shoulder, which 
ratlier amused Mr. Pen. He was in a mischievous 
and sulky humor : wanting perhaps to pick a quarrel 
with somebody ; but the idea of having insulted a 
(*ook, or that such an individual should have any 
feeling of honor at all, did not much enter into the 
mind of this lofty young aristocrat, the apothecary’s 
sun. 

It had never entered that poor artist’s head, that 
he as a iiian was not equal to any other mortal, or 
that ther(* was anything in his position so degrading 
as to ]>revent him from giving Ins arm to a lady who 
asked for it. He had seen in the fetes in his own 
country fine ladies, not certainly demoiselles (but the 
demoiselle Anglaise he knew was a great deal more 
free than the spinster in France) join in the dance 
with Blaise or Pierre; and he would have taken 
Blanche up to Lady Clavering, and possibly have 
asked her to dance too, but he heard Pen’s exclaraji- 
tioii, which striK'k him as if it had shot him, and 
cruelly humiliated and ang(*red him. She did not 
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ktiow wh$(t caused him to start, and to grind a Gascon 
oath between his teeth. 

But Strong, who was acquainted with the poor 
flow’s state of mind, having had the interesting 
information from our friend Madame Fribsby, was 
luckily in the way when wanted, and saying some- 
thing rapidly in Spanish, which the other understood, 
the Chevalier begged Miss Amory to come and take 
%Ti ice kdore she went back to Lady Glaveriiig. 
Upon which the unhapi)y Mirobolant relinquished 
the arm which lie had held for a minute, and with a 
most profound and ])iteous bow, fell back. “Don’t 
you know who it is ? ” Strong asked of Miss Amory, 
as he led her away. “ It is the chef Mirobolant.” 

How should I know ? ” asked Blanche. “He 
has a crokc ; he is very distingue ; he has beautiful 
eyes.” 

The poor fellow is mad for your beaux geux, 1 
believe,” Strong said. “ He is a very good cook, but 
he is not quite right in the head.” 

“What did you say to him in the unknown tongue ? ” 
asked Miss Bliirudie. 

“ He is a Gascon, aaid comes from the borders of 
Spain,” Strong answered. “ I told him he would lose 
His place if he walked with you.” 

“ Poor Monsieur Mirobolant I ” said Blanche. 

“ Did you see the look he gave Pendehnis ? ” — • 
Strong asked, enjoying the idea of the mischief — “I 
think he would like to run little Pen through with 
one of his spits.” 

“ He is an odious, conceited, clumsy creature, that 
Mr. Pen,” said Blanche. 

“ Broadfoot looked as if he would like to kill him 
too, so did Pynsent,” Strong said. “ What ice will 
you have -i- water ice or cream ice ? ” 



fmmmiH* U 

« Water ice. Who is that odd man staring at me 
— he is decorS too.” 

That is my friend Colonel Altamont, a very queer 
character, in the service of the Nawaub of Lucknow. 
Hallo * what ’s that noise. I ’ll be back in an in- 
stiint,” said the Chevalier, and sprang out of the room 
to the ball-room, where a sculPe and a noise of high 
voices was heard. 

The refreshment-room, in which Miss Ainory now 
found herself, was a room set apart for the jmrposes 
of su])pei*, whicli Mr. Rincer the landlord had pro- 
vided for those who chose to partake, at the rate of 
live shillings per head. Also, refreshments of a su- 
perior chiss were here ready for the ladies and gentle- 
men of the county families who came to the ball ; but 
the commoner sort of persons were kept out of tlie 
room by a waiter who stood at the portal, and who 
said that was a select room for Lady Clavering and 
Lady Rockininster's parties, and not to bt* opened to 
the j)ublic till supper-time, which was not to be until 
})ast midnight, ryusent, who danci‘-d with his con- 
stituents’ daughters, took tlnun and tluur mammas in 
for thfir refreshment there. * Strong, who was man- 
ager and master of the revels wherever he went, had 
of course the euMe — and the only person who was 
now occupying the room, was the gentleman with the 
black wig and the orders in his button-hole ; the 
ofticer in the service of his Highness the Nawaub of 
Lucknow. 

This gentleman had established himself very early 
in the evening in this apartment, where, saying he 
was confoundedly thirsty, he (tailed for a bottle of 
champagne. At this order, the waiter instantly 8Uf>* 
lK)sed that he had to do with a grandee, and the 
Colonel sat down and began to eat his supper and 
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abBorb bis drink, and enter affably into conversation 
with anybody who entered the room. 

Sir Francis Clavering and Mr. Wagg found him 
there ; when they left the ball-room, which they did 
pretty early — Sir Francis to go and smoke a cigar, 
and look at the people gathered outside the ball-room 
on the shore, which he declared was much better fun 
than to remain within ; Mr. Wagg to hang on to a 
Baronet’s arm, as he was always pleased to do on the 
arm of the greatest man in the company. Colonel 
Altamont had stared at these gentlemen in so odd a 
manner, as they passed through the “ Select ” room, 
that Clavering made inquiries of the landlord who he 
was, and hinted a strong opinion that the officer of 
the Nawaub’s service was drunk. 

Mr. rynsent, too, had had the honor of a conversa- 
tion with the servant of the Indian potentate. It was 
Pynsent’s cue to speak to everybody (which he did, 
to do him justice, in the most ungracious manner) ; 
and he took the gentleman in the black wig for some 
constitu(*nt, some merchant captain, or other outland- 
ish man of the place. Mr. Tynsent, then, coining into 
the refreshment-room with a lady, the wife of a con- 
stituent, on Ins arm, the Colonel ask(*d him if he would 
try a glass of Sham ? Tynsent took it with great 
gravity, bowed, tasted the wine, and pronounced it 
excellent, and with the -utmost politeness ‘ retreated 
liefore Colonel Altamont. This gravity and decorum 
routed and surprised the Colonel more than any other 
kind of Udiavior probably would: he stared after 
Pynscmt stupidly, and pronounced to the landlord 
over the counter that he was a rum one. Mr. Rincer 
blushed, and hardly knew what to say. Mr. Pynsent 
was a county Earl’.s grandson, going to set uj) as a 
Parliauumt man. Colonel Altamont, on the other 
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hand, wore orders and diamonds, jingled sovereigns 
constantly in his pocket, and paid his way like a man ; 
so not knowing what to say, Mr. Kincer said, ** Yes, 
Colonel — yes, Ma’am, did you say tea ? Cup a tea 
for Mr. Jones, Mrs. R.,” and so got oif that discus- 
sion regarding Mr. Pynsent’s qualities, into which the 
Nizam’s o^cer appeared inclined to enter. 

In fact, if the truth must be told, Mr. Altamont, 
having remained at the buffet almost all night, and 
employed him!|jrtlf very actively whilst there, had 
considerably flnslied his brain by drinking, and he 
Wiis still going on drinking, when Mr. Strong and 
Miss Amory entered the room. 

When the Chevalier ran out of the apartment, at- 
tracted by the noise in the dancing-room, the Colonel 
rose from his chair with his little red eyes glowing 
like coals, and, with rather an unsteady gait, advanced 
towards Blanche, who was sipping her ice. She was 
absorbed in absorbing it, for it was very fresh and 
good : or she was not curious to know what was go- 
ing on in tlie adjoining room, although the waiters 
were, who ran after Chevalier Strong. So that when 
she looked up from her glass, she beheld this strange 
man staring at her out of his little red eyes. “ Who 
was he ? It was quite exciting.” 

And so you ’re Betsy Amory,” said he, after gazing 
at her. “ Betsy Amory, by Jove ! ” 

“ Who — who speaks to me ? ” said Betsy, alias 
Blanche. 

But the noise in tlie ball-room is really becoming so 
loud, that we must rush bac,k thither, and see what is 
the cause of the disturbance. 



CHAPTER II. 


WHICH 18 BOTH QUARRELSOME AND SEN’llMENTAL. 

Civil war was raging, high words passing, people 
pushing and B(iueeziiig together in aiv unseemly man- 
ner, round a window in the corner of the balhroom, 
close by the door through which the Chevalier Strong 
shouldered his way. Through the opened window the 
crowd in the str(‘et below was sending up sarcastic re- 
marks, such as Pitch into him 1 ” Where 's the 
police ? ’’ and the like ; and a ring of individuals, 
among whom Madame Fribsby was conspicuous, was 
gathered round Monsieur Alcide Mirobolant on the 
om* side; whilst several genthunen and ladies sur- 
rounded our friend Arthur IVndennis on the other. 
Strong peiK'trated into this assembly, elbowing by 
Madame Fribsby, who was charmed at the Chevalier’s 
app(‘arance, and cried, “ Save him, save him ! ” in 
frantic and pathetic accents. , 

The cause of the disturbance, it appeared, was the 
angry little chef of Sir Francis Clavering’s .culinary 
establishnu'nt. Shortly after Strong had quitted the 
room, and whilst Mr. Pen, greatly irate at his down- 
fall in the waltz, which had made him look ridic- 
ulous in the eyes of the nation, and by Miss Amory’s 
. bidiavior to him, which had still further insulted his 
dignity, was endeavoring to get some coolness of body 
and temi)er, by looking out of window towards the 
sea, which was sparkling in the distance^ and mur- 
muring in a wonderful calm — whilst he was really 







trying to compose himself, and owning to himself,, 
perhaps, that he had acted in a very absurd and peev- 
ish manner during the night — he felt a hand upon 
his shoulder ; and, on looking round, beheld, to his 
utter surprise and horror, that the hand in question 
belonged to Monsieur Mirobolant, whose eyes were 
glaring out of his pale face and ringlets at Mr. Pen. 
To be tapped on the shoulder by a French cook was 
a piece of familiarity which made the blood of the 
Pendennises to boil up in the veins of their descend- 
ant, and he was Sstoimded, almost more than enraged, 
at such an indignity. 

“ You speak French ? ” Mirobolant said in his own 
language, to Pen. 

“ What is that to you, pray ? ” said Pen, in 
English. 

“ At any rate, you understand it ? ” continued the 
other, with a bow. 

“Yes sir,*’ said Pen, with a stamp of his foot; “I 
understand it pretty well 

“ Vous me com})r(*ndrez alors, Monsieur Pendennis,’' 
replied the other, rolling out his r with Gaseon force, 
“quand jev(»us dis que vousetes un Ikche. Monsieur 
Pendennis — un laehe, enteiidez^vous ? ” 

“ What ? ” said Pen, starting round on him. 

“You understand the meaning of the word and its 
consequerfces among men of honor ? ” the artist said, 
])utting his hand on his hij), and staring at Pen. 

“ The consequences are, that I will fling you out of 
window, you — impudent scoundrel,” bawled out Mr. 
Pen ; and darting upon the Frenchman, he would very 
likely have put his threat into execution, for the win- 
dow was at hand, and the artist by no means a match 
for the young gentleman — had not Captain Broadfoot 
and another heavy officer flung themselves between 
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the combatants, — had not the ladies begun to scream, 
-- had not the fiddles stopped, — had not the crowd 
of people come running in that direction, — had not 
Laura^ with a face of great alarm, looked over tlieir 
heads and asked for Heaven^s sake what was wrong 
— had not the opportune Strong made his ax)pearau{^e 
from the refreshment-room, and found Alcide grind- 
ing his teeth and jabbering oaths in his Gascon 
French, and Pen looking uncommonly wicked, al- 
though trying to appear as calm as possible, when 
the ladies and the crowd came up. < 

“ What has happened ? ” Strong asked of the chef, 
in S])aui8h. 

** I am Chevalier de Juillet,” said the other, slap- 
ping his breast, ^‘and he has insulted me.’’ 

** Wliat has he said to you ? ” asked Strong. 

‘‘11 m'a appele — hissed out tlie little 
Fr^mdiman. 

Strong could hardly h(dp laughing. Come away 
with me, my poor Chevalier,” lie said. “ We must 
not (piarnd Indore la<lies. Conu* away ; I will carry 
your im'ssage to Mr. Peiidcniiis. — The poor fellow 
is not right in Ids head/’ he whispenai to one or two 
peoph* about him; — and others, and anxious Laura^’s 
faee visihhi amongst these, gatliered round Pen and 
asked the cause of the disturbance. 

Pen did not know. “ Tlie man was going to give 
his arm to a young lad}’, on which I said that lie was 
a cook, ami tin* man called me a coward and chal- 
lenged me to fight, I own 1 was so surprised and 
indignant, that if you gfuitlemen had not stop[><"d me, 
1 shouhl have thrown him out of window/’ Pmi s;iid. 

**1) — him, serve him right, too, — the d — im]>u- 
dent fortdgri seoumlrcl/’ the gmitleimn said, 

« I — I \ii vt*ry sorry if I hurt his feelingN, though,’* 
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Pen added : and Laura was glad to hear him say that ; 
although some of the young bucks said, <‘No, hang 
the fellow, — hang those impudent^foreigners — little 
thrashing would do them good.” 

“ You will go and shake hands with him before 
yon go to sleep — won’t you. Fen ? ” said Laura, 
coining up to him. ‘^Foreigners may be more sus- 
ceptible than we are, and have different manners. If 
you hurt a poor man’s feelings, I am sure you would 
he the first to ask his pardon. Would n’t you, dear 
IVii?” • 

She looked all forgiveness and gentleness, like an 
angel, as she spoke, and Fen took both her hands, 
and looked into her kind face, and said indeed he 
would. 

“ How fond that girl is of me ! ” he thought, as she 
stood gazing at him. “ Shall I speak to her now ? 
No — not now. I must have this absurd business 
with the Frenchman over.” 

Laura asked — Would n’t he stop and dance with 
iier ? She was as anxious to keep him in tin* room, 
:us lie to quit it. “Won’t you sto}> and waltz with 
me, Fen ? I ’m not afraid to waltz with you.” 

This was an affectionate, but an unlucjky speech. 
Fen saw himself prostrate on the ground, having 
tumbled over Miss lioundle and the dragoon, and 
flung Blanche up against the wall — saw himscdf on 
the ground, and all the people laughing at him, Laura 
and Fynsent amongst them. 

“ I shall never dance again,” he replied, with a 
dark and determined face. “ Never. 1 ’m surprised 
you should ask me.” 

“ Is it because you can’t get Blanche for a 
partner?” asked Laura, with a wicked, unlucky 
«*a[itiousness. 
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Because I don^t wisli to make a fool of myself, 
for other peoj^e to laugh at me/’ Pen answered-^ 
‘^for to laughr at me, Laura I saw you and 
Pynsent. By Jove ! no man shall laugh at me.” 

“ Pen, Pen, don’t be so wicked ! ” cried out the poor 
girl, hurt at the morbid perverseness and savage vanity 
of Pen. He was glaring round in the direction of Hr. 
Pynsent as if he would have liked to engage that gen- 
tleman as he had done the cook. “Who thinks the 
worse of you for stumbling in a waltz ? ” If Laura 
does, we don’t. “Why are you so sensitive, and ready 
to tliink evil ? ” 

Here again, by ill luck, Mr. Pynsent came up to 
Ljiura, and said, “I have it in command from Lady 
Roekminster to ask whether I may take you in to 
supper ? ” 

“I — I was going in with my cousin,” Laura said. 

« Oh — pray, no ! ” said l^en. “ You are in such 
good hands, that I can’t do better than leave you: 
and I ’m going home.” 

“Good night, Mr. Pendennis,” Pynsent said, dryly 
— to which sj>ee(ih (which in fact, meant, “Go to 
the deuce for an insolent, jealous, impertinent jacka- 
napes, whose ears 1 should like to box”) Mr. Fen- 
dennis did not vouchsafe any reply, except a bow : 
and, in spite of Laura’s imploring looks, he left the 
room. 

“How beautifully calm and bright the night outside 
is ! ” said Mr. Pynsent; “and what a murmur the sea 
is making ! It would be pleasanter to be walking on 
the beach than in this hot room.” 

“ Very,” said Laura. 

“ What a stnmge congregation of people,” continued 
Pynsent. “ I have liad to go up and perform the agree- 

ble to most of them — the attorney’s daughters — the 
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apothecary’s wife — I scarcely know whom. There 
was a man in the refreshment-room, who insisted upon 
treating me to champagne — a seafaring looking man 
— extraordinarily dressed, and seeming half tipsy. As 
a public man, one is bound to conciliate all these peo 
pie, but it is a hard task — especially when one would 
so very much like to be elsewhere ” — ' and he blushed 
rather as he spoke. 

1 beg your pardon,” said Laura — “I — I was 
not listening. Indeed — 1 was frightened about that 
quarrel between my cousin and that — that — French 
person.” 

*‘Your cousin has been rather unlucky to-night,” 
I’ynsent said. “ There are three or four persons 
whom he has not succeeded in jdeasing — Captain 
Broadwood; what is his name — the officer — and the 
young lady in red with whom he danced — and Miss 
lUanclie — and the poor chef — and 1 doiiT think he 
seemed to be particularly pleased with me.” ' 

Did nT he leave me in charge to you ? ” Laura 
said, looking up into Mr. Pyn.seiit\s face, and drop- 
ping her eyes instantly, like a guilty little story-tell- 
iiig coquette. 

Indeed, I can forgive him a good deal for that,” 
Pyns(*nt eagerly cried out, and she took his arm, 
and he l«d off his little prize in the direction of the 
supper-room. 

She had no great desire for that repast, though it 
was served in Rincer’s well-known style, as the county 
paper said, giving an account of the entertainment 
afterwards ; indeed, she was very distraite ; and ex- 
ceedingly pained and unhapjiy alxiut Pen. Caiitious 
and quarrelsome ; jealous and selfish ; fickle and vio- 
lent and unjust when his anger led him astray ; how 
could her mother (as indeed Helen had by a thousand 
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w^rds and hints) ask her to give her heart to such a 
man ? and suppose she were to do so, would it make 
him happy ? 

But she got some relief at length, when, at the end 
of half an hour — a long half-hour it had seemed to 
her — a Wcaiter brought her a little note in pencil from 
Pen, who said, met Cooky below ready to fight me; 
and I asked his i)ardon. I ’m glad I did it. I wanted 
to speak to you to-iiiglit, but will keep what I had to 
say till you come home. God bless yru. Dance away 
all night with Pynsent, and l>e very happy. Pen.” — 
Laura was very thankful for this letter, and to think 
that there was goodn(‘ss and forgiveness still in her 
mother’s boy. 

Pen went down stairs, his heart reproaching him 
for his absurd behavior to Laura, whose gentle and 
im])loring looks followed and ndmked him : and he 
was scarcely out of the ball-room door before he longed 
to turn ba<'k and ask her ])ardon. l>ut he remembered 
that he had left Iier with that confounded Fynsent. 
He could not apologize before him. He would com- 
promise' and foi’gct his wrath, and make his jjeace with 
the Phvnchman. 

The Clicvalu*r was pacing down below in the hall 
of the inn wlnui Pen descended from the ball-room ; 
and he (*amc up to Pen» with all sorts of fun and mis- 
chief lighting up his jolly face. 

‘‘ I have got liim in the coffee-room,” he said, “with 
a brace of pistols and a candle. Or would you like 
swords on the beach ? Mirobolant is a dead hand 
with the foils, and killed four gardes-du-corps with 
his own jK)int in the barricades of July.” 

“ Confound it/* said Pen, in a fury, “ 1 can’t fight a 
cook ! ” 
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is a Chevalier of July,” replied the other, 
<^They present arms to him in his own country." 

‘<Aiid do you ask me, Captain Strong, to go out 
with a servant ? ” Pen asked fiercely ; “ I ^11 call a 
policeman for him; but — but — ” 

You ’ll invite me to hair triggers ? ” cried Strong, 
with a laugh. “ Thank you fo- nothing ; I was but 
joking. I came to settle quarrels, not to fight them. 
I have been soothing down Mirobolant ; I have told 
him that you did not apply the word ‘Cook’ to him 
in an offensive sense : that it was contrary to all the 
customs of the country that a hired offic^er of a house- 
hold, as I called it, should give his arm to the 
daughter of the house.” And then he told Pen the 
grand secret whi(*h he had had from Madame Fribsby, 
of the violent passion under which the poor artist was 
laboring. 

When Arthur heard this tale, he broke out into a 
hearty laugh, in which Strong joined, and his rage 
against the poor cook v'-anished at once. lie luul 
been absurdly jealous himself all the evening, and 
had longed for a pretext to insult Pynsent. lie re- 
membered how jealous he had been of Oaks in his 
first affair; h(^ was ready to pardon anything to a 
man under a passion like that : and he went into the 
coffee-room where Mirobolant was waiting, with an 
outstretched hand, and made him a speech in French, 
in which he declared that he was “ Sin(*erement facho 
d’avoir us4 une expression qui avoit pu blesser Mon- 
sieur Mirobolant, et qu’il donnoit sa parole comme un 
gentilhomme qu’il ne T avoit jamais, jamais — intende,” 
said Pen, who made a shot at a French word for “ in- 
tended,” and was secretly much pleased with his own 
fluency and correctness in speaking that language. 

“Bravo, bravo’” cried J5trong, as much amused 
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with Pen's speech as pleased by his kind manner. 

And the Chevalier Mirobolant of course withdraws, 
and sincerely regrets the expression of which he made 
use,’* 

Monsieur Pendennis has disproved my words him- 
self/’ said Alcide with great politeness ; he has 
shown' that he is a galant hommeP 

And so they shook hands and parted, Arthur in the 
first place despatching his note to Laura before he 
and Strong committed themselves to the Butcher Boy. 

As they drove along, Strong complimented Pen 
upon his beliavioi*, as well as upon his skill in French. 

You ’re a good fellow, Pendennis, and you speak 
French like Chateaubriand, by Jove.” 

I ’ve been accustomed to it from my youth up- 
wards,” said Pen : and Strong had the grace not to 
laugh for five minutes, when he exploded into fits of 
hilarity whicth Pendennis has never, perhaps, under- 
stood up to this day. 

It was daybreak when they got to the Brawl, where 
they separjited. By that time the ball at Baymouth 
was over too. Madame Fribsby and Mirobolant were 
on tlnur way home in the Chivering fly; Laura was in 
bed with an easy heart and asleep at Lady lloekmiii- 
ster’s; and tli(‘ Claverings at rest at the inn at Bay* 
mouth, where they had ' quarters for the night. A 
short time after the disturbance bc^tween Peh and the 
chef, Blanche liad come out of the^ refreshment-room, 
looking as pale as a lemon-ice. She told her maid, 
having no other confidante at hand, that she had met 
with the most romantic adventure — the most sin gu* 
lar man — one who had known the author of her 
being — her jierseouted — her unhappy — her heroic 
— her murdertul father; and she began a sonnet to 
his manes before she went to sleep. 
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So Pen returned to P^iro^s, in company with his 
friend the Chevalier, without having uttered a word 
of the message which he had been so anxious to de* 
liver to Laura at Baymouth. He could wait, how- 
ever, u*itil her return home, which was to take place 
on the succeeding day. He was not seriously jealous 
of the progi'ess made by Mr. Pynsent in her favor; 
and he felt pretty certain that in this, as in any other 
family arrangement, he had but to ask and have, and 
Laura, like his mother, could refuse him iiotliing. 

When Helen’s anxious looks inquired of him what 
had hai)pened at Baymouth, and whether her darling 
project was fiillilled, Pen, in a gay tone, told of the 
calamity which had befallen; laughingly said, that 
no man could think about declarations under such a 
mishap, and nitule light of the matter. “ There will 
be plenty of time for sentiment, dc^ar mother, when 
Laura comes back,” he said, and he looked in the 
gla.ss with a killing air, and his mother put his hair 
off his forehead and kissed him, and of course 
thouglit, for her part, tliat no woman could resist 
him; and was exci^ediiigly happy that day. 

When he was not with her, Mr. J’en oceujiied him- 
8(df in packing books and portmanteaus, burning and 
arranging papers, cleaning his gun and putting it into 
its case : in fact, in making dispositions for departure. 
For tbou*gh he was ready to marry, this gentleman 
was eager to go to Loudon too, rightly eonsidenng 
tliat at three-and-twenty it was (piite time for him to 
b(*gin upon the serious business of life, and to set 
about making a fortune as quickly as po.ssible. 

The means to this end lie had already shaped out 
for himself. I shall take chambers,” he said, and 
ent<»r myself at an Inn of Court. With a coiiyde of 
hundred pounds I shall Le able to carry tlirough tlie 
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first year very well ; after that I have little doubt 
my pen will support me, as it is doing with several 
Oxbridge men now in town. I have a tragedy, a 
comedy, and a novel, all nearly finished, and for 
which I can’t fail to get a price. And so I shall be 
able to live pretty well, without drawing upon luy 
poor mother, until I have made my way at the bar. 
Then, some day I will come back and make her dear 
soul happy by marrying Laura. She is as good and 
as sweet-tempered a girl as ever lived, besides being 
really very good-looking, and the engagement will 
serve to steady me, — won’t it, Ponto ? ” Thus, 
smoking his pipe, and talking to his dog as he saun- 
tered through the gardens and orchards of the little 
domain of Fairoaks, this young day-dreamer built 
castles in the air for himself : Yes, she ’ll steady 
me, won’t she ? And you ’ll miss me when I ’ve gone, 
won’t, you, old boy ? ” he asked of Ponto, who quiv- 
ered liis tail and thrust his brown nose into his 
master’s fist. Ponto licked his hand and shoe, as 
they all did in that liouse, and Mr. Pen received 
their bomag(» as other folks do the flattery which 
they get. 

Laura came home rather late in the evening of the 
second day ; and Mr. Pynsent, as ill luck would have 
it, drove her from Clav(u*ing. The poor girl could 
not refuse his offer, but his appearance brought a 
dark cloud uj)on the brow of Arthur Pendeniiis. 
Laura saw this, and was pained by it: the eager 
widow, however, was av'are of nothing, and l^ing anx- 
ious, doubtless, that the delicate question should be 
asked at on(*e, was for going to bed very soon after 
Laura’s arrival, and rose for that purjiose to leave the 
sofa wliere she now generally lay, and where Laura 
would come and sit and work or read by her. But 
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when Helen rose, Laura said, with a blush and rather 
an alarmed voice, that she was also very tired and 
wanted to go to .bed : so that the widow was disap- 
pointed in her scheme for that night at least, and 
Mr. Pen was left another day in suspense regarding 
his fate. 

His dignity was offended at being thus obliged to 
remain in the ante-chamber when he wanted an audi- 
ence. Such a sultan as he, could not afford to be 
kept waiting. However, he went to bed and slept 
upon his disappointment pretty comfortably, and did 
not wake until the early morning, when he looked up 
and saw his mother standing in his room. 

Dear Pen, rouse up,” said this lady. Do not be 
lazy. It is the most beautiful morning in the world, 
I have not been able to sleep since daybreak ; and 
Laura has been out for an hour. She is in the gar- 
den. Everybody ought to be in the garden and out 
on such a morning as this.” 

l^en laughed. He saw what thoughts were ujiper- 
niost in the simple woman’s heart. His good-natured 
laugliter cheered the widow. ‘‘Oh, you profound 
di.ssembler,” he said, kissing his mother.* “ Oh, you 
artful creature ! Can nolxidy escape from your wic^ked 
tricks ? and will you make your only son your vic- 
tim ? ” Helen too laughed, slie blushed, she fluttered, 
and was agitated. She was as happy as slie could 
be — a good tender, match-making woman, the* de.an^st 
project of whose heart was about to be accomplished. 

So, after exchanging some kfiowing looks and hasty 
words, Helen left Arthur ; and this young hero, ris- 
ing from his bed, proceeded to decorate his beautiful 
I>erson, and shave his ambrosial (diin ; and in half 
an hour he issued out from his apartment into the 
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garden in quest of Laura. His reflections as he made 
^his toilet were rather dismal. " I am going to tie 
myself for life,” he thought, ‘Ho please my mother. 
Laura is the best of women, and — * and she has given 
me her money. I wish to Heaven I had not received 
it ; I wish I had not this duty to perform just yet. 
But as lx)th the women have set their hearts on tin* 
match, why I siipiH>se I must satisfy them — • and now 
for it. A man may do worse than make happy two 
of the best creatures in the world.” So Pen, now he 
was actually come to the point, fellb very grave, and 
by no means elated, and, indeed, thought it was a 
great sam-iiic^e he was going to perform. 

It was Miss Laura’s custom, upon her garden ex- 
cursions, to wear a sort of uniform, which, though 
homely, was thought by many })eople to be not unbe- 
coming. She had a large straw hat, with a streann^r 
of broad ribbon, which was useless probably, but the 
hat suttichmtly j)rote(*ted the owner’s pretty* face 
from the sun. ( )v(‘r her accustomed gown she wore a 
blouse or piuafore, which, Indng fastened round her 
litth» waist by a smart Ixdt, look(Hl extremely well, 
and her hands wt‘re guarant«M*d from the thorns of 
her favorite rost'-bushes by a pair of gauntlets, which 
gave this young lady a military and resolute air. 

Somehow sin* Imd tiu* very same smile with which 
she had laughed at him on the night previous, and 
the ri'coUeetion of his disaster again offended Pen. 
But Laura, though she saw him coming down the 
walk looking so gloomy and full of care, accorded tc) 
him a smile of the iwist }M‘rfect and ]»r(>voking good- 
humor, and went to iiu'et him, holding one of the 
gauntlets to him, so that he might shake it if he lik#d 
— and Mr. Pen condescended to do so. His face, 
however, did not lose its tragic expression in coiise' 
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qiience of this favor, and he continued to regard her 
with a dismal and solemn air. 

‘'^Excuse my glove,’’ said Laura, with a laugh, 
pressing Pen’s hand kindly with it. are not 

angry again, are we. Pen ? ” 

Why do you laugh at me ? ” said Pen. You 
did the other night, and made a fool of me to the 
people at Bayniouth.” 

“ My dear Arthur, I ’ meant you no wrong,” the 
girl answered. “You and Miss Roundle looked so 
droll as you — as you met with your little accident, 
that 1 could not make a tragedy of it. Bear Pen, it 
wasn’t a serious fall. And, besides, it was Miss 
Koundle who was the most unfortunate.” 

“ Confound Miss Roundle ! ” bellowed out Pen. 

“ I ’m sure she looked so,” said Laura, archly. 
“You were up in an instant; but that poor lady sit- 
ting on the ground in her red crape dress, and look- 
ing about her with that piteous face — can I ever 
forget her?” — and Laura began to make a face in 
imitation* of Miss Roundle’s under the disaster, but 
she cliecked herself repentantly, saying, “Well, we 
must not laugh at her, but 1 am sure we ought to 
laugh at you, Pen, if you were angry about such a 
trifle.” 

“ You should not laugh at me, Laura,” said Pen, 
with some bitterness; “not you, of all people.” 

“And why not? Are you such a great man?” 
asked Laura. 

“Ah no, Laura, I ’m such a poor one,” Pen anstvered. 
“ Have n’t you baited me enough already ? ” 

“ My dear Pen, and how ? ” cried Laura. “ Indeed, 
indeed, I did n’t think to vex you by such a trifle. 
I thought such a clever man a.s you could bear a 
harmless little joke from his sister,” she said, hold 
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ing l|er hand out again. “Dear Arthur, if I have 
hurt you, I beg your pardon.” 

It is your kindness that humiliates me more even 
than your laughter, Laura,” Pen said. ‘^You are 
always my superior.” 

" What ! superior to the great Arthur Pendennis ? 
How can it be possible ? ” said Miss Laura, who may 
have had a little wickedness as well as a great deal 
of kindness in her composition. ‘^You can^t mean 
that any woman is your equal ? ” , 

Those who coidVr benefits should not sneer,” said 
Pen. don’t like my benefiu*-tor to laugh at me, 
Laura; it makes the obligation very hard to bear. 
You sctorn me Ix^^ause I have taken your mo.ney, and 
1 am worthy to be scorned; but the blow is hard 
coming from you.” 

‘‘Money! Obligation! For shame. Pen; this is 
ungenerous,” Laura said, flushing red. “ May not 
our motlu*!* claim (* very tiling that belongs to us ? 
Don’t T owe her all my happiness in this world, 
Artliur? What matters alKiut a few ])altry guineas, 
if we can set lu'r tender heart at re.st, and ease her 
mind r(‘gar<hng you ? I would dig in the fields, 1 
would go out and be a .sm-vant — I would die for her. 
You know 1 would,” said Miss Laura kindling uji; 
“ and you <*all this ])altry money an obligation ? Oh, 
Pen, it 's eruel — it 's unworthy of you to take it so ! 
If my brother may not share witli me my siqierfluity, 
who may? — Mine? — I tell you it was not mine; 
it was all mamma's to do with as she chose, and so 
is everything i have,” said Laura ; “ My life is hers.” 
Ami the enthusiastic girl looked towards the windows 
of the widow’s room, and blessed in her heart the 
kiml creature within. 

Helen was looking, unseen, out of that window 
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towards which Laura’s eyes and heart were turned 
as she spoke, and was watching her two children 
with the deepest interest and emotion, longing and 
hoping that the prayer of her life might be fulfilled; 
and if Laura had spoken as Helen hoped, who knows 
what temptations Arthur Pendennis might have been 
spared, or what different trials he would have had to 
undergo ? He might have remained at Fairoaks all 
his days, and died a country gentleman. But would 
he have escaped then ? Temptation is an obsequious 
servant that has no objection to the country, and we 
know that it takes up its lodging in hermitages as 
well as in cities ; and that in the most remote and in- 
accessible desert it keeps company with the fugitive 
solitary. 

Is your life my mother’s,” said Pen, beginning 
to tremble, and speak in a very agitated manner. 

You know, Laura, what the great object of hers 
is ? ” And he took her hand once 'more. 

What, Arthur ? ” she said, dropping it, and look- 
ing fit him, at the window again, and then dropping 
her eyes to the ground, so that they avoided Pen’s 
gaze. She, too, trembled, for she felt that the crisis 
for which she had been secretly preparing was come. 

“ Our mother has one wish above all others in the 
world, Laura,” Pen said, ‘‘ and I think you know it. 
1 own to you that she has spoken to me of it ; and if 
you will fulfil it, dear sister, I am ready. 1 am but 
v^ry young as yet ; but I have had so many pains and 
disappointments, that I am old and weary. I think I 
have hardly got a heart to offer. Before I have almost 
begun the race in life, I am a tired man. My career 
has been a failure ; 1 have been protected by those 
whom 1 by right should have protected. I own that 
your nobleness and generosity, dear Laura, shame 





xml whilst they render me grateful. When I heard 
frotn our mother what you had done for me : that it 
was you who armed me and bade me go out for one 
Struggle more ; I longed to go and throw myself at 
your feet, and say, ‘ Laura, will you come and share 
the contest with me ? Your sympathy will cheer me 
while it lasts. I shall have one of the tenderest and 
most generous creatures under heaven to aid and bear 
me company.’ Will you take me, dear Laura, and 
make our mother happy ? ” ^ 

“ Do you think mamma would be happy, if you were 
otherwise, Arthur ? ” Laura said in a low sad voice. 

‘‘ And why should I not be,” asked Pen eagerly, 
** with so dear a creature as you by my side ? I have 
not my first love to give you. I am a broken man. 
But indeed I would love you fondly and truly. I have 
lost many an illusion and ambition, but I am not with- 
out hope still. Talents I know 1 have, wretchedly 
as I have misapplied them: they may serve me yet: 
they would, had I a motive for action. Let me go 
away and think that I am pledged to return to you. 
Let me go and work, and hope that you will Share my 
success if I gain it. You have given me so mucli, 
dear Laura, will you take from me nothing ? ” 

“ What have you got to give, Arthur ? ” Laura said, 
with a grave sadness of tone, which made Pen start, 
and see that liis words had committed him*. Indeed, 
his declaration had not been such as he would have 
made it two days earlier, when, full of hope and grati- 
tude, he had run over to Laura, his liberatress, to 
thank her for his recovered freedom. Had he been 
j>ennitt(^d to speak then, he had sjioken, and she, per- 
haps, had listened differently. It would have been a 
grateful heart asking for hers ; not a weary one offered 
to her, to take or to leave. Laura was offended with 
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the terms in which Fen offered himself to her. He 
had, in fact, said that he had no love, and yet would 
take no denial. I give myself to you to please my 
mother,^’ he had said : take me, as she wishes that 
1 should make this sacrifice.” The girFs spirit would 
brook a husband under no such conditions • she was 
not minded to run forward becai’se Fen chose to hold 
out the handkerchief, and her tone, in reply to Arthur, 
showed her determination to be independent. 

<^No, Arthur,’^ she said, ‘^our marriage would not 
make mamma happy, as she fancies ; for it would not 
(‘oiitent 3^011 very long. I, too, have known what her 
wishes were ; for she is too open to conceal anything 
she has at heart : and once, ]>erhaps, I thought — but 
that is over now — that 1 could have made you — that 
it might have been as she wished.” 

You have seen somebody else,” said Fen, angry 
at her tone, and recalling the incidents of the past 
days. 

“That allusion might have been spared,” Laura 
replied, flinging up her head. “A heart which has 
worn out love at three-and-twenty, as yours has, you 
sa}’^, should have survived jealousy too. I do not con- 
descend to say whether I have seen or encouraged any 
other person. I shall neither admit the charge, nor 
deny it : and beg you also to allude to it no more.” 

“ I ask your pardon, Laura, if 1 have offended you: 
but if I am jealous, does it not prove that I have a 
heart ? ” 

“ Not for me, Arthur. Perhaps you think you love 
me now : but it is only for an instant, and because you 
are foiled. Were there no obstacle, you would feel 
no ardor to overcome it. No, Arthur, you don’t love 
me. You would weary of me in three months, as — 
as you do of most things ; and mamma, seeing j'ou 
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tired of me, would be more unhappy than at my re. 
fusal to be yours. Let us be brother and sister, 
Arthur, as heretofore — but no more. You will get 
^over this little disappointment.” 

** I will try,” said Arthur, in a great indignation. 

<< Have you not tried before ? ” Laura said, with 
some anger, for she had been angry with Arthur for a 
very long time, and w^as now determined, I suppose, 
to speak her mind. “And the next time, Arthur, 
when you offer yourself to a w^oinan, do not say as you 
have done to me, ‘I have no heart — I do not love 
you ; but 1 am ready to marry you because my motlier 
wishes for the match.’ We require more than this in 
return for our love — that is, I think so. I have had 
no ex})erieuce hitherto, and have not had the — the 
pra<*.tice whicdi you s\ipi)Osed me to have, when you 
spoke but now of my having seen somebody else. Did 
you tell your first love that you had no heart, Arthur ? 
or your second tluit you did not love her, but that slie 
might have you if she liked ? ” 

“ Wliat — what do you mean?” asked Arthur, 
blushing, and still in great wrath. 

“ 1 mean llhinehe Aiuory, Arthur Pendennis,*' 
Laura said, ])roudly. “ It is hut two months since 
you were sighing at her feet — making poems to her 
— phuuug them in hollow trees by the river side. I 
knew «ill. 1 watched you — that is, she showed them 
to me. Neither one nor the other were in earnest 
jierhaps ; but it is too soon now, Arthur, to begin a 
new attachment. Go through the time of your — 
your widowhood at least, and do not think of marry- 
ing until you are out of mourning.” — (Here the 
girl's eyes filled with tears, and she jiassed her hand 
across tliein.) “ 1 am angry and hurt, and 1 have no 
right to be so, and I ask your pardon in my turn now, 
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dear Arthur. You had a right to love Blanche. She 
was a thousand times prettier and more accomplished 
than — than any girl near us here ; and you could not 
know that she had no heart ; and so you were right 
to leave her too. I ought not to rebuke you about 
Blanche Amory, and because she deceived you. Par- 
don me, Pen,” — and she held the kind hand out to 
Pen once more. ' 

We were both jealous,” said Pen. Dear Laura 
let us both forgive” — and he seized her hand and 
would have drawn her towards him. He thought that 
she was relenting, and already assumed the airs of a 
victor. 

But she shrank back, and her tears passed away ; 
and she fixed on him a look so melancholy and severe, 
that the young man in his turn shrunk before it. Do 
not mistake me, Arthur,” she said, “ it cannot be. 
You do not know what you ask, and do not be too 
angry with me for saying that I think you do not de- 
serve it. What do you offer in exchange to a woman 
for her love, honor, and obedience ? If ever I say 
these words, dear Pen, 1 hope to say them in earnest, 
and by the blessing of God to keep my vow. But you 
— what tie binds you ? You do not care about many 
things which we poor women hold sacred. I do not 
like to think or ask how far your incredulity leads 
you. Y6u offer to marry to please our mother, and 
own that you have no heart to give away. Oh, 
Arthur, what is it you offer me ? What a rash com- 
pact would you enter into so lightly ? A month ago, 
and you would have given yourself to another. I 
pray you do not trifle with your own or others’ hearts 
so recklessly. Go and work ; go and mend, dear 
Arthur, for I see your faults, and dare speak of them 
now ; CO and get fame, as you say that you can, and 
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I will pray for my brother, and watch our dearest 
mother at home.’^ 

Is that your final decision, Laura ? ” Arthur cried. 

<^Yes,” said Laura, bowing her head; and once 
more giving him her hand, she went away. He saw 
her pass under the creepers of the little porch, and 
disappear into the house. The curtains of his 
mother’s window fell at the same minute, but he 
did not mark that, or suspect that Helen had been 
witnessing the scene. 

Was he pleased, or was he angry at its termina- 
tion ? He had asked her, and a secret triumph filled 
his heart to think that he was still free. She had re- 
fused him, but <Ud she not love him ? That avowal 
of jealousy made him still think that her heart was 
his own, whatever her lips might utttu*. 

And now we ought, perha[)s, to describe another 
scene which took ]>lace at Fairoaks, between tlie 
widow and Laura, wlnm the latter had to tell Helen 
that she had refiist^d Arthur IVndeiinis. Perhaps it 
was tlie hardest task of all which Laura had to go 
through in this matter : and the one which gave her 
the most jiain. Hut as we do not like to see a good 
woman unjust, we shall not say a word more of the 
quilrrtil which now befell between Helen and her 
ailopted daughter, or of the bitter tears which the 
poor girl was inatit^ to shed. It was the only differ- 
ence whicli she and the widow had ever had as yet, 
and the more cruel from this cause. Pen left home 
whilst it was as yet pending — and Helen, who could 
pardon almost everything, could not pardon an act 
of justice in Laura. 



CHAPTER III. 


BABYLON, 

Our reader must now please to quit the woods and 
seashore of the west, and the gossip of Clavering, 
and the humdrum life of poor little Fairoaks, and 
transport himself with Arthur PendeiiUis, on the 

Alacrity ” coach, to London, whither he goes once 
for all to face the world and to make his fortune. 
As the coach whirls through the night away from 
the friendly gates of home, many a })lan does the 
young man cast in his mind of future life and con- 
duct, prudence, and peradventure success and fame. 
He knows he is a better man than many who have 
hitherto been ahead of him in the race : his first 
failure has caused him remorse, and brought with it 
reflection ; it has not taken away his courage, or, let 
us add, his good opinion of himself. A hundred 
eager fancies and busy hopes keep him awake. How 
much older his mishaps and a yearns thought and 
self-communion have made him, than when, twelve 
months since, he passed on this road on his way to 
and from Oxbridge ! His thoughts turn in the night 
with inexpressible fondness and tenderness towards 
the fond mother, who blessed him when parting, and 
who, in spite of all his past faults and follies, trusts 
him and loves him still. Blessings be on her I he 
prays, as he looks up to the stars overhead. 0 
Heaven, give him strength to work, to endure, to be 
honest, to avoid temptation, to be worthy of the lov 
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ing soul who loves him so entirely ! Very likely she 
is awake too, at that moment, and sending up to the 
same Father purer prayers than his for the welfare of 
^her boy. That woman’s love is a talisman by which 
he holds and hopes to get his safety. And Laura’s 
— he would have fain carried her aifection with him 
too, but she has denied it, as he is not worthy of it. 
He owns as much with shame and remorse, confesses 
how much bette^r and loftier her nature is than his 
own confesses it, and yet is glad to be free. I 
am not good enough for such a creature,” he owns to 
himself. He draws back before her spotless beauty 
and innocence, as from something that scares him. 
He feels he is not lit for such a mate as that; as 
many a wild prodigal who lias been pious and guilt- 
less in early days, keeps away from a church which 
he used to frequent once — shunning it, but not hos- 
tile to it — only feeling tliat he has no right in that 
pure place. 

With tliese tlioughts to occupy him. Pen did not 
fall asleep until tin* nijqungdawn of an October morn- 
ing, and woke considerably refri*shed when the coach 

8to])])ed at the old breakfasting place at B , where 

he had had a sc*ore of merry meals on his way to and 
from school and college many times since he was a 
l)oy. As they left that place, the sun broke out 
brightly, the pace wjis rapid, the horn blew, 'the mile- 
stones flew by, INm smoked and joked with guard and 
fellow-])assengers and peojile along the familiar road ; 
it grew more busy and animated at every instant; 

the last team of grays came out at H , and the 

coach drove into London. W'hat young fellow has 
not felt a thrill as he entered the vast place ? Hun- 
dreds of other carriages, crowded with their thousands 
of men, were hasteuing to the great city. Here is 
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my place,” thought Pen ; “ here is my battle begin- 
ning, in which I must fight and conquer, or falj. I 
have been a boy and a dawdler as yet. Oh, T long, I 
long to show that I can be a man.” And from his 
place on the coach-roof the eager young fellow looked 
down upon the city, with the sort of longing desire 
which young soldiers feel on the eve of a campaign. 

As they came along the road. Pen had formed ac- 
quaintance with a cheery fellow-passenger in a shabby 
cloak, who talked a great deal about men of letters 
with whom he was very familiar, and who was, in 
fact, the reporter of a London newspaper, as whose 
representative he had been to attend a great wrest- 
ling-match in the west. This gentleman knew inti- 
mately, as it api)eared, all the leading men of letters 
of his day, and talked about Tom Campbell, and Tom 
Hood, and Sydney Smith, and this and the other, as 
if he had been their most intimate friend. As they 
passed by Bromj)ton, this gentleman pointed out to 
Pen Mr. Hurtle, the reviewer, walking with his um- 
brella. Pen craned over the coach to have a long 
look at the great Hurtle. He was a Boniface man, 
said Pen. And Mr. Doolan, of the “Tom and Jerry ” 
newspaper (for such was the gentleman’s name and 
address upon the card which he handed to Pen), said 
“ Faith he was, and he knew him very well.” Pen 
thought it was quite an honor to have seen the great 
Mr. Hurtle, whose works he admired. He believed 
fondly, as yet, in authors, reviewers, and editors of 
newspai>ers. Even Wagg, whose books did not ap- 
pear to him to be masterpieces of human intellect, he 
yet secretly revered as a successful writer. He men- 
tioned that he had met Wagg in the country, and 
Doolan told him how that famous novelist received 
three hundther pounds a volume for every one of his 
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novels. Pen began to calculate instantly whether he 
mil^ht not make five thousand a-year. 

The very first acquaintance of his own whom Arthur 
met, as the coach pulled up at the Gloster Coffee 
House, was his old friend Harry Poker, who came 
prancing down Arlington Street behind an enormous 
cab-horse. He had white kid gloves and white reins, 
and nature had by this time decorated him with a 
coBilfcrable tuft on the chin. A very small cab-boy, 
Stoopid retired, swung on behiqd Poker's vehi- 
cle ; knock-kneed and in the tightest leather breeches. 
Poker looked at the dusty coach, and the smoking 
horses of the Alacrity " by which he had made 
journeys in former times. — What, Poker ! ” cried 
out Pendennis — Hullo ! I'en, my boy ! " said the 
other, and he waved his wdiip by way of amity and 
salute to Arthur, who was very glad to see his queer 
friend's kind old face. Mr. Doolan had a great res- 
pect for P(*n who had an acquaintance in such a grand 
cab; and Pen was greatly excited and pleased to be 
at liberty and in London. He asked Doolan to come 
and dine with liini at the Covent Garden Coffee House, 
where he put u]) : he called a cab and rattled away 
thither in the highest spirits. He was glad to see 
the bustling waiter and jiolite bt^wing landlord again ; 
and asked for the landlady, and missed the old Boots, 
and would have liked to shake hands with everybody. 
He had a hundred pounds in his ])ocket. He dressed 
himself in his very best ; dined in the coffee-room with 
a modest pint of sherry (for lie was determined to be 
very economieal), and went to the theatre iidjoining. 

The lights and the music, the crowd and the 
gaycty, charmed and exhilarated l^en, as those sights 
will do young fellow's from college and the country, to 
whom they are tolerably new. He laughed at the 
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jokes; he applauded the songs, to the delight' of 
some of the dreary old habituh of the boxes, who 
had ceased long ago to find the least excitement ih 
their place of nightly resort, and were pleased to see 
any one so fresh, and so much amused. At the end 
of the first piece, he went and strutted about the 
lobbies of the theati-e, as if he was in a resort of the 
highest fashion. AVhat tired frequenter of the London 
])ave is there that cannot remember having had simi- 
lar, early delusions, and would not call them back 
again ? Here \Vas young Foker again, like an ardent 
votaiy of pleasure as he was. He was walking with 
Granby Tiptoff, of the Houscdiold Brigade, Lord Tip- 
tofF^s brother, and Lord Colchicuni, Captain Tiptoff’s 
uncle, a venerable peer, who had been a man of 
pleasure sin(*e the first French He volution. Foker 
rushed u])on Fen with eagerness, and insisted that 
the latter should came into his ])rivate box, where a 
lady with the longest ringh^ts, and the fairest shoul- 
ders, was seated. This was Miss Blenkinsop, the 
eminent actress of high eoiin‘dy ; and .in the ba(;k of 
the bo,x snoozing in a wig, sat old Blenkinsop, her 
papa. He was described in the theatrical ])rints as the 
“veteran Blenkihsop’’ — “the useful Blenkinsop” 
— “ that old favorite of the public, Blenkinsop : ” 
those parts in the drama, whicdi are callt*d the heavy 
fathers, were usually assigned to this veteran, who, 
indeed, acted the heavy father in public, as in private 
life. 

At this time, it being about eleven o’clock, Mrs. 
Pendennis was gone to bed at Fairoaks, and wonder- 
ing whether her dearest Arthur was at rest after his 
journey. At this time Laura, too, was awake. And 
at this time yesterday night, as the coach rolled over 
silent commons, where cottage windows twinkled, and 
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by darkling woods under calm starlit skies, Pen was 
vowing to reform and to resist temptation, and his 
heart was at home. . . . Meanwhile the farce was 
going on very successfully, and Mrs. Leary, in a 
hussar jacket and braided j^antaloons, was enchant- 
ing the audience with her archness, her lovely figure, 
and her delightful ballads. 

Pen, being new to the town, would have liked to 
listen to Mrs. Leary ; but the other people in the box 
did not care about her song or her pantaloons, ^ind 
kept hp an incessant chattering. Tipfoff knew where 
her maillots came from. Colehicum saw her when 
she came out in ’14. Miss Blenkinsop said she sang 
out of all tune, to the pain and astonishment of Pen, 
who thought that she was as beautiful as an angel, 
and that she sang like a nightingale ; and when 
Hoppus came on as Sir Har<*ourt Featherby, the 
young man of the piece, the gentlemen in the box 
declared that Hoppus was glutting too stale, and Tip- 
toff was for flinging Miss Blenkinsop’s bouquet to 
him. 

‘‘Not for the world,” crif'd the daughter of the 
veteran Blenkinsop; “ Lord Colehicum gave it to 
me.” 

Pen rememlM^red that nobleman’s name, and with a 
bow and a blush said he believed he hud to thank 
Lord Colehicum for having ]»roj)ost*d him at 'the Poly- 
anthus Club, at the request of his uncle Major 
Pendennis. 

“ What, you ’re Wigsby’s nephew, are you ? ” said 
the peer. “ I beg your ]>ard(un we always call him 
Wigsby.” Pen bluslu'd to hear his venerable uncle 
called by siudj a familiar name. “We balloted you 
in last week, did n’t we ? Yes, last Wednesday 
night. Your uncle wasn’t there.” 
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Here was delightful news for Pen ! He professed 
himself very much obliged indeed to Lord Colchicuii); 
and made him a handsome speech of thanks, to which 
the other listened, with his double opera-glass up to 
his eyes. Pen was full of excitement at the idea of 
being a member of this polite Club. 

Don’t be always looking at that box, you naughty 
creature,” cried Miss Blenkinsop. 

“ She ’s a dev’lish fine woman, that Mirabel,” said 
Tiptoff ; “ though Mirabel was a d — d fool to marry 
her.” • 

“A stupid old spooney,” said the peer. 

“ Mirabel ! ” cried out Pendennis. 

Ha ! ha ! ” laughed out Harry Foker. We Ve 
heal’d of her before, have n’t we, Pen ? ” 

It was Pen’s first love. It was Miss Fotheringay. 
The year before she had been led to the altar by Sif 
Charles Mirabel, G.C.H., and formerly envoy to the 
Court of Pumpernickel, who had taken so active a 
part in the negotiations before the Congress of Swam- 
merdan, and signed, on behalf of 11. B. M., the Peace 
of Pul tusk. 

“ Emily was always as stupid as an owl,” said Miss 
Blenkinsop. 

“ Eh ! eh ! pas si bete,” the old peer said. 

“ Oh, for shame ! ” (u-ied the actress, who did not in 
the least know what he meant. 

And Pen looked out and beheld his first love once 
again — and wondered how he ever could have loved 
her. 

Thus, on the very first night of his arrival in London, 
Mr. Arthur Pendennis found himself introduced to a 
Club, to an actress of genteel comedy and a heavy 
father of the Stage, and to a dashing society of jovial 
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blades, old and young ; for my Lord Colchicum, though 
stficken in years, bald of head, and enfeebled in per- 
son, was still indefatigable in the pursuit of enjoy- 
ment, and it was the venerable Viscount’s boast that 
he could drink as much claret as the youngest mem- 
ber of the society which he frequented. He lived 
with the youth al)out town ; he gave them oountless 
dinners at llichinond and Greenwich : an enlightened 
patron of the dwima in all languages and of the Terj)- 
siehorean art, he received dramatic professors of all 
nations at his banquets — English from the Covent 
Garden and Strand houses, Italians from the Hay- 
market, French from their own pretty little theatre, 
or the boards of the Opera where they danced. And 
at his villa on the Thames, this pillar of the State 
gave sumptuous entertaiuiuents to scores of young 
ftien of fashion, who very affably consorted with the 
ladies and gentlemen of the green-room — with the 
former chiefly, for Viscount Colchicmm preferred their 
society as more polished and gay than that of their 
male brethren. 

Veil went the next day and paid his entrance money 
at the Club, which operation carried off exactly one- 
third of his hundred pounds : and took possession of 
the edifice, and ate his luncheon there with immense 
satisfaction. He plunged into an easy chair in the 
library, and tried to read all the magazines.* He won- 
dered whether the members were looking at him, and 
that they eould dare to keep on their hats in such fine 
rooms. He sat down and wrote a letter to Fairoaks 
on the Club pajier, and said, what a comfort this place 
would be to him after his day’s work was over. He 
went over to his uncle’s lodgings in Bury Street with 
some eonsi<lerable tremor, and in compliance with his 
mother’s earnest desire, that he should instantly call 
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on Major Pendennis 5 and was not a little relieved to 
find that the Major had not yet returned to town. His 
apartments were blank. Brown Hollands covered his 
library-table, and bills and letters lay on the mantel- 
})iece, grimly awaiting the return of their owner. The 
Major was on the continent, the landlady of the house 
said, at Badn-Badn, with the Mai cus of Steyne. Pen 
left his card upon the shelf with the rest. Fairoaks 
was written on it still. When the Major returned to 
London, which he did in time for the fogs of Novem- 
ber, after enjoying which he proposed to spend Christ- 
luiis with some friends in the country, he found another 
card of Arthur’s, on which Lamb Court, Temple, was 
engraved, and a note from that young gentleman and 
from his mother, stating that he was come to town, 
was entered a member of the Upper Temple, and was 
reading hard for the bar, * 

Lamb Court, Temple : — where was it ? Major 
I’endennis remembered that some ladies of fashion 
used to talk of dining with Mr. Ayliffe, the barrister, 
who was in society,” and who lived there in the 
King’s Bench, of which prison there was probably a 
branch in the Temple, and Ayliffe was very likely an 
officer. Mr. Deuceace, Lord Crabs’s son, had also lived 
tliere, he recollected. He despatched Morgan to find 
out where Lamb Court was, and to report upon the 
lodging selected by Mr. Arthur. That alert messen- 
ger had little difficulty ih discovering Mr. Pen’s abode. 
Discreet Morgan haxl in his time traced people far 
more difficult to find tlian Arthur. 

“ What sort of a place is it, Morgan ? ” asked the 
Major out of the bed-curtains in Bury Street the next 
morning, as the valet was arranging his toilet in the 
deep yellow London fog. 

I should say ray ther a shy place,” said Mr. Morgan 
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‘^The lawyers lives there, and has their names on the / 
doors. Mr. Harthur lives three pair high, sir. Mr. 
Warrington lives there too, sir.^^ 

Suffolk Warringtons ! I should n^t wonder : a 
good family,” thought the Major. ^^The cadets of 
many of our good families follow the robe as a pro- 
fession. Comfortable rooms, eh?” 

Honly saw the outside of the door, sir, with Mr. 
Warrington’s name and Mr. Arthur’s painted up, and 
a piece of paper with ‘Back at 6; ' but I couldn’t see 
no servant, sir.” 

“ Economical at any rate,” said the Major. 

“Very, sir. Three pair, sir. Nasty black staircase 
as ever I see. Wonder how a gentleman can live in 
such a place.” 

“ Bray, who taught you where gentlemen should or 
should not live, Morgan? Mr. Arthur, sir, is going 
to study for the bar, sir,” the Major said with dig- 
nity ; and (dosed the conversation and began to array 
himself in the yellow fog. 

“ Boys will boys,’’ the mollified uncle thought to 
himself. “Ht* lias writtmi to me a devilish good let- 
ter. Colchicum says lit* has had him to dine, and 
thinks him a gentlemanlike lad. His mother is one 
of the best creiitures in the world. If he has sown 
his wild oats and will stick to his business, he may do 
well yet. Think of Charley Mirabel, tlie old fool, 
marrying that flame of his;* that Fotheringay ! He 
does n’t like to come here till I give him leave, and 
puts it in a very manly nice way. I was deuced an 
gry with him, after his Oxbridge escapades — and 
showed it, too, when he was here before — Gad, I ’ll 
go and see him, hang me, if 1 don’t.” 

And having aseertained from Morgan that he could 
reach the Temple without much difficulty, and that a 
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kcity omnibus would put him down at the gate, the 
Major one day after breakfast at his Club — not the 
]»ulyanthus, whereof Mr. Pen was just elected a mem- 
ber, but another Club : for the Major was too wise to 
liave a nephew as a constant inmate of any house 
where he was in the habit of passing his time — the 
.Major one day entered one of those public vehicles, 
and bade the conductor to put him down at the gate 
of the Upper Temple. 

When Major P^ndennis reached that dingy portal 
it was about twelve o^clock in the day ; and he was 
directed by a civil personage with a badge and a 
white apron, through some dark alleys, and under va- 
rious melancholy archways into courts each more dis- 
mal than the other, until finally he reached Lamb 
Court. If it was dark in l^all Mall, what wiis it in 
Lamb Court ? Candles were burning in many of the 
rooms there — in the pupil-room of Mr. Hodgeman, 
the special pleader, whose six pupils were scribbling 
declarations under the tallow ; in Sir Hokey W alker’s 
clerk's room, where the clerk, a person far more 
gentlemanlike and cheerful in appearance than the 
celebrated counsel, his master, was conversing in a 
patronizing manner with the managing clerk of an 
attorney at the door ; and in Curling, the wigmaker's 
melancholy shop, where, from behind the feeble glim- 
mer of a couple of lights, large serjeants' and judges' 
wigs were looming drearily, with the blank blocks 
looking at the lamp-post in the court. Two little 
clerks were playing at toss-halfpenny under that 
lamp. A laundress in pattens passed in at one door, 
a newspaper boy issued from another. A porter, whose 
white apron w’as faintly visible, jifmed up and down. It 
would be impossible to conceive a place move dismal, 
and the Major shuddered to think that any one should 
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{»or ]^y juufit n’t live on here.” 

Ikfi feeble and filthy oil4ami% with which the 
flleireaees of the Upper Temple are fighted of nights, 
were of course not illuminating the stairs by day, and 
Major Fendennis, having read with difficulty his 
nephew’s name under Mr. Warrington’s on the wall 
of Ko. 6, found still greater difficulty in climbing the 
^bominable black stairs, up the banisters of which, 
which contributed tlndr damp exudations to his 
gloves, he groped painfully until he came to the third 
story. A candle was in the passage of one of the 
two sets of rooms; the doors were op^ and the 
names of Mr. Warrington and Mr. A. Pea^iinis were 
reiy clearly visible to the Major as he wittt in» An 
Irish charwonian, with a pail and broom, opened tlie 
door for the Major. 

‘Hs that the beer ?” cried out a great voice* ^^give 
us hold of it.” 

The gentleman who was speaking was seated on a 
table, unshorn and smoking a short pipe ; in a farther 
chair sat I’en, with a cigar, and his Ifgs near tl^ fire. 
A little boy, w|k> acted as the clerk of these 
men, was grinning in the Major’s face, al: l|ke of 
bis being mistaken for beer. Here, ttp^^ithe third 
floor, the rooms were somewhat lighte^,^bp['^he Major 
could see the place. 

"Fen, my boy^, it’s I — it’s your uncle,” he said, 
Cbdsing with the smoke. But as most young men of 
fiwilium used the weed, he pardoned the practice easily 
enougk 

Mr. Warrington got up from the table, and Fen, in 
a very perturbed manner, from his chair. " yOur 
pardon for mistaking yon,” said Warrington, in a 
frank, load voice, "Will yon take a cigar, six? 




Pen FtntsuiKG his Law Studies. 
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with the cordiality nith which his uncle Iho^k hiigi, 
by the hand. As soon as he could speak for the stahrs 
and the asttid&e, thft^Maj<«r b^aa to ask Fen very 
kindly about himself atid about his me|^er : foar blood 
is blood, and he was pleased odfce"'more to see the boyt. 

Fen gave his new% had th^ pttoduced Mr* Waiv- 
rington-^an old^Bosufhce man ehambecs he 

shio^ 

The Majo# was quite Oatisfed when he heard that 
Mr. Warrington was a younger non of Sir Miloe Waip- 
rington of Siiiffcdk. He had served with an unete id 
his in India mid in J^w Sotolb Wales, years aga 

^<Took a shee{Ffarin iher^ sir, m^e a fortune^ 
better tMng than law m sol^emg,” Warringtpn said.. 

Think 1 shall go these^ toow’’ And here, the eapecte^; 
beer coming in^ in a pmhxpd. with a glass bottom, Mr. 
Wamngtou, with a laugh, sa^ he supposed the Ma| 0 r 
would not have any, and a long, deep draught 
himself, after which he wified his wrist across his 
liiS^ vith^gareat satisfactkm. Ibe young man was 
J^rfectly easy and uuembarrasseA He was dressed 
S a ragged mik shooting*jacket, and had a bristly 
Vue beard. «p¥as drinking beer Hke a coal-hjeaver, 
Ibd yet yoi^Mildn’t but perceive that he was a 

When, sat for a minute or two after his 

diaughfl^ he went out of the room, limving it to Pen 
and his mcH that they might talk over family affasm 
wibe they so inclined. 

^Bongh.and ready your dium seems/’ the Mi^ 
said, ^Somewhat different trom your dandy Irieufc/ 
at Oubridge.’^ 
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Times are altered,” Arthur replied, with a blush. 

' Warrington is only just called, and has no business, 
but he knows law pretty well ; and until I can afford 
to read with a pleader, I use his books and get his 
help.” 

** Is that one of the books ? ” the Major asked, with 
a smile. A French novel was lying at the foot of 
Pen’s chair. 

“This is not a working day, sir,” the lad said. 
“We were out very late at a partj last night — at 
Lady Whistoii’s,” Pen added, knowing his uncle’s 
weakness. “Everybody in town was there except 
you, sir; Counts, Ambassadors, Turks, Stars and 
Garters — I don't know who — it’s all in the paper, 
and my name, too,” said Pen, with great glee. 
met an old flame of mine there, sir,” he added, with a 
laugh. “ You know whom I mean, sir, — Lady Mir- 
abel, to whom I was introduced over again. She 
shook hands, and was gra(;ious enough. I may thank 
you for being out of that scrape, sir. She presented 
me to the husband, too, an old beau in a star and 
blond wig. He does not seem ver> wise. She has 
asked me to call on her, sir ; and 1 may go now with- 
out any fear of losing my heart.” 

“ What, we have had some new loves, have we ? 
the Major asked, in high good-humor. ' 

“ Some two or three,” Mr. Pen said, laughing. 
“ But 1 don’t })nt on my grand sirieuk any more, sir. 
That goes off after the flrat flame.” 

“ Very right, my dear boy. Flames and darts and 
]>assion, and that sort of thing, do very well for a lad ; 
and you were but a lad when that affair with the 
Fotheringill — l^heringay — (what ’s her name ?) 
came off. But m man of the world gives up those 
follies. You still may do very well. You have been 
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hit, but you may recover. You are heir to a little in- 
dependence, which everybody fancies is a doosid deal 
more. You have a good name, good wits, good man- 
ners, and a good person — and, begad ! I don^t see why 
you should n’t marry a woman with money — get into 
Farliament — distinguish yourself, and — and, in fact, 
that sort of thing. Eeinember, it ’s as easy to marry 
a rich woman as a poor woman : and a devilish deal 
jdeasanter to sit down to a good dinner tlian to a 
scrag of mutton in lodgings. Make up your mind to 
that. A woman Vith a good jointure is a doosid deal 
easier a profession than the law, let me tell you. 
Look out ; I shall be on the watch for you : and I 
shall die content, my boy, if I can see you with a 
good lady-like wife, and a good carriage, and a good 
pair of horses, living in society, and seeing your 
friends, like a gentleman.” It was thus this affection- 
ate uncle S])oke, and expounded to Pen his simple 
pliilqsophy, , 

“ What would my mother and Laura say to this, I 
wonder ? ” tliought the lad. Indt^ed, old Peiidennis’s 
morals were not their morals, nor was his wisdom 
theirs. 

This affecting conversation between uncle and 
nephew had scarcely coiiclud(‘(i, when Warrington 
came out of his bedroom, no longer in rags, but 
dressed like a gentleman, straight and tall, and ])er- 
fectly frank and good-humored. He did the honors 
of his ragged sitting-room with as much ease as if it 
had been the finest apartment in London. And queer 
rooms they were in whic.h the Ma jor found his nej>liew. 
The carpet was full of holes — the table stained with 
many circles of Warrington’s pnwious ale-[>ots. There 
was a small library of law-l)ooks, books of [>oetry, and 
of mathematics, of which he was very fond. (He had 
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been one of the hardest livers and hardest readers of 
'Ms time at Oxbridge, where the name of Stunning 
Warrington* was yet famous for beating bargemen, 
pulling matches, winning prizes, and drinking inilk- 
punch,) A print of the old college hung up over the 
mantel-piece, and some battered volumes of Plato, 
bearing its well-known arms, were on the book-shelves. 
There were two easy chairs ; a standing reading-desk 
piled with bills ; a couple of very meagre briefs on a 
broken-legged study-table. Indeed, there was scarcely 
any article of furniture that had not ‘been in the wars, 
and was not wounded. “ Look here, sir, here is Pen’s 
room. He is a dandy, and has got curtains to his 
bed, and wears shiny boots, and has a silver dressing- 
case.” Indeed, Pen’s room was rather coquettishly 
arranged, and a couple of neat prints of opera-dancers, 
besides a drawing of Fairoaks, hung on the walls. In 
Warrington’s room there was scarcely any article of 
furnitur(‘, save a great shower-bath, and a heap of 
books by the bedside ; where he lay upon straw like 
Marg(*ry Daw, and smok(‘d his pipe, and read half 
through the night his favorite poetry or mathematics. 

When he had completed his simple toilet, Mr. 
Warrington came out of this room, and proceeded to 
the cupboard to search for his breakfast. 

“ Might I offer you a mutton-chop, sir ? We cook 
’em ourselves, hot and hot; and I am tettfchmg Pen 
the first jirinciples of law, cooking, and morality at 
the same time. He ’s a lazy beggar, sir, and too 
much of a dandy.” 

And so saying, Mr. Warrington wiped a gridiron 
with a piece of paper, put it on the fire, and on it two 
nm#on-chops, and took from the cupboard a couple 
of plates, and some knives and silver forks, and 
castors. 
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^<Say but a word, Major Pendennis,^’ be said; 
“there’s another chop in the cupboard, or Pidgeon 
shall go out and get you anything you like.” 

Major Pendennis sat in wonder and amusement, 
but he said he had just breakfasted, and wouldn’t 
have any lunch. So Warrington cooked the chops, 
and popped them hissing ho^ upon the plates. 

Pen fell to at his ehojD with a good appetite, after 
looking up at his uncle, and seeing that gciiitleman was 
still in good-humor. 

“ You .see, sir,” Warrington said, “ Mrs. Flanaghan 
is n’t here to do ’em, and we can't employ the boy, for 
the little beggar is all day occupied cleaning Pen’s 
Ixjots. And now for another swig at the beer. Pen 
drinks tea; it’s only lit for old women.” 

“And so you were at Lady Whiston’s last night,” 
the Major said, not in truth knowing what observation 
to make to this rough diamond. 

“ I at Lady Whiston’s ! not such a fiat, sir. I don’t 
care for femah^ society. In fact it bores me. I spent 
my t'vening i)hilosv:)phically at the Back Kitchen.” 

“ The Back Kitchen ? indeed ! ” said the Major. 

“ I see you don’t know -what it means,” Warrington 
said. “ Ask Pen. He was there after Lady Whis- 
ton's. Tell Major Pendennis about the Back Kitchen, 
Pen -don’t be ashamed of yourself.” 

So Pen*said it was a little teccentric society of men 
of letters and men about town, to which he liad been 
presented ; and th(> Major began to think that the 
3’oung fellow had seen a good deal of the world since 
his arrival in London. 
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THE KNIGHTS OF THE TEMPLE. 

Colleges, schools, and inns of court, still have 
some respect for antiquity, and maintain a great 
number of the customs and institutions of our 
ancestors, with which those persons who do not par- 
ticularly regard their forefathers, or perhaps are not 
very well acquainted with them, have long since done 
away. A well-ordained workhouse or prison is much 
better provided with the appliances of health, comfort, 
and cleanliiuess, than a respectable Foundation School, 
a ven(*rable Ccdlege, or a learned Inn. In the lattei 
place of re.sidence men are contented to sleep in dingy 
closets, and to pay for the sitting-room and the cuj)- 
board, which is their dormitory, the price of a good 
villa and garden in the suburbs, or of a roomy house 
in the neglected squares of the town. The poorest 
mechanic in Spitalhelds has a cistern and an un- 
bounded 8up])ly of water at his command; but the 
gentlemen of the inns of court, and the gentlemen of 
the universities, have their supply of thi^ cosmetic 
fetched in jugs by laundresses and bedmakers, and live 
in abodes which were erected long bcdore the custom of 
cleanliness and decency obtaiiied among us. There are 
individuals still alive who sneer at the people, and 
spe^ of them with epithets of scorn. Gentlemen, 
there can Ik* but little doubt that your ancestors were 
the Great Unwashed: and in the Temple esi)ecially, 
it is pretty certain, that only under the greatest 
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difficulties and restrictions, the virtue which has been 
pronounced to be next to godliness could have been 
practised at all. 

Old Grump, of the Norfolk Cirtniit, who had lived 
for more than thirty years in the (duimbers under 
those occupied by Warrington and Pendennis, and. 
who used to be awakened by the roaring of the 
sliower-baths which those gentlemen liad erected in 
their apartments, — part of tlie contents of winch oc- 
cisionally tri(‘.Wed through the roof into ^Ir. Grump’s 
room, — declared that the practice was aii absurd, 
newfangled, dandified folly, and daily cursed the 
laundress who slopped the staircase by which he had 
to pass. Grump, now much more than half a century 
old, had indeed never used the luxury in question. He 
had done without water very well, and so had our 
fathers before him. Of all those knights and baronets, 
lords and gentlemen, bearing arms, whose escutcheons 
are painted upon the v ails of the famous hall of the 
U])per Temph*, was there no j)hilanthropist good- 
natured enough to devise a set of Hummums for the 
l»enefit of the lawyers, his fellows and successors ? 
'I'he Temple historian makes no mention of such a 
scheme. There' is Pump Court and Fountain Court, 
with their hydraulic apparatus, but one never heard 
of a bent;lier disporting in the fountain ; and can’t but 
think how many a counsel learned in the law of old 
days might have benefited by the f)ump. 

Nevertheless, those venerable Inns which have the 
Lamb and Flag and the Winged Horse for their 
ensigns, have attractions for ])ersons who inhabit 
them, and a share of rough comforts and fregilom, 
which men always remember with pleasure. I don’t 
kTiow whether the student of law permits himself the 
refreshment of enthusiasm, or indulges in poetical 
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rjeminiscences as he passes by historical chambers, 
and says, Yonder Eldon lived — upon this site Coke 
mused upon Lyttleton — here Chitty toiled — here 
Barnwell and Alderson joined in their famous labors 
— : here Byles composed his great work upon bills, and 
Smith compiled his immortal leading cases — here 
Gustavus still toils, with Solomon to aid him : ’’ but the 
man of letters can’t but love the place which has been 
inhabited by so many of his brethren, or peopled by 
their creations as real to us at this day as the authors 
whose children they were — and Sir Roger de Coverley 
walking in the Temple Garden, and discoursing with 
Mr. Spectator about the beauties in hoops and patches 
who are sauntering over the grass, is just as lively a 
figure to me as old Samuel tJohnson rolling through 
the fog with the Scotch genthunan at his heels on 
their way to Dr. Goldsmith’s chambers in Brick 
Court; or Harry Ficdding, with inked ruffles and a 
wet towel round his head, dashing off articles at 
ihidnight lor the “ Covent Garden Journal/’ while the 
printer’s boy is asleep in the passage. 

If we could but get the history of a single day as 
it passed in any one of those four-storied houses in 
the dingy court where our friends Pen and Warring- 
ton dwelt, some Temple Asmodeus might furnish us 
with a queer volume. There may be a greqt Parliar 
luentary counsel on the ground-floor, who drives off 
to Belgravia at dinner-time, wlieii his clerk, too, be- 
comes a gentleman, and goes away to entertain his 
friends, and to take his pleasure. But a short time 
since he was hungry and briefless in some garret of 
the Inn; lived hy stealthy literature; hoped, and 
waited, and sij'kened, and no clients came; exhausted 
his own means and his friends’ kindness; had to 
remonstrate humbly with duns, and to implore 
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the patience of poor creditors. Ruin seemed to be 
staring him in the face, when, behold, a turn of 
the wheel of fortune, and the lucky wretch in pos- 
session of one of those prodigious prizes which are 
sometimes drawn in the great lottery of the Bar. 
Many a better lawyer than himself does not make a 
tifth part of the income of his cleik, who, a few 
months since, could scarcely get credit for blacking 
for his master^s unpaid boots. On the first floor, per- 
haps, you will kave a venerable man whose name is 
famous, who has lived for half a century in the Inn, 
whose brains are full of books, and whose shelves are 
stored with classical and legal lore. He has lived 
alone all these fifty years, alone and for himself, 
amassing learning, and compiling a fortune. He 
comes home now at night only from the club, where 
he has been dining freely, to the lonely chambers 
w'here he lives a godless old recluse. When he dies, 
his Inn will (*rect a tablet to his honor, and his heirs 
burn a part of his library. Would you like to have 
such a prospect for your old age,* to store u[) learning 
and money, And end so ? But we must not linger too 
long by Dr. Dooinsday^s door. Worthy Mr. (xrump 
lives over him, who is also an ancient inhabitant of 
th§ Inn, and who, when Doomsday comes home to 
read Catj^illus, is sitting dowjj with three steady 
seniors of his standing, to a steady rubber at whist, 
after a dinner at which they have consumed their 
three steady bottles of port. You may see the old 
boys asleep at the Temple church of a Sunday. At- 
torneys seldom trouble them, and they have small 
fortunes of their own. On the other side of the third 
landing, where Pen and Warrington live, till long 
after midnight, sits Mr. Paley, who took tli(‘ highest 
honors, and who is a fellow of his college, wlio will 
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sit and read and note cases until two o’clock in the 
morning; who will rise at seven and be at the 
pleader’s chambers as soon as they are open, where 
he will work until an hour before dinner-time ; who 
will come home from Hall and read and note cases 
again till dawn next day, when perhaps Mr. Arthur 
Pendennis and his friend Mr. Warrington are return- 
ing from some of their wild expeditions. How differ- 
ently employed Mr. Paley has been ! He has not been 
throwing himself away : he has only been bringing a 
great intellect laboriously down to the comprehension 
of a mean subject, and in his fierce grasp of that, reso- 
lutely excluding from his mind all higher thoughts, 
all better things, all the wisdom of philosophers and 
historians, all the thoughts of ])oets ; all wit, fancy, 
reflection, art, love, truth altogether — so that he may 
mast(‘r that enormous legend of the law, which he 
proposes to gain his livelihood by expounding. War- 
rington and Paley had been competitors for university 
honors in fornn^r days, and had run each other hard; 
and everybody said- now that the former was wast- 
ing his time and (UKTgies, whilst all people praised 
Paley for his industry. There may be doubts, how- 
ever, as to which was using his time best. The one 
(*ould afford time to think, and the other never covld. 
The one could have^symjiathies and do kindnesses; 
and the other must needs be always selfish. He 
could not cultivate a friendship or do a charity, or 
admire a work of genius, or kindle at the sight of 
l¥»autv or the sound of a sweet song — he had no 
time, and no eves for anvthing but his law-books. 
All was dark outside his reading-lamp. Love, and 
Nature, and Art (which is the exjiression of our 
praise and sense of the iH'autiful world of God) were 
shut out from him. And as he turned off his lonely 
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lamp at night, he never thought but that he had spent 
the day profitably, and went to sleep alike thankless 
and remorseless. But he shuddered when he met his 
old companion Warrington on the stairs, and shunned 
him as one that was doomed to perdition. 

It may have been the sight of that cadaverous am- 
bition and self-complacent meanness, which showed 
itself in Valey’s yellow face, and twinkled in his nar- 
row eyes, or it may have been a natural appetite for 
pleasure and joviality, of which it must be confessed 
Mr. Pen was exceedingly fond, which deterred that 
luckless youth from pursuing his designs upon the 
Bench or the Woolsack with the ardor, or rather 
steadiness, which is requisite in gentlemen who would 
climb to those seats of honor. He enjoyed the Tem- 
ple life with a great deal of relish : his worthy rela- 
tives thought he was reading as became a regular 
student: and his uncle wrote home congratulatory 
letters to the kind widow at Fairoaks, announcing 
that the lad had sown his wild oats, and was becom- 
ing quite steady. The truth is, that it was a new 
.".ort of excitement to Pen the life in which he was 
now engaged, and having given up some of the dandi- 
ti<^d prettuisions, and fine-gentlemen airs which lie had 
contracted among his aristocratic college aciiuaint- 
anccs, of whom he now saw but little, the rough 
[Measures and amusements of a London bachelor were 
very nov'el and agreeable to him, and he enjoyed them 
all. Time was he would have envied the dandies 
their fine horses in Rotten Row, but he was contented 
now to walk in the Park and look at them. He was 
too young to succeed in London society without a bet- 
ter name and a larger fortune than lie had, and too 
lazy to get on without these ailjuncts. Old Pendeii- 
nis fondly thought he was busied with law because* he 
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negliietod the social advantages laresented to him^ an(]^ 
having been at half a dozen balls and evening par* 
tiet, retreated before their dulness and sameness 
and whenever anybody made inquiries of the worthy 
Major about his nephew, the old gentleman said the 
young rapcal was reformed, and could not be got 
away from his books. But the Major would have 
been almost as much horrified as Mr. Paley was, had 
he liiown what was Mr. Pen’s real course of life, and 
how much pleasure entered into his law studies, 

A long morning’s reading, a walh in the Park, a 
pull on the river, a stretch up the hill to Hampstead, 
and a modest tavern dinner ; a bachelor night passed 
here or there, in joviality, not vice (for Arthur Pen- 
dennis admired women so heartily that he could 
never bear the society of any of them that were not, 
in his fancy at least, good and pure) ; a quiet evening 
at home, alone with a friend and a pipe or two, and a 
humble i>otation of British spirits, whereof Mrs. 
Flanagan, the laundress, invariably tested the qual- 
ity; — these were our young gentleman’s pursuits, 
and it must be owned that his life was not unpleas- 
ant. lA term-time, Mr. Pen showed a most praise- 
worthy regularity in performing one part of the 
law-student’s course of duty, and eating his dinners 
in Hall. Indeed, that Hall of the Upper Temple*is a 
sight not uninteresting, and with the exception of 
some trifling improvements and anachronisms which 
have been introduced into the practice there, a man 
may sit down and fancy that he joins in a meal of the 
seventeenth century. The bar have their messes, the* 
students their tables apart; the lienchers sit* at the 
high table on the raised platform, surrounded by pic- 
tures of judges of the law and portraits of royal per- 
sonages who have honored its festivities with their 
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and pannage. Fen leojpdd aboib^^m 
first in^^roductioa, not a little anmsed ikth the pi^wsh 
whieh be witnessed. Among his comrades ^ the eta- 
dent classy there weie gentlemen of all ifom 
sixty CO seventeen ; stout gray-headed atto^eys who 
were proceeding to take the superior digni^, danf* 
dies and men-about-town who wishfd for some reason 
to be barristers of seven years’ standing — swarthy, 
black-eyed natives of the Colonies, who came to be 
called here before they practised in their own islands, 
— and many gentlemen of the Irish nation, who 
make a sojourn in Middle Temple Lane before they 
return to the green country of their birth. There 
were little squads of reading students who talked law 
all diniier-tSme ; there were rowing men, whose dis- 
course was of scull ing-matches, the Eed House, Vaux- 
hall, and the Opera; there were others great in 
politics, and orators of the students’ debating clubs } 
witS all of which sets, except the first, whose talk 
was an almost unknown and a quite uninteresting latn- 
guage to him, Mr. Pen made a gradual acquaintance, 
and had many points of sympathy. 

The ancient and liberal Inn of the Upper Temple 
provides in its Hjill, and for a most moderate price, an 
excellent wholesome dinner of soup, meat, tarts, and 
port wine^ or sherry, for the barristers and students ' 
who attend that place of refection. The parties are 
arranged in messes of four, each of which quartets has 
its jnece of beef or leg of mutton, its sufficient apple- 
pie and its bottle of wine. But the honest habituis 
of the Hall, amongst the lower rank of students, who 
have a taste for good living, have many harmless arts 
by which they improve their banquet, and innocent 
dodges ” (if we may be p<*rmitted to use an excellent 
phrase that has become vernacular since the appear- 
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ance of the last dictionaries) by which they strive to 
attain for themselves more .delicate food than the 
common everyday roast meat of the students’ tables. 

Wait a bit,” said Mr. Lowton, one of these Temple 
gourmands. Wait a bit,” said Mr. Lowton, tugging 
at Pen’s gown — the tables are very full, and there 's 
*only three benchers to eat ten side dishes — if we 
wait, perhaps we shall get something from their 
table.” And Pen looked with some amusement, as 
' did Mr. Lowton with eyes of fond df sire, towards the 
benchers’ high table, where three old gentlemen were 
standing up before a dozen silver dish-covers, while 
the clerk was (piavering out a grace. 

Lowton was great in the conduct of the dinner. 
His aim was to maiuige so as to be the first, or captain 
of the mess, and to secure for himself the thirteenth 
glass of the botth* of port wine. Thus he would have 
the command of the joint on which he operated his 
favorite cuts, and made* rapid dexterous appropriations 
of gravy, which amused Pen infinitely. Poor Jack 
Lowton ! tliy ])leasures in life were very harmless ; an 
eager ci>i(mre, thy desires did not go beyond eighteen- 
pence. 

Pen was somewhat older than many of his fellow- 
students and tlnu-e was that about his style and aj)- 
pearanc(‘ wliich, as we have said, was rather haughty 
and impertinent, that stam])<‘d him as a man of ton — 
very uiilikt* those ])ale stmlents who were talking law 
to one another, and those ferocious dandies, in rowing 
shirts and astonishing pins and waistcoats, who repre- 
sented the idle part of the little coinmunity. The 
humble and good-natured Lowton had felt attrae.ted 
by Pen’s sujierior loi»ks and presence — and had made 
iu*<iuaintanee with him at the mess by opening the 
conversation. 



PENDENNIS, 61 

« This is boiled-beef day, I believe, sir,” said Low- 
ton to Pen. 

*‘Upon my word, sir, I’m not aware,” said Pen, 
hardly able to contain his laughter, but added, “ I ’m 
a stranger ; this is iiiy first term ; ” on which Lowton 
l)egan to j^oint out to him the notabilities in the Hall. 

‘‘That’s Boosey the beiicheL*, the baid one sitting 
under tlie picture and aving soup ; I wonder whether 
it ’s turtle ? They often ave turtle. Xext is Balls, 
tlie King’s Compel, and Swettenham — JJodge and 
Swettenham, you know. That’s old Grump, the 
senior of the bar ; they say he ’s dined here forty 
years. They often send ’em down their fish from the 
benchers to the senior table. Do you see those four 
fellows seated opposite us ? They are regular swells 
— ti))-top fellows, 1 can tell you — Mr. Trail, the 
Bishop of Ealing’s son. Honorable Fred. liingwood, 
Lord Cimibar’s brother, you know. lie, 'll liave a good 
place, I bet any money : and Bob Sut;kling, wlio ’s 
always with him — a high fellow too. Ha! ha!” 
Here Lowton burst into a laugh. 

“ What is it ? ” said Pen, still amused. 

1 say, I like to mess with those chaps,” Lowton 
said, winking his eye knowingly, and pouring out his 
glass of wine. 

‘‘ And wjiy ? ” asked Pen. 

“ Why ! they don’t come down here to dine you 
know, they only make believe to dine. They dine 
here. Law bless you ! They go to some of the swell 
clubs, or else to some grand dinner party. You see 
their names in the ‘ Morning Post ’ at all the fine 
parties in London. Why, 1 bet anything that liing- 
wood hiis his cab, or Trail his bnmgham (he ’s a (h*vil 
of a fellow, and makes the bishop’s money spin, I can 
tell you) at the corner of Essex .Street at this minutt;. 
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They dine ! They won’t dine these two hours, I dare 
say.” 

But why should you like to mess with them, if 
they don’t eat any dinner ? ” Fen asked, still puzzled. 

There ’s plenty, is n’t there ? ” 

** How green you are,” said Lowton. Excuse me, 
but you are green. They don’t drink any wine, don’t 
you see, and a fellow gets the bottle to himself if he 
likes it when he messes with those three chaps. That’s 
why Corkoran got in with ’em.” i 

“ Ah, Mr. Lowton, I see you are a sly fellow,” Pen 
said, delighted with his acquaintance : on which the 
other modestly replied, that he had lived in London 
the better part of his life, and of course had his 
eyes about him; and went on with his catalogue to 
Pen. 

‘‘There’s a lot of Irish here,” he said: “that Cork- 
oran ’s one, and I can’t say I like him. You see that 
handsome chaj) with the blue neck-cloth, and pink 
sliirt, and yellow waistcoat, that ’s another : that ’s 
Molloy Maloney, of Ballymaloney, and nephew to 
Major-deneral Sir Hector O’Dowd, he, he,” Lowton 
said, trying to imitate the Hibernian accent. “ He ’s 
always bragging about his uncle; and came into Hall 
in silver-striped trousers the day he had been pre- 
sented. That other near him, with the Ipng black 
hair, is a tremendous rebel. By Jove, sir, to hear him 
at the Forum it makes your blood freeze; and the 
next is an Irishman, too, Jack Finucane, reporter 
of a newspaper. They all stick together, those Irish. 
It ’s your turn to fill your glass. What ? you won’t 
have any port ? Don’t like port with your dinner ? 
Here's your health.” And this worthy man found 
himself not the less attached to Pendennis because the 
latter disliked port wdne at dinner. 
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It was while Pen was taking his share of one of 
these dinners with his acquaintance Lowton as the 
captain of his mess, that there came to join them a 
gentleman ii^ a barrister’s gown, who could not find a 
seat, as it appeared, among the persons of his own de^ 
gree, and who strode over the table and took his place 
on the bench where Pen sat. He was dressed in old 
clothes and a faded gown, wliich hung behind him, 
and he wore a shirt which, though clean, was ex- 
trenndy ragged, #ind very different to the magnificent 
pink raiment of Mr. Molloy Maloney, who oiumined a 
commanding position in the next mess. In order to 
notify thefr appearance at dinner, it is the custom of 
the gentlemen who eat in the Upper Temple Hall to 
write down their names upon slips of paper, which are 
j)rovid(Ml for that purpost*, with a pimcil for each mess. 
iJowton wrote his name first, then came Arthur I'en- 
dennis, and the next was that of tlie gentleman in the 
old clothes. He smiled when he saw Pen’s name, and 
looked at him. ‘‘We ought to know each otlier,” he 
said. “ W(* ’re lioth Poiiiface men ; my name ’s 
Warrington.” 

“ Are you St Warrington ? ” Pen said, delighted 

to see tins hero. 

yVarrington laughed — “ Stunning Warrington — 
yes,” he ^said. “ 1 recollect yon in your fr(*shman’s 
term. But you ap])e,ar to have quite cut me out.” 

“The (.ollege talks about you still,” said Pen, who 
had a generous admiration for talent and pluck. 
“The bargeman you thrashed, Bill Simes, don’t you 
remember, wants you uj) again at Oxbridge. The 
Miss Notleys, the haberdashers — ” 

“ Hush ! ” said Warrington — “ glad to make your 
acquaintance, I’enderinis. Heard a good deal about 
you.” 
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' The young men were friends immediately, and at 
once deep in college-talk. And Pen, who had been 
acting rather the fine gentleman on a previous day, 
when he pretended to Lowton that he could not 
drink port wine at dinner, seeing Warrington take 
his share with a great deal of gusto, did not scru- 
ple about helping himself any more, rather to the 
disai)pointment of honest Lowton. When the dinner 
was over, Warrington asked Arthur where he was 
going. , 

I thought of going home to dress, and hear Grisi 
in Norma,’’ Pen said. 

“ Are you going to meet anybody there ? ” he 
asked. 

Pen said, “No — only to hear the music, of which 
he was very fond.” 

“ You had mu(di better come home and smoke a piph 
with me,” said Warrington, — “ a very short one. 
Come, 1 live close by in Lamb Court, and we ’ll talk 
over Boniface and old times.” 

They went away ; Lowton sighed after them. He 
knew tlmt Warrington was a baronet’s son, and he 
looked up witli simple reverence to all the aristocracy. 
Pen and Warrington became sworn friends from that 
night. Warrington’s cheerfulness and jovial temper, 
his good s(*nse, liis rough welcome, and liis never- 
failing j)ipe of tolKU’co, charmed Pen, who found it 
more pleasant to dive into shilling taverns with him, 
than to dine in solitary state amongst the silent and 
polite fre(pienters of the Polyanthus. 

Erelong Pen gave up his lodgings in St. James’s, 
to which he had migrated on quitting his hotel, and 
found it was much more economical to take up his 
alK)de witli Warrington in Lamb Court, and furnish 
and occupy his friend’s vacant room there. For it 
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must be said of Pen, that no man was more easily led 
than he to do a thing, when it was a novelty, or when 
he had a mind to it. And Pidgeon, the youth, and 
Flanagan the laundress, divided their allegiance now 
between Warrington and Pen. 



CHAPTER V. 


OLD AND NEW ACQUAINTANCES. 

Elated with the idea of seeing life, Pen went into 
a hundred queer London haunts. He» liked to think 
he was consorting witli all sorts of men — so he be- 
held coal-heavers in tluur tap-rooms ; boxers in their 
inn-parlors ; lioiiest C/itizens disporting in the suburbs 
or on tlie riv(‘r ; and he would have liked to hob and 
nob with celebrat(^d jue.kjiockets, or drink a pot of ale 
with a, eonq)any of burglars and cracksmen, had chance 
afford(‘d him an o[)i)ortunity of making the acquaint- 
ance of this class of so(‘iety. It was good to see the 
gravity with whi(‘li Warrington listened to the Tut- 
bury Pet or the Hrightou Stunner at the ChampioiPs 
Arms, and behold the interest which he took in the 
coal-heaving com}>any assembled at the h'ox-urider-the- 
Hill. His axjquaintance wdtli the public-houses of 
the inctrojiolis and its neighborhood, and with the 
lrc{picnt(‘rs of their various parlors, was prodigioit?. 
He was tin* i)ersonal friend of the landlord ajid land- 
lady, and welcome to the bar as to the club-room. He 
liked their socit‘ty, he said, better than that of his own 
class, whose manners annoyed him, and whose con- 
versation bored him. “ In society,” he used to say, 
“ everybody is the same, wears the same dress, eats 
and drinks, and says the same things ; one young 
dandy at the club talks and looks just like another, 
one Miss at a ball exactly resembles another, whereas 
there s character here. 1 like to talk with the 
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strongest man in England^ or the man who can drink 
the most beer in England, or with that tremendous 
republican of a hatter, who thinks Thistlewood was 
the ‘^eatest character in history. I like gin-and- 
water better than claret. I like a sanded floor in 
Carnaby Market better than a chalked one in May* 
fair. I prefer Snobs, I own ii.” Indeed, this gentle- 
man was a social republican ; and it never entered his 
head while conversing with Jack and Tom that he 
was in any renpect their better.; althoui>h, perhaps, 
the deference which they paid him might secretly 
jdease him. 

Pen followed him then to these various resorts of 
men with great glee and assiduity. But he was con- 
siderably younger, and therefore much more pompous 
and stately than Warrington ; in hujt, a young prince 
111 disguise, visiting the poor of his father^s kingdom. 
They respected him as a high (*hap, a fine fellow, a 
regular young swell. He had somehow about him an 
air of imperious good-humor, and a royal frankness 
and majesty, although he was only heir apparent to 
twopencc-halipenny. and but one in descent from a 
gallipot. If these positions are made for us, we ac- 
(jui(*s('e in them very easily ; and are always pretty 
ready to assume a superiority over those who are as 
good aSi ourselves. Pen’s condescension at this time 
of his life was a fine thing to witness. Amongst men 
of ability this assumption and imjiertinence jiasses 
off with extreme youth : but it is minous to watch the 
conceit of a generous and clever lad — there is some- 
thing almost tomdiing in that early exhibition of 
simplicity and folly. 

So, after reading pretty hard of a morning, and, I 
fear, not law merely, but politics and general history 
and literature, which were as necessary for the ad 
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vancement and instruction of a young man as mere 
dry law, after applying with tolerable assiduity to 
letters, to reviews, to elemental books of law, and, 
above all, to the newspaper, until the hour of dinner 
was drawing nigh, these young gentlemen would sally 
out upon the town with great spirits and appetite, and 
bent upon enjoying a merry night as they had passed 
a pleasant forenoon. It was a jovial time, that of 
four-and-twenty, when every muscle of mind and body 
was in healthy action, when the woiH was new as 
yet, and one moved over it spurred onwards by good 
spirits and the delightful capability to enjoy. If ever 
we feel young afterwards, it is with the comrades of 
that time : the tunes we hum in our old age, are those 
we learned then. Sometimes, perhaps, the festivity 
of that period revives in our memory ; but how dingy 
the pleasure-garden has grown, how tattered the gar- 
lands look, how scant and old the f*om])any, and what 
a number of the lights have gone out since that day ! 
Gray hairs have come on like daylight streaming in 
— daylight and a head,ache with it. Pleasure has 
gone to bed with the rouge on her cheeks. Well, 
friend, let us walk through the day, sober and sad, 
but friendly. 

I wonder what Laura and Helen would have 8ai4, 
could they have seen, as tlH*v might not unfr^quently 
have done had they been up and in London, in the 
very early morning when the bridges began to blush 
in the sunrise, and the tranquil streets of the city 
to shine in the dawn, Mr. l*en and Mr. Warrington 
rattling over the echoing flags towards the Temple, 
after one of tludr wild nights of carouse — nights 
wild, but iu»t so wi(’ked as such nights sometimes are, 
for Warrington was a woman-hater; and Pen, as we 
have said, too lofty to stm)p to a vulgar intrigue. Ghf 
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young Prince of Fairoaks never could speak to one of 
the sex but with respectful courtesy, and shrank from 
a coarse word or gesture with instinctive delicacy — 
for though we have seen him fall in love with a fool, 
as Ills betters and inferiors have done, and as it is prob- 
able that he did more than once in his life, yet for the 
time of the delusion it was plways as a Goddess that 
he considered her, and chose to wait upon her. Men 
serve women kneeling — when they get on their feet, 
they go away. 

That was ^\^lat an acquaintance of J^en\s said to 
him in his hard homely way ; — an old friend with 
whom he had fallen in again in London — no other 
than honest Mr. Bows of the Chatteris Theatre, who 
wiis now employed as piano-forte player, to accom- 
pany tlie eminent lyrical talent which nightly de- 
lighted the public at the Fielding\s Head in Covent 
Garden : and where was held the little club called the 
Hack Kitchen. 

Numbers of lien’s friends frequented this very 
imu’ry meeting. The Fielding’s Head had been a 
house of entertainment, almost since the time when 
the i’amous author ot Tom Jones ” j)resided as magis- 
trate in the neighboring Bow Street; his place was 
pointed out, and tlie chair said to have been his, still 
occupied by the president of the night^s entertain- 
ment. The worthy Cutts, the landlord of the Field- 
ing’s Head, generally occupied this post when not 
disabled by gout or other illness. His jolly appear- 
anci! and fine voice may lie remembered by some of 
my male readers ; he used to sing f profusely in the 
cour&e of the harmonic meeting, and his songs were 
of wliat may be called the Ihitish Brandy and Water 
.S<'hool of Song — such as ‘‘The Good Old English 
Gentleiiiau,” “Dear Tom, this Brown Jug,” and so 
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forth -—songs in which pathos and hospitality are 
blended, and the praises of good liquor and the social 
affections are chanted in a barytone voice. The 
charms of our women, the heroic deeds of our naval 
and military commanders, are often sung in the bal- 
lads of this school, and many a time in my youth 
have I admired how Cutts the singer, after he had 
worked us all up to patriotic enthusiasm, by describ- 
ing the way in which the brave Abercrombie received 
his death-wound, or made us join him m tears, which 
he shed liberally himself, as in faltering accents he 
told ^4iow autumn’s falling leaf proclaimed the old 
man he must die ” — how Cutts the singer became at 
once Cutts the landlord, and, before the applause 
which we were making with our fists on his table, 
in compliment to his heart-stirring melody, had died 
away, was calling, Now, gentlemen, give your orders, 
the waiter’s in tlie room — John, a champagne cup 
for Mr. Gr(*(‘n. I think, sir, you said sausages and 
mashed ])Otatoes. John, attend on the gentleman.” 

“ And 1 ’ll thank ye give nn^ a glass of punch too, 
John, and take care the wather Iwils,” a voice would 
cry not unfrequently, a well-known voice to Pen, 
which mtule the lad blush and start when lie heard it 
first — that of the venerable. Ca])tain Costigan; who 
was now (‘stablished in London, and one of the great 
])illars of the harmonic meetings at the Fielding’s 
Hea<l. 

The Captain’s manners and conversation brought 
very many young men to the place. He was a charac- 
ter, and his fann^ had begun to spread soon after his 
arrival in the mt*troiH)lis, and especially after his 
daughter’s marriage. He w;is great in his conversar 
tion to the friend for the time being (who was the 
neighl)ur drinking by his side), about “ me daughter.” 
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He told of her marriage, aud of the events previous 
and subsequent to that ceremony ; of the carriages 
she kept ; of MirabePs adoration for her and for him ; 
of the hunther pounds which he was at perfect liberty 
to draw from his son-in-law, whenever necessity urged 
him. And having stated that it was his firm intention 
to “ dthraw next Sathurday, I give y(* me secred word 
and honor next Sathurday, the fourteenth, when ye 
see the money will be handed over to me at Coutts’s, 
the v(*rv instaiit I present the check/' the Captain 
would not unfrequently propose to borrow half a 
crown of his friend until the arrival of that day of 
Greek Calends, when, on the honor of an ottloer and a 
gentleman, he would repee the thrifling obligetion. 

Sir Charles Mirabel had not that enthusiastic at- 
tachiiKuit to his father-in-law, of which the latter 
sometimes boasted (although iu other stages of emo- 
tion Cos would inveigh, witli tears in his eyes, against 
the ingratitude of the child of' liis bosom, and the 
stinginess of the wealthy old man who had married 
her) ; but the ])air had acted not unkindly towards 
(Jostigan ; liad s('ttled a small jiension on him, which 
WiiN paid regularly, and forestalled with even more 
n^giilarity by poor Cos j and the ])eriods of the pay- 
ments were always w<*ll known by liis friends at the 
Fielding's Head, whither the honest Captain took 
( tire to repair, bank-notes in hand, calling loudly for 
(‘hange in the midst of the full harmonic niec^ting. 
“ I think ye 'll find that note won’t be refused at the 
Ihink of England, Cutts, my hoy,’^ Captain (k)stigan 
would say. “ Bows, have a glass ? Ye need n’t stint 
yourself to-night, anyhow; and a glass of punch will 
make ye play rojf splrlto,'^ For he was lavishly free 
with his money when it (*ame to him, and was scarcely 
known to button his breeches pocket, except when 
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" the coin was gone, or sometimes, indeed, when a credi. 
tor came^by. 

It was in one of these moments of exultation that 
Pen found his old friend swaggering at the singers’ 
table at the Back Kit(;hen of the Fielding’s Head, and 
ordering glasses of brandy-and-water for any of his 
acquaintances who made their appearance in the 
apartment. Warrington, who was on confidential 
terms with the bass singer, made his way up to this 
quarter of the roQin, and Pen walked^ at his friend’s 
heels. 

Pen started and blushed to see Costigan. He had 
just come from Lady Whiston’s party, where he had 
met and spoken Avith the Oaidain’s daughter again for 
the first time after very old old days. He came up 
with outstretched hand, very kindly and warmly to 
greet the old man; still retaining a strong remem- 
brance of the tiim* when Costigan’s daughter had been 
everything in the world to him. For though this 
young gentleman may have been somewhat capricious 
in his attac.lunents, and oe/asionally have transferred 
his aileetions from om‘ woman to another, yet he 
always respeete< I the j dace where Love had dwelt, and, 
like the Sultan of Turkey, desired that honors should 
be paid to tin* lady towards whom he had once thrown 
the royal pocket-handkerchief. 

The tipsy Captain returned the chisp of Pen’s hand 
with all the strength of a ])alm which had become 
very shaky by the (Huistant lifting up of weights of 
brandy -and-water, lookial hard in Pen’s face, and said, 
“ Greeious heavens, is it jiossible ? Me dear boy, me 
dear fellow, me dear frieml ; ” ami then with a look of 
muddled curiosity, fairl}’ brokt* down withf I know 
your face, me dear dear friend, but, bedad. I’ve forgot 
j^our name.’’ Five years of constant punch had passed 
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since Pen and Costigan met. Arthur was a good deal 
changed, and the Captain may surely be excused for 
forgetting him ; when a man at the actual moment 
sees things double, we may expect that his view of 
the past will be rather muzzy. 

Pen saw his condition and laughed, although, per- 
haps, he was somewhat moiUfied. “Don’t you re- 
member me, Captain ? he said. I am Pendennis 

— Arthur Pendennis, of Chatteris.” 

The sound o^ the young man’s friendly voice re- 
called and steadied Cos’s tipsy remembrance, and he sa- 
luted Arthur, as soon as he knew him, with a loud vol- 
ley of friendly greetings. Pen was his dearest boy, his 
gallant young friend, his noble collagian, whom he had 
held in his inmost heart ever since they had parted 

— how was his fawther, no, his mother, and his guar- 
dian, the General, the Major. ‘‘I preshoom, h*om 
your appearance, that you ’ve come into your praw- 
pertce ; and, bedad, yee ’ll spend it like a man of spirit 

— 1 ‘11 go bail for that, No ! not yet come into your 
ostete ? If ye Avant any thrifle, heark ye, there’s 
poor old Jack Costigan has got a guinea or two in his 
pocket — and, be heavens! you shall never want, 
Awthur, me dear boy. What ’ll ye have ? John, 
(^ome hither, and look aloive : give this gentleman a 
glass of punch, and I’ll pay for’t. — Your friend? 

I ’ve seen him before. Permit me to have the honor 
of making meself known to ye, sir, and requesting 
ye ’ll take a glass of punch.” 

“ 1 don ’t envy Sir Charles Mirabel his father-in- 
law,” thought J’endennis. “And how is my old 
friend, Mr. Bows, Captain ? Have you any news of 
him, and do you see him still ?” 

*^No doubt he’s very well,” said the Captain, jing- 
ling his money, and whi.stling the air of a song — 
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‘‘The Little Doodeen,” — for the singing of which he 
was celebrated at the Fielding’s Head. “ Me dear boy 

— I’ve forgot your name again — but me name's 
Costigan, Jack Costigan, and I ’d loike ye to take as 
many tumblers of punch in me name as ever ye loike 
Ye know me name ; I’m not ashamed of it.” And so 
the Captain, went maundering on. 

“ It ’s pay-day with the General,” said Mr. Hodgen, 
the bass singer, with whom Warrington was in deej) 
conversation : “ and he ’s a precious /leal more than 
half-seas over. He has already tried that ‘Little 
Doodeen ’ of his, and broke it, too, just before I sang 
‘ King Death.’ Have you heard my new song, ‘ The 
Body Snatcher,’ Mr. Warrington? — angcored at St. 
Bartholomew’s the other night — composed expressly 
for me. Per’aps you or your friend would like a copy 
of the song, sir ? John, just ’ave the kindness to 
’and over a ‘ Body Snatcher ’ ’ere, will yer ? — There ’s 
a portrait of me, sir, as I sing it — as the Snatcher 

— considered rather like.” 

“Thank you,’’ .said Warrington; “heard it 'nine 
times — know it by heart, Hodgen.” 

Here the gentleman who ])resided at the pianoforb' 
began to play upon his instrument, and Pen, looking 
in the direction of the music, beheld that very ^Ir. 
Bows, for whom he had been asking but^now, and 
wdiose existcmce Costigan had momentarily forgotten. 
The litth* old man sat before the battered piano 
(which had injured its constitution wofully by sitting 
up so many nights, and spoke with a voice, as it were, 
at once hoarse and faint), and accompanied the sing- 
ers, or played with taste and grace in the intervals 
of the songs. 

Hows had seen and recollected Pen at oiice when 
the latter came into tlie room, and had remarked the 
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eager warmth of the young man’s recognition of Cos 
tigan. He now began to play an air, which Pen in- 
stantly remembered as one which used to be sung by 
the chorus of villagers in ‘‘The Stranger,” just before 
Mrs. Haller came in. It shook Pen as he heard it. 
He remembered how his heart used to beat as that air 
was played, and before the d’viue Emily made her 
entry. Nobody, save Arthur, took any notice of old 
Pows’s playing: it was scarcely heard amidst the 
clatter of knives and forks, the calls for poached eggs 
and kidu(*ys, and the tramp of guests and waiters. 

Pen went up and kindly shook the player by 
the hand at the end of his performance ;* and Bows 
greeted Arthur with great respect and cordiality. 

“ What, you have n’t forgot the old tune, Mr. Pen- 
dennis ? ” he said ; “ I thought you ’d remember it. 

I take it, it was the first tune of that sort you ever 
heard played — wasn’t it, sir? You were (piite a 
young chap then. I fear the Captain ’s very bjid to- 
night. He breaks out on a pay-day; and I shall 
have- the deuce’s own trouble in getting liim home. 
We live togctlier. We still hang on, sir, in partner- 
ship, though Miss Em — though my Lady MiraUd has 
h'ft the firm. — And so you remember old times, do 
you ? Was n’t she a beauty, sir ? — Your health and 
my*servi(!e to you,” — and he took a sip at the pewter 
measure of porter which stood by his side as he 
])layed. 

Pen had many opportunities of seeing his early 
accjuaintances afterwards, and of renewing his rela- 
tions with Costigan and the old musician. 

As they sat thus in friendly colloquy, men of all 
sorts ami conditions entered and quitted the lionsc of 
eut(M*tainim*nt ; and Pen had the pleasure of seeing 
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as many different persons of his race, as the most 
eager observer need desire to inspect. Healthy coun- 
try tradesmen and fanners, in London for their busi- 
ness, came and recreated themselves with the jolly 
singing and suppers of the Baek Kitchen, squads of 
young apprentices and assistants, the shutters being 
closed over the scene of their labors, came hither, for 
fresh air doubtless, — rakish young medical students, 
gallant, dashing, what is called “ loudly ” dressed, and 
(must it be owned ?) somewhat dij:ty, — were here 
smoking and drinking, and vociferously applauding 
the songs; — young university bucks were to be found 
here, too* with that indescribable genteel simper 
which is only learned at the knees of Alma Mater ; — 
and handsome young guardsmen, and florid bucks 
from the St James’s Street Clubs; — nay, senators 
English and Irish : and even members of the House 
of Peers. 

The bass singer had made an immense hit with his 
song of “ The Body Snak’her,” and the town rushed 
to listen to it. A curtain drew aside, and Mr.*Hod- 
gen n])peart‘d in the character of the Snatcher, sitting 
on a cortin, with a flask of gin before him, with a 
s])ade, and a candle stuck in a skull. The song w'as 
sung with a really admirable terrific humor. The 
singer’s voice went down so low, that its grumbles 
rumbled into the hearer’s awe-stricken soul ; and in 
the (diorus he clamped with his spade, and gave a 
demoniac “lla! ha!’* which caused the very glasses 
to quiver on the table, as with terror. None of 
the other singers, not even Cntts himself, as that 
high-minded man owned, could stand up before the 
Snatcher, and he commonly used to retire to Mrs. 
(’utts's private apartments, or into the bar, before 
that fatal song e^xtinguished him. Poor Cos’s ditty, 
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“The Little Doodeen,” which Bows accompanied 
charmingly on the piano, was sung but to a few ad- 
mirers, who might choose to remain after the tremen- 
dous resurrectionist chant. The room was commonly 
oiiiptiid after that, or only left in possession of a 
M‘ry few and persevering votaries of pleasure. 
Whilst Pen and his friend were sitting here to- 
one night, or rather morning, two habitu($s of 
(lie liouse entered almost together. “Mr. Hoolan 
and Mr. Doola^” whispered Warrington to Pen, 
dating these gentlemen, and in the latter Pen recog- 
ui/i*d his friend of the “ Alacrity ” coach, who could not 
dine with Pen on the day on which the latter had in- 
\ ited him, being compelled by his professional duties 
to decline dinner-engagements on Fridays, he had 
stated, with his compliments to Mr. Pendennis. 

Doolau’s paper, the “Dawn,” was lying on the 
table much bestained by porter, and cheek-by-jowl 
\Mth Hoolaids ])aper, which we shall call the “Day;” 
the “Dawn” was liberal — the “Day” was ultra 
<'onservative. Many of our Journals are officered by 
Irish gentlemen, and their gallant brigade does the 
penning among us, as their ancestors used to trans- 
iiCit the fighting in Europe ; and engage under many 
a Hag, to be good friends when the battle is over. 

“ Kidneys, John, and a glass of stout,” says Hoolan. 

“ How are you, Morgan ? how ’s Mrs. Doolan ? ” 

“ Doing pretty well, thank ye, Mick, my boy — 
faith she ^s accustomed to it,” said Doolan. “ How ^s 
the lady that owns ye ? Maybe I U1 step down Sun- 
day, and have a glass of punch, Kilburn way.” 

“ Don’t bring Patsey with you, Morgan, for our 
(leorgy’s got the measles,” said the friendly Mick, 
and they straightway fell to talk about matters con- 
u "cted with their trade — about the foreign mails — 
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about who was correspondent at Paris, and who wrot^ 
from Madrid — about the expense the Morning 
Journal ” was at in sending couriers, about the circu 
latidn of the Evening Star/’ and so forth, 

Warrington, laughing, took the *^Dawn,^’ which 
was lying before him, and pointed to one of the lead 
ing articles in that journal, which commenced thus : 

“ As rogues of note in former days who had some 
wicked work to perform, — an enemy to put out of 
the way, a quantity of false coin to^ be passed, a lie 
to be told or a murder to be done, — employed a pro- 
fessional perjurer or assassin to do the work, which 
they were themselves too notorious or too cowardly 
to execute ; our notorious contemporary, the ^ Day,’ 
engages smashers out of doors to utter forgeri»‘s 
against individuals, and calls in auxiliary cut-throats 
to murder the reputation of those who offend him. 
A black vizarded ruftian (whom we will unmask), wdio 
signs the forged name of Trefoil, is at [)resent one of 
the chief bravoes and bullies in our contlsmporary’s 
establishment. He is the eunuch who brings the 
bowstring, and strangles at the order of the ^ Day.' 
We can convict this (towardly slave, and propose to 
do so. The charge which he has brought against 
Lord Bangbauagher, because he is a liberal Irish 
peer, and against the Board of Poor Law Guardians 
of the Bangbauagher Union, is,” etc. 

“ How did they like the article at your place, 
Mick ? asked Morgan ; “ when the Captain puts 
his hand to it he ’s a tremendous hand at a smasher. 
He wrote the article in tw^o hours — in — whew — 
you know where, while the boy was waiting,’^ 

“Our governor thinks the public don’t mind a 
straw almut these newspaper rows, and has told the 
Docther to stop answering,” said the other. Them 
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two talked it out together in my room. The Docther 
would have liked a turn, for he says it^s such easy 
writing, and requires no reading up of a subject : but 
the governor put a stopper on him.” 

Tue taste for eloquence is going out, Mick,” said 
Morgan. 

'Deed then it is, Morgan,” said Mick. That 
was fine writing when the Docther wrote in the 
< Plxaynix,’ and he and Condy Rooney blazed away 
at each other day after day.” 

** Ami with powder and shot, too, as well as paper,” 
said Morgan. Faith, the Docther was out twice, and^ 
Condy Rooney winged his man.” 

They are talking about Doctor Boyne and Captain 
Shandon,” Warrington said, ‘^who are the two Irish 
controversialists of the ‘ Dawn ’ and the ^ Day,’ Dr. 
Hoyne being the Protestant champion, and Captain 
Shandon the liberal orator. They are tlu‘ best friends 
in tlie world, 1 btdieve, in spite of their newspaper 
controversies j and though they cry out against the 
Jhiglish for abusing their country, by Jove tliey abuse 
It themselves mor<* in a single article than we should 
take tlie pains to do in a dozen volumes. How are 
you, D<^olan ? ” 

Your servant, Mr. Warrington — Mr. Pendennis, 

I am delighted to have the honor of seeing ye again. 
Tin* night’s journey on the top of the ‘Alacrity’ was 
one of the most agrec*able I ever enjoyed in my life, 
and it was your liveliness and urbanity that made the 
trip so charm iiig. 1 have often tliought over that 
happy night, sir, and talked over it to Mrs. Doolan. 

1 have seen your elegant young friend, Mr. F'oker, 
too, here, sir, not uufrequeiitly. He is an occasional 
frequenter of this hostelry, and a right good one it is, 
Mr. [‘endennis, when I saw you I was on the ‘Torn 
and Jerry ’ Weekly' Paper ; I have now the honor to 
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be sub-editor of the ^ Dawn/ one of the best written 
papers of the empire — and he bowed very slightly 
to Mr, Warrington. His speech was unctuous and 
measured, his courtesy oriental, his tone, when talk- 
ing with the two Englishmen, quite different to that 
with which he spoke to his comrade. 

Why the devil will the fellow compliment so ? ” 
growled Warrington, with a sneer which he hardly 
took the pains to suppress. “Psha — who comes 
here ? — all Parnassus is fibroad to-night : here ’s 
Archer. We shall have some fun.* Well, Archer, 
House up ? ” 

“ Have n^t been there. I have been,’^ said Archer, 
with an air of mystery, where I was wanted, (let 
me some supper, John — something substantial. 1 
hate your grandees who give you nothing to eat. If 
it had been at Aj)sley House, it would have been quite 
different. The Duke knows what 1 like, and says to 
the Groom of the Chambers, ‘ Martin, you will have 
some cold beef, not too much done, and a pint bottle 
of pale ale, and some brown sherry, ready in my study 
as usual ; Archer is coming lun-e this evening.’ The 
Duke does n’t eat suiiper himself, but he likes to see 
a man enjoy a hearty meal, and he knows that I dine 
early. A man can’t live uj>on air, be hangtMl to him.” 

“ Let me introduce you to my friend, Mr. Penden- 
nis,” Warrington said, with great gravity. “Pen, 
this is Mr. Arclier, whom you have heard me talk 
about. You must know Pen's uncle, the Major, 
Archer, you who know everybody ? ” 

“ Dined with him the day before yesterday at Gaunt 
House,” Andier said. “ We were four — the French 
Ambassador, Steyne, and we two commoners.” 

“ Why, my uneJe is in Scot — Pen was going to 
break out, but Warrington ]»ressed his foot under the 
table as a signal for him to be quiet 
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It was about the same business that I have been 
to the palace to-night,” Archer went on simply, “and 
where I ’ve been kept four hours, in an ante-T oom, 
with nothing but yesterday’s ‘ Times/ which I knew 
by heart, as I wrote three of the leading articles my- 
self ; and though the Lord Chamberlain came in four 
times, and once holding the royal teacup and saucer 
in his hand, he did not so much as say to me, * Archer, 
will you have a cup of tea ? ’ ” 

“ Indeed ! what is in ^le wind now ? ” asked War- 
rington — and turning to Pen, added, “You know, I 
suppose, that when there is anything wrong at court ^ 
they always send for Archer.” 

“There is something wrong,” said Mr. Archer, 
“and as the story will be all over the town in a day 
or two 1 don’t mind telling it. At the last Chantilly 
ra(?es, where 1 rode Brian Born for my old friend the 
Duke de St Cloud — the old king said to me*, ‘Arc, heir, 

I ’in uneasy about Saint Cloud. 1 have arranged his 
marriage with the Princess Marie Cunegomh* ; the 
])eace of Europe depends upon it — for Russia will 
declare war if the marriage does not take place, and 
the young fool is so mad about Madame Massena, 
Marshal Massena’s wife, that he actually refuses to 
be a jiarty to the marriage.’ Well, sir, I sjioke to 
Saint Cloud, and having got him into pretty good 
humor hy winning the race, and a good bit* of money 
into the bargain, he said to me, ‘ Archer, tell the Gov- 
ernor I ’ll think of it.’ ” 

“How do you say Governor in French?” asked 
Pen, who piqued himself on knowing that language. 

“ Oh, we speak in English — I taught him when we 
were boys, and I saved his life at Twickenham, when 
he fell out of a punt,” Archer said. “ I shall never 
forget the queen’s looks as I brouglit him out of the 
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watet* She gave me this diamond ring, and always 
calls me Charles to this day/’ 

Madame Massena must be rather an old woman, 
Archer,” Warrington said. 

^'Pev’lish old — old enough to he his grandmother; 
I told him so/* Arolicr answered at once. "Hut those 
attachments for old women are the deuce and all. 
That ’s what the king feels : that ’s what shocks the 
poor queen so much. The v went away from Paris 
last Tuesday night, and are iwing at fhis present mo- 
ment at Jaunay’s hotel.” 

"Has there been a private marriage, Archer?” 
asked Warrington. 

"Whether there hiis or not I don’t know,” Mr. 
Archer replied ; " all T know is that 1 was kept wait- 
ing four hours at the palace ; that I never saw a man 
in such a state of agitation as the King of i^^lgiiim 
when he came out to s})eak to me, and that I ’m devil- 
ish hungry — and here comes some supper.” 

" He has been pretty well to-night,” said Warring- 
ton, as the pair went home tog(^ther : " hut I have 
known him in much greater force, and keeping a 
whole room in a state of wonder. Put aside his 
archery practice, that man is both able and honest — 
a good man of business, an excellent friend, admira- 
ble to his family as husband, father, and son.” 

" What is it makes him pull the long bow in that 
wonderful manner ? ” 

" An amiable insanity,” answered Warrington. " He 
never did anybody harm by his talk, or said evil of 
anylx>dy. He is a stout i»olitician too, and would 
never write a wonl or do an act against his party, as 
many of ns do.” 

"Of ns/ Who are tee?” asked Pen. "Of what 
profession is Mr. Archer ? ” 
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« Of the Corporation of the Goosequill — of the 
Tress, iny boy,” said Warrington; ^^of the fourth 
estate.” ^ 

Are you, too, of the craft, then ? ” Pendennis 
sail!. 

We will talk about that another time,” answered 
the other. They were i)assing through the Strand as 
they talked, and by a newspap(‘r office, wliich was all 
lighted up and bright. Reporters were coming out of 
the place, or ifishing up to it in cabs; tdiere were 
lamps Tmriung in the editors’ rooms, and above where 
the compositors were at work : the windows of the 
building were in a blaze of gas. 

** Look fit that. Pen,” Warrington said. “ There 
she is — the great engine — she never sleeps. She 
has her ambassadors in every quarter of the world — 
her couriers upon every road. Her officers march 
along with armies, and her envoys walk into states- 
men’s cabinets. They are iibicpiitous. Yonder jour- 
nal lias an agent, at this minute, giving bribes at 
^Madrid; ami another inspe(*ting tlie price of potatoes 
111 (-ovent Gardoii. Look! here comes the Foreign 
Express galloping in. They will he able to give 
news to Downing Street to-morrow : funds will rise 
or fall, fortunes be made or lost ; Lord B. will get up, 
and, holding the paper in his band, and seeing the no- 
ble marquis in his place, will make a great sjieech; 
and — and Mr. Doolan will be called away from his 
supper at the Back Kitchen; for he is foreign sul)- 
editor, and sees the mail on the newspaper slieet 
b<*fore he goes to his own.” 

And so talking, the friends turned into their cham 
bers, as the dawn was beginning to peep. 



CHAPTER VI. 


IN WHICH THE printer’s DEVIL COMES TO THE 
DOOR. 

Pen, in the midst of his revels «,nd enjoyments, 
hiiinbh* as tli(‘y were, and moderate in cost if ‘not in 
kind, saw an awful sword hanging over him which 
must drop down before long and put an end to his 
frolics and b'asting. His money was very nearly 
spent. His club subscription had carried away a 
third ])art of it. H(* had paid for the chief articles 
of furnitur(5 with which he had sui)plied his little 
bedroom : in fine, he was come to the last five-pound 
note in his ])ocket-book, and could think of no method 
of providing a success(»r : for our friend had been 
bred iij) like a young ])rinc(* as yet, or as a child in 
arms whom his motluu* feeds wdien it cries out. 

Warrington did not know what his comrade's 
means were. An only child, with a mother at her 
country house, and an old dandy of an uncle wlio 
dined with a great man every day, Pen might have 
a large bank at his command for any tiling that the 
other knew. He liad gold chains and a dressing-case 
fit for a lord. His habits were thosi* of an aristocrat, 
— not that he w^as exjiensivc upon any particular 
jH)int, for he dim‘d and laughed over the jiint of 
])orter and the plate of beef from the cook's shop 
with perfect content .and good appetite, — but he 
could not adopt the penny-wise jirecautions of life. 
He could not give* twopence to a waiter ; he could not 
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refrain from taking a cab if be had a mind to do so, 
or if it rained, and as surely as he took the cab he 
overpaid the driver. He had a scorn for cleaned 
gloves and minor economies. Had he been bred to 
ten thousand a-year he could scarcely have been more 
free-handed j and for a beggar, with a sad story, or a 
couple of pretty piteous-faced children, he never could 
resist putting his hand into his pocket. It was a 
sumptuous nature, perhaps, that could not be brought 
to regard mone^' ; a natural generosity and kindness ; 
and possibly a petty vanity that was pleased with 
praise, even with the x)raise of waiters and cabmen. 
I doubt whether the wisest of us know what our own 
motives are, and whether some of the actions of which 
we are the very i)roudest will not surprise us when 
we trace them, as we shall one day, to their source. 

Warrington then did not know, and Pen had not 
thought proper to confide to his friend, his pecuniary 
liistory. That Pen had lK*en wild and wickedly ex- 
travagant at college, the other was aware ; everybody 
at college was extravagant and wild ; but how great 
the son’s expenses had been, and how small the 
motlier’s means, were points which had not been as 
yet submitt{*d to Mr. Warrington’s examination. 

At last the story came out, while Pen was grimly 
surveying the change for the last five-pound note, as 
it lay upon the tray from the public-house by Mr. 
Warrington’s pot of ale. 

“ It is the last rose of summer,” said Pen ; “ it ’s 
blooming companions have gone long ago ; and behold 
the last one of the garland has shed its leaves ; ” and 
he told Warrington the whole story which we know 
of his mother’s means, of his own follies, of Laura’s 
generosity; during which time Warrington smoked 
Jiis pipe and listened intent. 
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Impecuniosity will do you good,” Pen’s friend 
said, knocking out the ashes at the end of the narra- 
tion ; I don’t know anything more wholesome for u 
man — for an honest man, mind you — for. anotlur 
the medicine loses its effect — than a state of tick 
It is an alterative and a tonic; it keeps your moral 
man in a perpetual state of excitement: as a man 
who is riding at a fence, or has his opponent’s singk* 
stick before him, is forced to look his obstacle steadily 
in the face, and brace himself to repulse or overcome 
it; a little necessity brings out yoifr pluck if ytni 
have i«iy, and nerves you to grapple with fortune. 
You will discover what a number of things you can 
do without wIkmi you have no money to buy them. 
You won’t want new gloves and varnished boots, eau 
de Cologne, and cabs to ride in. You have been brcnl 
u)) as a nioll\ -coddle, JVn, and spoiled by the women. 
A single man ^\ho has health and brains, and can’t 
find a liv(*lih(K)d in the world does n’t deserve to stay 
there. Let liim pay his last halfpenny and jump 
over \Vat(*rl(»o Uri dge. Let him steal a leg of mutton 
and be transportt‘d and gi*t out of^thc country — he 
is not fit to live in it. Dixi ; 1 have spoken. Give 
us another jmli at the jwile ale.” 

“ \’ou have certainly spoken ; but how is one to 
Ine?” .said IVn. “There is beef and bread in ])lertty 
ill England, but 3 on must pa}" for it with* work or 
money. And who will take 1113’ work ? and what work 
can 1 do V ” 

Warrington burst out laughing. ‘‘ Suppose we ad- 
veriist* in the ‘Times,' " he said, “ for an usher’s place 
at a classical ami commercial academy — A gentleman, 
H.A. of St. Honifiwe. C(»llege, Oxbridge, and who was 
j»l licked for his degree — ’’ 

“ Confound you,” cried I’en. * 
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wishes to give lessons In classics and^ mathe* 
rnatics, and the rudiments of the French language; 
hi* can cut hair, attend to the younger pupils, and 
play a second on the piano with the daughters of the 
juinc^pal. Address A. R, Lamb Court, Temple.” 

“ Go on,” said Pen, growling. 

“ Men take to all sorts of professions. Why, there 
is your friend Bloundell — Bloundell is a professional 
blackleg, and travels the continent, where he picks up 
young gentlemen of fashion .and fleeces tliem. There 
is Bob OToole^dth whom T was at school, who drives 
the ihillynafad mail now, and carries honest Jack Finu- 
cane’s own correspondeiUH* to that city. 1 know a man, 
sir, a doctor’s son, like — well, don’t be angry, I meant 
nothing offensive — a doctor’s son, I say, who was walk- 
ing the hospitals here, and (xuarrelled with his gov- 
ernor on questions of finance, and what did he do when 
lie (^ame to his last five-pound note ? he lot his mus- 
tacliios grow, went into a provincial town, where he 
announced himself as I*rofi*S8or Spineto, chiropodist 
to tin* Em];>eror of All the Kussias, and by a happy 
operation on the editor of the county newspaper, estab- 
lishfd himst*lf in practice, and lived rejiutably for three 
years. He has been rt*conciled to his family, and has 
now succeeded to his father’s gallipots.” 

Hang gallipots,” cried Pen. I can’t drive a coach, 
cut cornS, or cheat at cards. There ’s nothing else you 
]»ropose,” 

Yes ; there ’s our own corr(*spondent,” Warrington 
said. Every man has his secrets, look you. Before 
you told me the story of your money-matters, I had 
no idea but that you were a gentleman of fortune, for, 
with your confounded airs and appearance, anybody 
would sux>pose you to lie so. From what you tell me 
about your mother’s income, it is clear that you must 
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itiot lay any more hands on it. You can’t go on spong- 
ing upon the women. You must pay off that trump 
of a girl. Laura is her name ? — here ’s your health, 
Laura ! — and carry a hod rather than ask for a shil- 
ling from home.” 

“ But how earn one ? ” asked Pen. 

• How do I live, think you ? ” said the other. On 
my younger brother’s allowance, Pendennis ? I liav(* 
secrets of my own, my boy ; ” and liere Warrington’s 
countenaiHie fell. “ I made away Avith that allowauee 
five years ago : if I had made away with myself a little 
time before, it would have been better. I have played 
off my own bat, ever since. I don’t want much money. 
When my juirse is out, I go to work and fill it, and 
then lie idle like a serpent .or an Indian, until I have 
digested the mass. Look, 1 begin to feel empty,” 
Warrington said, and showed Pen a long lean purse, 
with but a few sovereigns at one end of it. 

But how do you fill it ? ” said Pen. 

I write,” said AVarriiigton. I don’t tell the world 
that 1 do so,” he added, with a blush. “ I do not 
^•hoose that question should be asked : or, perhaps, I 
am an ass, and don’t Avish it to be said that George 
Warrington writi^s for bread. But I write in the LaAV 
Reviews : look liere, these articles are mine.” And 
h(» turned over some sheets. ‘‘ 1 write in a newspaper 
now and then, of Avhieh a friend of mine i^ editor.” 
And Warrington, going Avith Pendennis to the Club 
one day, called for a file of the “ DaAvn,” and pointed 
Avith his finger silently to one or tAA^o articles, which 
Pen read with delight. He had no difficulty in recog- 
nizing the style afterwards — the strong thoughts and 
curt periods, the sense, the satire, and the scholarship. 

“ I am not up to this,” said Pen, Avith a genuine ad- 
miration of his friend’s jiowers, I know v(*rv little 



PBNDBNNIS. 


89 


about politics or history, Warrington ; and have but 
a smattering of letters. I can’t fly upon such a wing 
as yours.’* 

But you can on your own, my boy, which is lightt‘r, 
and soars higher, perhaps,” the other said, good- 
naturedly. Those little scrax)s and verses which I 
have seen of yours show me, what is rare in these 
days, a natural gift, sir. You needn’t blush, you con- 
ceited young jackanapes. You have thought so your- 
self any time ^hese ten years. You have got the 
sacred flame — a little of the real poetical fire, sir, 
I think ; and all our oil-lamps are nothing, eom])ared 
to that, though ever so well trimmed. You arc a 
])oet, Pen, my boy,” and so speaking, Warrington 
stretched out his broad hand, and clapped Pen on 
the shoulder. 

Arthur was so delighted that the tears came into 
his eyes. “ How kind you are to me, Warrington ! ” 
he said. 

like yon, old boy,” said the other. was 
dev’lish lonely in chambtu-s and wanted soiindiody, 
and the siglit of your honest face somehow pleast*(l 
me. I liked the way you laughed at Lowton — that 
]K)or good little snob. And, in fine, the reason why 
I cannot tell — but so it is, young un. I’m alone 
in the world, sir; and I wanted some one to ke(‘j) 
me company ; ” and a glance of extreme kindness 
and melancholy passed out of Warrington’s dark 
eyes. 

Pen was too much pleased with his own thoughts 
to perceive the sadness of the friend who wcis c*omj)li- 
menting him. ‘‘Thank you, Warrington,” he said, 
‘‘thank you for your friendship to me, and — and 
what you say about me. 1 have often thought I was 
ii poet. I will be one — 1 think 1 am one, as you sa^ 
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Sj^ though the world may n*t. Is it — is it the ‘Ariadne 
iii ^^^axos ’ which you liked (I was only eighteen when 
t wrote it), or the Prize Poem ? 

Warrington burst into a roar of laughter. “ Wliy, 
you young goose,” he yelled out — “of all the misera- 
ble weak rubbish 1 ever tried, ‘ Ariadim in Naxos ’ is 
the most mawkish and disgusting. The l^rize Poem 
is so pompous and feeble, that I ’m positively sur- 
prised, sir, it didn’t get tin* medal. You don’t sup 
pose that you are a serious jxjet, do you and art* 
going to out out ^Vlilton and i^seliylus ? Ar(‘ you sta- 
ting up to b(^ a Pindar, you absurd little tom-tit, and 
faney you have the strength and junion whiedi tli<‘ 
Theban eagles bear, sailing witli sujireme dominion 
through the azure fields of air? No, my bo^, 1 
think you can write a magazine artieh‘, and turn 
out a pretty cojiy of verses ; that ’s what I think 
of you.” 

“ Py Jove!” said Pen, hounciug up and stamping 
his foot, “ 1 ’ll show you that I am a better man than 
you think for,” 

Warrington only hiuglied the more, and blew 
twenty* four puffs rapidly out of his -pijie by way of 
reply to IVn. 

• 

An opportunity for showing his skill presented it- 
self before very long. That eminent publisher, Mr. 
Bacon (formerly Bacon and Bungay) of Paternoster 
Row, besides being the projirietor of the “ Legal Re- 
view,” in wdiu'h Mr. Warrington W'rote, and of other 
jieriodieals of note and gravity, used to present to the 
world ev(*ry year a beautiful gilt volume called the 
“ Spring Annual,” edited by the Lady Violet Lebas, and 
numbering amongst its contributors not only the most 
eminent, but the most fashitmable, poets of our time. 
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Young Lord Dodoes poems first appeared in this mis 
cellany* — the Honorable Percy Popjoy, whose chival- 
rous ballads have obtained him such a reputation — 
Jiedwin Sands’s Eastern Ghazuls, and many mote of 
the works of our young nobles were first given to tlie 
world in the Spring Annual,” which has since slumnl 
the fate of other vernal blossoms, and perished out of 
the world. The book was daintily illustrated with 
]>icture8 of reigning beauties, or other prints of a 
tender and voluptuous character ; and, as these ])late8 
were pre})ared long beforehand, requiring ni\n’li time 
in engraving, it was the einiii6*nt })oets who had to 
write to the xdates, and not the painters who illus- 
trated tli(^ poems. 

One day, just when this volume was on the eve of 
publication, it chanced that Mr. Warrington called in 
Paternoster Row to talk with Mr. Hack, Mr. Bacon’s 
reader and general manager of })ul)lications — for Mr. 
Bacon, not having the h*ast taste in poetry or in litera- 
ture of any kind, wisely employed the services of a 
professional genthunan. Warrington, then, going into 
Mr. Hack's room on business of his own, found that 
genth man with a bundle of proof plates and sliects 
of the “Spring Annual” before him, and glanced at 
some of tlnun. 

Per(‘y Popjoy had written some verses to illustrate 
one of the pictures, which was called The Clhundi 
Porch. A Spanish damsel was liastening to (diundi 
with a large prayer-book ; a youtli in a (doak was hid- 
den in a niche watching this young woman. The pic- 
ture was pretty : but the great genius of Percy Pof)joy 
had deserted him, for he had made the most cxecra* 
bio verses which ever were perpetrated by a young 
nobleman. 
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Warrington burst out laughing as he read the poem : 
and Mr, Haek laughed too, but with rather a rueful 
face. — “It won’t do,” he said, “the public won’t stand 
it. Bungay’s peojde are going to bring out a verv 
good book, and have set up Miss Bunion against Lady 
Violet. We have most titles to be sure — but tlu* 
verses are too bad. Lady Violet herself owns it; 
she ’s busy with her own poem ; what ’s to be doin* 
We can’t lose the plate. The governor gave sixty 
pounds for it!” « 

“I know a fellow who will do some verses, I 
think,” said Warrington. “Let me take the plate 
home in my ])ocket: and send to my chambers in 
the morning for the verses. You’ll pay well, of 
course ? ” 

“Of course,” said Mr. Hack; and Warrington, hav- 
ing dcspatcdied liis own business, went home to Mr. 
Ten, platt* in hand. 

“ Now, boy, hen' ’s a chance for you. Turn me off 
a co])y of verses to this.” 

“What’s this? A Ohureh Porcli — a lady enter- 
ing it, and a youth out of a wine-shop window ogling 
her. — What the deuce am I to do with it ? ” 

“ Try,” said Warrington. “ Earn your livelihood 
for one(», you wlio long so to do it.” , 

“Well, I will try," said Pen. ^ 

“ And T dl go out to dinner,” said Warrington, and 
left Mr. l*en in a brown study. 

When Warrington came home that night, at a very 
late hour, the verses were done. “ There they are,” 
said Pen. “ I Ve screwed ’em out at last. I think 
they ’ll do.” 

“ I think they will,” said Warrington, after reading 
them j they ran as follows ; — 
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THE CHURCH PORCa 

Although I enter not, 

Yet round about the spot 
Sometimes I hover, 

And at the sacred gate^ 

With longing eyes I wait 
Expectant of her. 

The Minster bell tolls out 
Above tAe city’s rout 

And noise and humming : 

. They ’ve stopp’d the chiming bell, 

I hear the organ’s swell — 

She ’s coming, she *s coming ! 

My lady comes at last, 

Timid and stepping fast. 

And liustening hither. 

With modest eyes downcast 
She comes — she ’s here — she ’s past 
May Heaven go with her! 

Kne(*l undislurb’d, fair saint, 

Pour out your praise or jilaint 
Meekly and duly. 

I will not enter there, 

To sully your pure prayer 
With thoughts unruly. 

But suffer me to pace 
Round the forbidden place. 

Lingering a minute, 

Like outcast spirits, who wait 
And see through heaven’s gate 
Angels within it. . 

Have you got any more, young fellow ? asked 
Warrington. We must make them give you a couple 
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of guineas a page 5 and if the verses are liked, why, 
you ’ll get an entrie into Bacon’s magazines, and may 
turn a decent penny.” 

Pen examined his portfolio and found another 
ballad which he thought might figure with advantagt' 
in the “ Spring Annual,” and consigning these two 
precious documents to Warrington, the pair walked 
from the Temple, to the famous haunt of the Must^s 
and their masters, l*aternoster Row. Bacon’s slio[> 
was an ancient low-browed building, frith a few of the 
books published by the firm displayed in the windows, 
under a bust of my Lord of Verulam, and the name of 
Mr. Bacon in l)rass on the private door. Exactly oj)- 
posite to Bacon’s lioust? was that of Mr. Bullga^, 
whhih was newly paint(;d and elaborately decorated in 
the style of the seventeenth century, so that you 
might have fancied stately Mr. Evidyn passing over 
the threshold, or curious Mr. Pepys examining the 
books in the window. Warrington went into the shop 
of Mr. Ihicon, but Ih'ii stayed without. It was agreed 
that his ambassador should act for him entirely ; and 
the young fellow packed up and down the street in a 
very nervous condition, until he should learn the re- 
sult of tlie lU'gotijition. Many a poor devil before him 
has troddem those flags, with similar cares and anxie- 
ties at his heels, his bread and his fame dei)en(lt*at 
Upon tlie sentence of his magnanimous patrons of the 
Row. l*en looked at all the wonders of all the shops ; 
and the strange variety of literature which they ex- 
liibit. In this were displayed black-letter volumes 
and l)Ooks in the clear pale types of Aldus and Elfevir • 
in the next, you might see the “ Penny Horrific 
Register;” the **Halfj)enny Annals of Crime,” and 
^‘flistor}' of the most celebrated Murderers of all 
Countries,” “ The Raff’s Magazine,” “ The Larky 
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Swell,” and other publications of the penny press; 
whilst at the next window, portraits of ill-favored in* 
dividaals, with fac-similes of the venerated signatures 
of the Eeverend Grimes Wapshot, the Reverend Elias 
Howie, and the w’’orks wTitten and the sermons 
]>reaoljed by them, showed the British Dissenter 
w here he could find mental pebulum. Hard by would 
be a little casement liung with emblems, witli medals 
aii<l rosaries, with little paltry prints of saints gilt and 
jyninted, und bopks of controversial theology, by which 
the faithful of^he Roman opinion might It^arn a short 
way to deal with Protestants, at a jxmny apiece, or 
ninepence the dozen for distribution ; whilst in the 
very next wdndow you might see “ Come out of Rome,” 
a sermon preaelied at the opening of the Shejdierd’s 
Bush Coll(‘g(*, by J(»hu Thomas, Lord Bisho]) of Ealing. 
Scarce an opinion but has its exjjositor and its place of 
exhibition in this peaotdul old Patcnnoster Row, under 
the toll of the bells of Saint Paul. 

Pen lookrxl in at all the windows and shojis, as a 
g(»ntl(*man, tvho is g<iing to have an interview with 
the dentist, examines tlie books on the waiting-room 
tiible. H<? remembenid them afterwards. It seem<^d 
to him that Warrington would m^ver eome out; and 
indetxl the latter was engaged for some tiilie in plead- 
iifg his friend's cause. 

Pen’s natural coiuxdt would have swollen im- 
mensely if he could but have heard the r(‘[)ort whieli 
Warrington gave of liim. It happened that Mr. 
Jhieon himself had occasion to (h*s(*end to Mr. Hiiek’s 
rocun whilst Warrington was talking then‘, and War- 
rington, knowing Bacon’s w’^eaknesses, acted ujion 
them w'ith great adroitne.ss in his friend’s behalf. 
In the first place, he put on his hat to speak to Bimon, 
and addressed him from the table on which he seat(‘d 
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himself. Bacon liked to be treated with rudeness by 
a gentleman, and used to pass it on to his inferiors 
as boys pass the mark. “ What ! not know Mr. Pen- 
dermis, Mr. Bacon'.'” Warrington said. ‘^You can’t 
live much in the world, or you would know him. A 
man of property in the West, of one of the mo^t 
ancient families in England, related to half the n(» 
bility in the em])ire — he ’s cousin to Lord Fontypcx;] 
— he was one of the Jiiost distinguished men at Ox- 
bridge; he dines at Gaunt House every week.” 

Law bless me, you don’t say so‘* sir. Well — 
really — Law bless me now,” said Mr. Bacon. 

I have just been showing Mr. Hack some of his 
vers(»s, which he sat up last night, at my request, to 
write; and Hac^k talks about giving him a copy of 
the book — the wliat-d’-you-call-’em.” 

“ Law bless me now, does he ? The wliat-d'-you- 
oall-’em. ln(h‘(*d ! ” 

‘^The ‘Spring Annual’ is its name, — as payment 
for these verses. You don’t su[)pose that such a man 
as Mr. Artliur Pendennis gives up a dinner at Gaunt 
Hous(* for nothing ? You know, as well as anybody, 
that the men of fashion want to be paid.” 

“ That they do, Mr. Warrington, sir,” said the 
publisher. 

“ 1 tell you he 's a star ; he ’ll make a name, sit. 
Ht‘ ’s a nt*w man, sir.” 

“ Th(‘ v ’ve said that of so many of those young 
swells, Mr. Warrington,” tlie iiublisher interposed, 
with a sigh. “ There was Ijovd Viscount Dodo, now ; 
I gave lus Lordship a good bit of money for his 
pt)ems, an<l only sold eighty copies. Mr. Popjoy’s 
Iladgiueourt, sir, fell dead.” 

“ Well, tlnui, 1 ’ll take my man over to Bungay,” 
Warrington said, and rose from the table. This 
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threat was too much for Mr. •Bacon, who was im 
stantly ready to accede to any reasonable proposal of 
Mr. Warrington’s, and finally asked his manager what 
those proposals were ? When he heard that tlie ne- 
gotiation only related as yet to a couple of ballads, 
which Mr. Warrington offered for the “Spring An* 
niial,” Mr. Bacon said, “La i bless you, give him a 
check directly;” and with this ])aper Warrington 
went out to liis friend, and placed it, grinning, in 
Pen's hands. ^Pen was as elated as if scnneliody had 
left him a fortune. He offered Warrington a dinner 
at Richmond instantly. “What should he go and 
buy for Laura and his mother ? He must buy some- 
thing for them.” 

“ They ’ll like the book better than anything else,” 
said Warrington, “ wdth the young one’s name to the 
vers<^*s, printed among the swells.” 

“ Thank God ! thank God ! ” cried Arthur, “ I 
need n’t be a charge uiion the old mother. I can pay 
oft* Laura now. I can get my own living. I can 
make my own w'ay.” 

“ T can marry the grand vizier’s daughter : I can 
purchase a house in Belgrave S(juare ; 1 can build a 
fine castle in the air;” said Warrington, jdeased 
with the other’s exultation. “ Well, you may get 
bread and cheese, Pen : and I own it tastes well, the 
bread which you earn yourself.” 

They had a magnum of claret at dinner at the club 
that day, at Pen’s charges. It w'iis long since Ikj had 
indulged in such a luxury, but Warrington would 
not balk him : and they drank together to th(*. health 
of the “Spring Annual.” 

It never rains but it pours, according to the prov- 
erb; so very speedily another chance occurred, by 
which Mr, Pen was to be helped in his scheme of 
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making a livelihood. • Warrington one day threw him 
a letter across the table, which was brought by a 
printer’s boy, “ from Captain Shaiidon, sir ” — the 
little emissary said: and then went and fell aeleep 
on his accustomed bench in the passage. He paid 
many a subsequent visit there, and brought many a 
message to Pen. 

“ F. P. Tuesday Morning. 

“My dear Sir, — Bungay will he here to-day, about tlie 
‘Pall Mall Gazette.’ You would be the very luaii to hel[» m 
with a genuine West-end article, — you uiider>tand*— dashing, 
trenchant, and d — aristocratic. Lady Hipdiaw will wntc. 
but she’s not imich, you know, and we’ve two lords ; but the 
less they do the better. We must have you. We ’ll give you 
your own terms, and we ’ll make a hit with the ‘ Gazette.’ 

“ Shall B. come and see you, or can you look in upon me 
here 1 

“ Ever yours, C. S.” 

‘‘Some more ojiposition,” AVarrington said, when 
Pen had read the note. “ Bungay and Bacon are at 
dagger.s drawn ; (*acli married the sister of the otiun’, 
and they were for some time the closest friends and 
partners. Hack says it was Mrs. Bungay wlio caus(*(l 
all the luischiid* between the two ; wluu-tnis Shandon, 
who reads for Bungay a good deal, says Mrs. Bacon 
did the business; but I don’t know wliieh is right, 
Peaebiiin or Lockit. Since tli(*y have separated, it is 
a furious war between the two publivslnu-s ; and in) 
sooner does one bring Qut a book of travels, or poeftis, 
a magazine or periodical, (piarterly, or monthly, or 
weekly, or annual, but the rival is in the field with 
something similar. I liave heard poor Shandon tell 
with great glee how he made Bungay give a grand 
dinner at Blackwall to all his writers, by saying that 
Bacon had invited his corps to an entertainment at 
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Greenwich. When Bungay engaged your celebrated 
friend Mr. Wagg to edit the ‘Londoner/ Bacon 
straightway rushed off and secured Mr. Grindle to 
give his name to tbe ‘ Westminster Magazine.’ When 
BiiCon brought out his comic Irish novel of ‘ Barney 
Brallaghan/ off went Bungay to Dublin, and produced 
his rollicking Hibernian st^ry of ‘ L(»oney Mac Twol- 
ter.’ When Doctor Hicks brought out his ‘ Wanthu' 
ings in Mesopotamia ’ under Ikwion’s aus])ices, Bungay 
produced Professor Sadinian’s ‘ Researches in Za- 
liara ; ’ and Bungay is publishing his ‘ Pall Mall 
Gazette ’ as a counterpoise to Bacon’s * Whitehall 
Review.’ Let us go and hear about the ‘ Gazette.* 
Tliere may be a place for you in it, Pen, my boy. We 
will go and see Shandon. We are sure to find him at 
home.” 

“ Where does he live ? ” asked Pen. 

“In the Fleet Prison,” Warrington said. “And 
v(*ry much at home he is there, too. He is the king 
of the place.” 

Pen had never seen this scene of London life, and 
walked with no small interest in at the grim gate of 
that dismal edifice. They went through the ante- 
room, wlu.u’e the officers and janitors of the place w^ere 
seated, and passing in at the wicket, entered the 
])rison. The noise and the crowd, the liffj and the 
shouting, the shabby bustle of the place, struck and 
excited Pen. People moved about ci‘asele8sly and 
restless, like caged animals in a menagerie. Men 
W(ire playing at fives. Otliers pacnng and tramping : 
this one in colkxpiy with his lawyer in dingy black 
— that one walking sadly, with his wife by his side, 
and a child on his arm. Some were arrayed in tat- 
tered dressing-gowns, and had a look of rakish fashion. 
Everybody seemed to be busy, humming, and on the 
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more. Psen felt as if he choked in the place, and as 
if the door being looked upon him they never would 
let him out. 

They went through a court up a stone staircase, and 
through passages full of people, and noise, and cross 
lights, and black doors clapping and banging; — Pen 
feeling as one does in a feverish morning-dream. At 
last the same little runner who had brought Shandon’s 
note, and had followed them down Fleet Street munch- 
ing apples, and who showed the way to Jbhe two gen- 
tlemen through the prison, said, “ This is the daptain’s 
door,” and Mr. Shandon’s voice from within bade them 
enter. 

The room, though bare, was not uncheerful. The 
sun was shining in at the window — near which sat 
a lady at work, who had be.en gay and beautiful once, 
but in whose faded face kindness and tenderness still 
beamed. Through all his errors and reckless mishaps 
and misfortunes, this faithful creature adored her 
husband, and thought him the best and cleverest, as 
indeed he w;is one of the kindest of men. Nothing 
ever seemed to disturb the sweetness of his temper ; 
not debts ; not duns : not misery : not the bottle ; not 
his wife’s unhaj)i)y position, or his children’s ruined 
chances. He was perfectly fond of wife and children 
after his fashion : he always had the kindest words* 
and smiles for them, and ruined them with the utmost 
sweetness of ttnnper. He never ccmld refuse himself 
or any man any enjoyment which his money could 
purcliase ; he would share his last guini*a with Jack 
and Tom, and we may be sure he had a score of such 
retainers. He would sign his name at the back of 
any man’s bill, and never pay any debt of his own. 
He would write on any side, and attack himself or 
anotluT man with e(pial indifference. He w'as one of 
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the wittiest, the most amiable, and the most incor- 
rigible of Irishmen. Nobody could help liking Char- 
ley Shandon who saw him once, and those whom he 
ruined could scarcely be angry with him. 

When Pen and Warrington arrived, the Captain 
(he had been in an Irish militia regiment once, and 
the title remained with hiiny was sitting on his bed in 
a torn dressing-gown, with a desk on his knees, at 
which he was scribbling as fast as his rapid pen could 
write, ^lip ^fter slip of paper fell off the desk wet 
on to the ground. A picture of his children was 
hung up over his bed, and the youngest of them was 
pattering about the room. 

Opposite tlie Captain sat Mr. Bungay, a portly man 
of stolid countenance, with whom the little child had 
l)een trying a conversation. 

‘‘Papa^s a very clever man,^^ said she; mamma 
says so.'^ 

“ Oh, very,^^ said Mr. Bungay. 

“ And you ’re a very rich man, Mr. Bundy,” cried 
the cliild, who could liardly speak plain. 

‘‘Mary said Mamma, from lier work. 

“Oh, never mind,” Bungay roared out with a great 
laugh ; “ no harm in saying I bn rich — he, he — I am 
pretty w(dl off, iny little dear.” 

“ If YOU ’re rich, why don’t you take papa out of 
piz’n ? ” asked the (iliild. 

Mamma at this began to wipe her eyes with the 
work on which she was employed. (The ])oor lady 
had hung curtains up in the room, had brought the 
children’s picture and pla(^ed it then*, and had made 
one oi* two attempts to ornament it.) Mamma began 
to cry ; Mr. Bungay turned red, and looked fiercely 
out of his bloodshot little eyes ; Shandon’s jien went 
on, and Pen and Warrington arriv<*d with their knock 
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Captain Shandon looked up from his work. ^^How 
do you do, Mr. Warrington he said, speak 

to you in a minute. Please sit down, gentlemen, if 
you can find places,” and away went the pen again. 

Warrington pulled forward an old portmanteau — 
the only available seat — and sat down on it with a 
bow to Mrs. Shandon, and a nod to Bungay ; the child 
came and looked at Pen solemnly ; and in a couple of 
minutes the swift scribbling ceased; and Shandon, 
turning the desk over on the bed, stoopf^d and picked 
up the papers. 

** I think this will do,” said he. “ It ’s the 
prospectus for the. ' Pall Mall Gazette.’ ” 

“ And here ’s the money for it,” Mr. Bungay said, 
laying down a five-x)Ound note. I ’m as good as 
word, I am. When T say I ’ll pay, I pay.” 

Faith that ’s more than some of us can say,” said 
Shandon, and he eagerly clapped the note into his 
pocket. 



CHAPTER VII. 


WHICH IS PASSKD IN THE NEIGHBORHOOli OP 
LUDGATE HILL. 

• 

OuK imprisoned Captain announced, in smart and 
emphatic language in his i»rosjH‘ctus, that the time 
had comi' at last wlien it was necossary for tlie gen- 
tleimm of England to band together in defence of 
their common rights, and their glorious order, men- 
aciMl on all sich's by foreign revolutions, by intestine 
radi(’nliHm, b;v the artful (‘slumnii s of mill-owners ami 
cotton-lords, and the stupid hostility of the masses 
whom they gulled am^ led. ‘^The anehmt mouaiHiliy 
was insulted,” tlie Captain said, ‘Miy a ferocious re- 
publican rabbh‘. The Church was des(‘rted by envi- 
ous diss(Mit, and umlermined l^y stealthy infidelity. 
The good institutions, whi(‘h had made our country 
glorious, and the name of English Gentlemen the 
proudest in the world, were left without (hdeiice^, and 
exposed to assault and contumely from men to whom 
no sanctuary was sacinnl, for they IndK'ved in iiotliing 
holy ; no history venerable, for they wme; too igno- 
rant to have heard of the jiast ; and no law was bind- 
ing wliicdi tliey were strong enough to bn^ak, when 
tlieir leaders gave the signal for pluiidei'. It was lie- 
cause the kings of France mistrusted their gentle- 
men,” Mr, Shandou remarked, ‘‘ that the monarchy of 
Saint Louis went down : it was bei^ause the people of 
England still believed in their gentlemen, that this 





country encountered and overcame the greatest en 
emy a nation ever met: it was because we were 
headed by gentlemen that the Eagles retreated before 
us from the Douro to the GaroimC : it was a gentle- 
man who broke the line at Trafalgar, and swept the 
plain of Waterloo.” 

Bungay nodded his head in a knowing manner, and 
winked his eyes when the Captain came to the Water- 
loo passage • and Warrington burst out laughing. 

You see how our venerable friend^ Bungay is af- 
fected,” Shandon said, slyly looking up from his 
papers — “ that ’s your true sort of test. I have used 
the Duke of Wellington and the battle of Waterloo a 
hundred times :• and I never knew the Duke to fail.”' 

The Ca])taiu then went on to confess, with much 
candor, that up to the present time the gentlemen of 
England, confident of tlndr right, and careless of 
those who questioned it, had left the political interest 
of their order as they did the managcnnent of their 
estates, or the settlement of their legal affairs, to per- 
sons affected to each peculiar s(‘rvie(‘, and had jier- 
initted their interests to be r(‘preseni(*(l in the press 
by professional })roctors and advocates. That time 
Shandon jirofessed to eonsidtn- was now gone by;' the 
gentlemen of England must lie tludr <»wn champions : 
the declared em*nii<\s of their order were bravle, 
strong, numerous, and uncompromising. Tln^'y must 
meet their foes in the fudd : th(*y must not be be- 
lied and misrepresented by idreling advocates : they 
must not have Crub Street publishing Gazettes 
from Whitehall; “that’s a dig»^ at Bacon’s i>eople, 
Mr. Bungay,” said Shandon, turning round to the 
publisher. 

Bungay clapjied his stick on the floor. Hang 
him, pitch into him, Capting,''* he said with exulta- 
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lion: and turning to Warrington, wagged his dull 
head more vehemently than ever, and said, For a 
slashing article, sir, there 's nobody like the Capting 
— no-obody like him.” 

The prospectus-writer went on to say that some 
gentlemen, whose names were, for obvious reasons, 
not brought before the public (at which Mr. Warring- 
ton began to laugh again), had determined to bring 
forward a journal, of which the principles were so 
and so. “ These men are proud of their order, and 
anxious to upfiold it,” cried out Captiiin Shandon, 
flourisliing his paper with a grin. ** They are loyal 
to their sovereign, by faithful conviction and ances- 
tral allegiance ; they love their Church, where they 
would have their children worship, and for which 
tluur forefathers bled ; they love their country, and 
would*kcep it what the gentlemen of England — yes, 
the gentlemen of England (we ’ll have that in large 
caps., Bungay, my boy) have made it — the greatest 
aiul freest in the world : and as the names of some of 
them are appended to the deed which secured our lib- 
erties at Runnyinede — ” 

What ’s that ? ” asked Mr. Bungay. 

“An ancestor of mine sealed it with his sword 
hilt,” Pen said, with great gravity. 

It ’s the Habeas Corpus, Mr. Bungay,” Warring- 
ton said, on which the publisher answered, “All 
right, I dare say,” and yawned, though he said, “ Go 
on, Capting.” 

— “ at Runnyinede ; they are ready to defend that 
freedom to-day with sword and pen, and now, as then, 
to rally round the old laws arul lil)ei*tie.s of England.” 

“Brayvo!” cried Warrington. The little child 
stood wondering ; the latly was working silently, and 
looking with fond adxniratioih ‘‘Come here, littlo 
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Mary/^ said W&rriiigton, and patted the child’s fail 
curls with his large hand. But she shrank back from 
his rough caress, and preferred to go and take refuge 
at Pen’s knee, and play with his fine watch-chain : 
and Pen was very much ^pleased that she came to 
him ; for he was very soft-hearted and simjde, though 
he concealed his gentleness under a shy and pompous 
demeanor. So she clambered up on his lap, whilst 
her father continued to read his programme. 

‘^You were laughing,” the Captain said to War- 
*Jrington, “ about ‘ the obvious reasons ’ which I 
mentioned. Now, I ’ll show ye what they are, ye 
unbelieving heathen. < We have said,’ ” he went on, 

^ that we cannot give the names of the parties en- 
gaged in this undertaking, and that there were obvi- 
ous reasons for that concealment. We number 
influential friends in both Houses of the Seijate, and 
have secured allies in every diplomatic circle in 
Europe. Our sources of intelligence are such as 
cannot, by any possibility, be . made public — and, 
indeed, such as no other London or European journal 
could, by any chance, acquire. But this we are free 
to say, that the very earliest information connected 
with the movement of English and Continental poll* 
tics, will be found only in the columns of the Pall 
Mall Gazette.” The Statesman and the Capitalftst, 
the Country Gentleman, and the Divine, will be 
amongst our readers, because our writers are amongst 
them. We address ourselves to the higher circles of 
society : we care not to disown it — the “Pall Mall 
Gazette ” is written by gentlemen for gentlemen ; its 
conductors speak to the* classes in which they live and 
wer<^. l)orn. The field*preacher has his journal, the rad- 
ical free-thinker has his journal : why should the Gen- 
tlemen of England be unrepresented in the Press ? ’ ” 





Ux. Bbandon then went on wj|h much modesty to 
descant upon the literary and fashionable depart 
inents of the Pall Mall Gazette,” which \7ere to be 
conducted by gentlemen of acknowledged reputation ; 
men famous at the Universities (at which Mr. Pen- 
dennis could scarcely help laughing and blushing), 
known at the Clubs and of the Society which they 
described. He pointed out delicately to advertisei*8 
that there would be no such medium as the “ Pall Mall 
Gazette ” for giving publicity to their sales ; and he 
eloquently calftd upon the nobility of England, the 
Ijaronetage of England, the revered clergy of England, 
the bar of England, the matrons, the daughters, the 
homes and hearths of England, to rally round the 
good old cause ; and Bungay at the conclusion of 
the reading woke up from a second snooze in which 
ho had indulged himself, and again said it was all 
right. 

The reading of the prosjiectus concduded, the gen- 
tlemen present entered into some details regarding 
the political and literary management of the paper, 
and Mr. Bungay sat by listening and nodding his 
head, as if he understood what was the subject of 
their conversation, and approved of their opinions. 
Bungay’s opinions, in truth, were pretty simple. He 
t]:Pought the Captain could write the best smashing 
article in England. He wanted the opposition house 
of Bacon smashed, and it was his opinion that the 
Captain could do that business. If the Captain had 
written a letter of Junius on a sheet of paper, or 
copied a part of the Church Catechism, Mr. Bungay 
would have lieen perfectly contented, and have con- 
sidered that the article was a smashing article. And 
he pocketed the papers with the greatest satisfaction ; 
and he not only paid for the MS., as we have seen, 



bat he called Mary to and gave her a 
penay as he went away. 

The reading of the manuscript over, the party en- 
gaged in general conversation, Shandon leading with 
a jaunty fashionable air in compliment to the two 
guests who sat with him, and who, by their appear- 
ance and manner, he presumed to be persons of the 
heau monde. He knew very little indeed of the great 
world, but he had seen it, and made the most of what 
he had seen. He spoke of the characters of the day, 
and great personages of the fashion, with easy famil- 
iarity and jocular allusions, as if it was his habit to 
live amongst them. He told anecdotes of their 2>ri- 
vate life, and of conversations he had had, and enter- 
tainments at whicJi he had been present, and at which 
such and such a thing occurred. Fen was amused to 
hear the shabby prisoner in a tattered dressing-gown 
talking glibly about the great of the land. Mrs. 
Shandon was always delighted when her husband 
told these tales, and believed in them fondly every 
one. She did not want to mingle in the fashionable 
world herself, she was not clever enough; but the 
great Society was the very place for her Charles : he 
shone in it : he was respected in it. Indeed, Shandon 
had once been asked to dinner by the Earl of X ; - his 
wife treasured the invitation-card in her work-box “at 
that very day. 

Mi; Bungay presently had enough of this talk and 
got up to take leave, whereupon Warrington and Pen 
rose to depart with the publisher, though the latter 
would have liked to stay to make a further ae* 
quaintauce with this family, who interested him and 
touched him. He said something about hoping for 
permission to repeat his visit, upon which Shan- 
don, with a rueful grin, said be was always to be 



found at home, and shotLld be dKighted to see Kr 

Pennington. 

see you to my park-gate, gentlemen,^' said 
Captain Sliandon, seizing his hat, in spite of a dep- 
recatory look, and a faint cry of ‘^Charles” from 
Mrs. Shandon. And the Captain, in shabby slip|)ers, 
shuffled out before his guests, leading the way through 
the dismal passages of the prison. His hand was al- 
ready fiddling with his waistcoat pocket, where Bun- 
gay^s five-j)oun^ note was, as he took leave of the 
three gentlemen at the wicket ; one of them, Mr. 
Arthur Pendennis, being greiitly relieved wIkui he 
was out of the horrid place, and again freely tread- 
ing the flags of Farringdon Street. 

Mrs. Sliandon sadly went on with her work at the 
window looking into the com*t.' She saw Shandon 
with a couple of men at his heels run rajiidly in the 
direction of tlie prison tavern. She had hofjed to 
have had him to diniuM* herself that day : thcu-e was 
a piece of meat, and some salad in a basin, on the 
ledge outside of the window of their morn, which she 
had expei'ted tliai she and little Mary weri^ to share 
with the child’s father. But there was no (diauc.e of 
that now. He would be in that taviuai until the 
hojiTs for closing it ; tlien lit* would go and play at 
cards or drink in sonu* other mairs room, ami come 
back silent, with glazed ey<*s, reeling a litth* in Ids 
walk, that his wife might iiurM* him. Oh, what va- 
rieties of pain do we not makt* t»ur womt*n sulf(*r! 

So Mrs. Shandon went to the cu])board, and, in lieu 
of a dinner, ni id<* hers«*lf stniie tea. And in those 
varieties of pain of which we spoke anoii, what a part 
of (‘onfidant * h is that jioor tea]M)t ])lay(*d (*ver sinee 
the kindly [daiit was introducctl among us ! What 
myriads of women have cried ovtu* it, to Ik* sun*' 
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What sick-beds ft%as smoked byi What feveiej 
lips have received refreshment from out of it I Nature 
m^ant very gently by women when she made that 
tea*plant. With a little thought what a series of 
pictures and groups the fancy may conjure up and 
assemble round the teapot and cup. Melissa and 
Saccharissa are talking love secrets over it. Poor 
Polly has it and lior lover’s letters upon the table; 
his letters who was her lover yesterday, and when it 
was with pleasure, not despair, she ^3pt over them. 
Mary comes tripping noiselessly into her mother’s 
bedroom, bearing a cup of the consoler to the widow 
who will take no other food. Ruth is *busy concoet- 
ing it for her husband, who is coming home from the 
harvest field — one could fill a page with hints for 
such pictures ; — finally, Mrs. Shandon and little 
Mary sit down and drink their tea together, while 
the Captain goes out and takes his pleasure. She 
cares for nothing else but that, when her husband is 
away. 

A gentleman with whom we are already slightly 
accpiainted, Mr. Jack Fmucane, A townsman of Ca})- 
taiu Shandon’s, found the Captain’s wife and little 
Mary (for whom Jack always brought a sweetmeat 
in his pocket) over this meal. Jack thought Shan- 
don the greatest of created geniuses, had had one or 
two helps from the good-natured prodigal, who had 
always a kind word, and sometimes a guinea for any 
friend in need ; and never missed a day in y ing his 
patron. He was ready to run Shandon ’s errands ainl 
transact his money-business with publishers and news- 
paper editors, duns, creditors, holders of Shandon’s 
acceptances, gentlemen disposed to speculate in those 
securities, and to transact the thousand little affairs 
of an embarrassed Irish gentleman. I never knew an 
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embarrasi^d Irisb gentleman ye^bnt he had an aidfa 
decamp of his owrn nation, likewise in circumstances 
of pecuniary discomfort. That aide^e<amp lias Sub- 
ordinates of his own, who again may have other in- 
solvent dependants — all* through his life our Captain 
marched at the head of a ragg d staff, who shared in 
the rough fortunes of their chieftain. 

He won^t have that five-pound note very long, I 
bet a guinea,” Mr. Bungay said of the Captain, as he 
and his two ooi^panions walked away from the j)rison ; 
and the publisher judged rightly, for when Mrs. Shan* 
don came to empty her husbaiuFs pockets, she found 
but a couple of shillings, and a few halfpence out of 
the morning’s remittance. Shaiulon had given a pound 
to one follower; had sent a leg of mutton and pota- 
toes and beer to an acquaintance in the poor side of 
the prison ; had paid an outstamiing bill at the tavern 
where he bad changed his five-pound note ; had had a 
dinner with two friends there, to whom he lost sundry 
hdf-crowns at cards afterwards; so that the night left 
him as poor as tlie morning had bmnd Jiim. 

The publisher and tlie two gentlemen had had some 
talk together after quitting Sliandon, and Warrington 
reiterated to Bungay what lie had said to his rival, 
Bfjdon, viz., that Ben was a liigh fellow, of great 
genius, j^nd what was more, well with the great world, 
and related to no end ” of the peerage. Bungay re- 
plied that he should be happy to have* dealings with 
Mr. Pegjennis, and hoped to have the pleasure of see- 
ing l)otn gents to cut mutton with him before long, 
and so, with mutual politeness and protestations, they 
parted. 


“It is hard to see such a man as Shan don,” Pen 
said, mu.sing, and talking that night over the sight 
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whioli he had witiifessed, “of accomplishments so 
multifarious, and of such an undoubted talent and 
humor, an inmate of a jail, for half his time, and a 
bookseller’s hanger-on when out of prison.” 

“ I am a bookseller’s hangftr-on — you are going to 
*try your paces as a hack,” Warrington said with a 
laugh. “ We are all hacks upon some road or other. 
I would rather be myself, than Paley our neighbor in 
chambers : who has as much enjoyment of his life as 
a mole. A deuced deal of undeserved pompassion has 
been thrown away upon what you call your bookseller’s 
drudge.” 

“ Much solitary pipes and ale make a cynic of you,” 
Pen said. “ You are a Diogenes by a beer-barrel, 
Warrington. No man shall tell me that a mart of 
genius, as Shandon is, ought to be driven by such a 
vulgar slave-driver as yonder Mr. Bungay, whom we 
have just left, who fattens on the profits of the other’s 
brains, and enriches himself out of his journeyman’s 
labor. It makes me indignant to see a gentleman the 
serf of such a creature as that, of a man who can’t 
speak tile language that he lives by, who is not fit to 
black Shandon’s InKits.” 

** So you have begun already to gird at the pub- 
lishers, and to tJike your side amongst our order. 
Bnivo, I’en, my boy ! ” Warrington answered, laugh- 
ing still. ** What have you got to say agaii'ist Bun- 
gay’s relations with Shandon? Was it the publisher, 
think you, who sent the author to prison ? la it Bun- 
gay who is ti])pling away the five-jxumd noli which 
W'e saw just now, or Shandon ? ” 

** Misfortune drives a man into liad company,” Pen 
said. is easy to cry ‘Fie! ’ against a ]K>or fellow 
who has no soedety but suc*h as he finds in a ]>rison ; 
and no resour<*e except forgetfulness and the bottle. 
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We must deal kindly with the ecotatricities of genius, 
and remember that the very ardor and enthusiasm of 
teiui>erament which^makes author delightful often 
leads the man astray.” 

A fiddlestick about men of genius ! ” Warrington 
t*ned out, who was a very sevei*e moralist upon some 
[joints, though possibly a very bad practitioner. 1 
Jeny that there are so many geniuses as people who 
whimper about the fate of men of letters asSert there 
are. There ar^ thousands of (dever fellows in the 
world who could, if they would, turn verses, write arti- 
cles, read books, and deliver a judgment upon them ; 
tlie talk of professional critics and writers is not a 
whit more brilliant, or profound, or amusing, than 
that of any other society of educated people. If a 
lawyer, or a soldier, or a parson, outruns his income, 
and does not pay his bills, he must go to jail ; and 
an author must go, too. If an author fuddles himself, 

1 don't know why he should be let olf a h(*adache tlie 
next morning, — if he orders a coat from the tailor^s, 
why he should n^t pay for it.” 

I would give him more money to buy (;oats,” said 
IVn, smiling. ‘‘I suj)pose I should lik(‘ to belong to 
a well-dressed jjrofession. I J)rot(^st against that 
wretch of a middle-man whom I see b(*twcen Crenius 
and his great landlord, the Public, and who stops 
more than half of the laborer’s earnings and fairn*.” 

“ 1 am a pro.se lal>orer,” Warrington said . “y*f>u, my 
boy, areA jx>et in a small way, and .so, I suppose, con- 
sider yoaare authorized .to be flighty. What is it you 
want? J>o you want a laxly of capitalists that shall 
lie forced to purchase the works of all authors, who 
may present themselves, manuscript in hand ? Kv(*ry- 
Ixaly who writes his ejiic, every driveller who can or 
can’t spell, and produces his novel or his tragedy, — 
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are they all to come and find'^a bag of sovereigns in 
exchange for their worthless reams of paper ? WLo 
is to settle what is good or bad, stable ,or otherwise ? 
Will you give the buyer leave, in fine, to purchase or 
not ? Why, sir, when Johnson sat behind the screen 
at Saint John’s Gate, and took his dinner apart, be- 
cause he w^as too shabby and poor to join the literary 
bigwigs who vrere regaling themselves round Mr 
Cave’s best table-cloth, the tradesman was doing him 
no wrong. You couldn’t force the ^publisher to re- 
cognize the man of genius in the young man who pre- 
sented himself before him, ragged, gaunt, and hungry. 
Rags are not a proof of genius ; whereas capital is 
absolute, as times go, and is perforce the bargain- 
master. It has a right to deal with the literary in- 
ventor as with any other ; — if I produce a novelty 
in the book trade, I must do the best I can with it j 
but 1 can no more force Mr, Murray to purchase iny 
l)ook of travels or sermons, than 1 can comjiel Mr. 
Tattersall to give me a hundred guineas for my horse. 
I may have my own ideas of the value of my Pegasus, 
and think liim the most wonderful of animals ; but 
the dealer has a right to his opinion, too, and may 
want a lady’s hor.se, or a cob for a heavy timid rider, 
or a sound hack for the road, and iny beast won’t* suit 
him.” 

“ You deal in metaphors, Warrington,” l^en said ; 
* but you rightly say that you are very prosaic. Poor 
Sliandon ! There is something about the kindness of 
that man, and the gentleness of that sweet creature 
of a wife, which touches me profoundly. I. like him, 
I am afraid, Ix^tter than a better man.” 

“ And so do I,” Warrington said. ** Let us give 
him the benefit of our sympathy, and the pity that 
is due to his weakness: though I fear that sort of 



kindness would be resented as ^ntempt hy a more 
liigh-minded man. You see he takes his consolation 
along with his misfortune, and one generates the 
other or balances it, as is the way of the world. He 
is a prisoner, but he is not unhappy.” 

‘‘His genius sings within his prison bars,” Pen 
said. 

“ Yes,” Warrington said, bitterly ; “ Shandon ac- 
commodates himself to a cage pretty well. He ought 
to be wr(*tched,^biit he has Jack and Tom to drink 
with, and that consoles him : he might have a high 
place, blit as he can’t, why he can drink with Tom 
and Jack ; — he might be providing for his wife and 
children, but Thomas and John have got a bottle of 
brandy w’hich they want him to taste ; — he might 
pay poor Snip, the tailor, the twenty pounds whiQh 
tlie poor devil wants for his landlord, but John and 
Thomas lay their hands upon his purse ; — and so he 
drinks whilst his tradesman goes to jail and his fam- 
ily to ruin. Let us pity the misfortunes of genius, 
and conspire against the publishing tyrants who 
oppress me? I of letters.” 

“What! arc you going to have another glass of 
brandy-aiid-water ? ” Pen said, with a humorous look. 
It Was at the Bacjk Kitchen that the above philo- 
sophical conversation took place between the two 
young men. 

Warrington began to laugh as usual. “ Video m&- 
liora prohoque — I mean, bring it me hot, with sugar, 
John,” he said to the waiter. 

“ I would have some more, too, only I don’t want 
it,” said Pen. “ It does not seem to me, Warrington, 
that w'e are much better than our neighbors.” And 
Warrington’s last glass having been despatched, the 
pair returned to their chambers. 
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T&ey found a couple of notes in the letter-box, on 
their return, which had been sent by their acquaint 
ance of the morning, Mr. Bungay. .That hospitable 
gentleman presented his compliments ip each of the 
gentlemen, and requested the pleasure of their com. 
pany at dinner on an early day, to meet a few literary 
friends. 

“We shall have a grand spread,” said Warrington. 
“ We shall meet all Bungay’s corps.” 

“ All except poor Sliandon,” said Pen, nodding a 
good-night to his friend, and he weVit into his own 
little room. The events and acquaintances of the 
day had excited him a good deal, and he lay for some 
time awake thinking over them, as Warrington’s vigor- 
ous and regular snore from the neighboring apart- 
ment pronounced that that gentleman was engaged 
in deep slumber. 

Is it true, thought Pendennis, lying on his bed and 
gazing at a bright moon without, that lighted up a 
corner of his dressing-table, and the frame of a little 
sket(?h of Fairoaks drawn by Laura* that hung over 
his drawers — is it true that I am going to earti my 
bread at last, and with my i)en ? that I shall im- 
poverish the dear mother no longer; and that I^inay 
gain a name and reputation in the world, perhaps? 
These are welcome if they come, thought the young 
visionary, laughing and blushing to himself, though 
alone and in the night, as he thought how dearly In* 
would relish hoqor and fame if they could be his. 1 1 
fortune favors me, 1 laud her ; if she frowns, I resign 
her. I pray Heaven I may be honest if I fail, or if 1 
succeed. I pray Heaven I may tell the truth as far 
as I know it : that I may n’t swerve from it througb 
flattery, or interest, or personal enmity, or party preju 
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dice. Dearest old mother, what a pride will you have, 
if I can do anything worthy of our name ! and you, 
Laura, you won’t scorn me as the worthless idler 
and spendthrift, when you see that I — when I have 
acliieved a — psha ! what an Alnaschar 1 am because I 
have made live pounds by my poems, and am engaged 
to write half a dozen articles for a newspaper. He 
went on with these musings, more happy and hopeful, 
and in a humbler frame of mind, than he had felt to 
be for many a dgiy. He thought over the errors and 
idleness, the passions, extravagances, disai)pointnients, 
of his wayward youth : he got up from the bed ; 
threw open the window, and looked out into the night : 
and then, by some impulse, which we hope was a 
good one, he went up and kissed the picture of Fair- 
oaks, and flinging himself down on his knees by the 
bed, remained for some time in that posture of hope 
and submission. When he rose, it wa.S with stream- 
ing eyes. He had found himself repeating, metdiani- 
eiilly, ^ome little words wdiich he had been accustomed 
to rejicat as a child at his mother’s side, after tlie 
saying of which she would softly take him to his bed 
and close the curtains round him, hushing him w ith a 
benediction. 

* 

The next day, Mr. Pidgeon, their attendant, brought 
in a latge brown paper }>arcel, direc^ted to (i. Warring- 
U)!!, Esq., with Mr. Trotter’s comidiments, and a note 
w hich Warrington read. 

Pen, you beggar ! ” roared Warrington to Pen, 
who was in his own room. 

Hullo ! ” sung out Pen. 

Come here, you ’re wanted,” cried the other, and 
Pen came out. “ What is it ? ” said he. 

** Catch I ” cried Warrington, and flung the parcel 
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at Pen^s head^ who would have been knocked down 
had he not caught it. 

“ It ’s books for review for the ‘ Pall Mall Gazette ; ’ 
pitch into ’em,” Warrington said. As for Pen, lie 
never had been so delighted in his life : his hand 
trembled as he cut the string of the packet, and he- 
held within a smart set of new neat calico-bound books, 
travels, and novels, and poelns. 

“ Sport the oak, Pidgeon,” said he. “ I ’in not at 
home to anybody to-day.” And he flvjng into his easy 
chair, and hardly gave himself time to drink his ten, 
so eager was he to begin to read and ^o review. 



CHAPTER VIIL 


IN WHICH THE HISTORY STILL HOVERS ABOUT 
FLEET STREET. 

Captain Sh^ndon, urged on by his wife, who sel« 
(lorn meddled in business matters, had stipulated that 
John Finucane, Esquire, of the Upper Temple, should 
be appointed sub-editor of the forthcoming “ Pall Mall 
Gazette,” find this post was accordingly conferred 
ui)on Mr. Finucane by the spirited proprietor of the 
Journal. Indeed he deserved any kindness at the 
hands of Shandon, so fondly attached was he, as we 
have said, to the Captain and his family, and so eager 
to do him a service. It was in Finucaiie’s chambers 
that Shandon used in former days to hide when dan- 
ger was near and bailiffs abroad : until at length his 
hiding-place was known, and the sheriff’s office^ came 
as regularly to wait for the Captain on Finiicane’s 
staircase as at his own door. It was to Finucane’s 
ch&mbers that poor Mrs. Shandon came often and 
often to explain her troubles and griefs, and devise 
means of rescue for her adored Captain. Many a 
meal did Finucane furnish for her and the child there. 
It was an honor to his little rooms to l)e visited by 
such a lady ; and as she went down the staircase with 
her veil over her face, .Fin would lean over the balus- 
trade looking after her, to see that no Temple Love- 
lace assailed her upon the road, perhaps hoping that 
some rogue might be induced to waylay her, so that 
he. Fin, might have the pleasqre of rushing to her 



120 


PENDENNia 


rescue, and breaking the rascaVs bones. It was a sm- 
cere pleasure to Mrs. Shandon when the arrangements 
were made by which her kind honest champion was 
appointed her husband’s aide-de-camp in the news 
paper. 

He would have sat with Mrs. Shandon as late as tin* 
prison hours permitted, and had indeed many a tin;-* 
witnessed the [mtting to bed of little. Mary, who ocm u- 
pied a crib in the room ; and to whose evening prayers 
that God might bless papa, Finucane, jilthough of tlie 
liomish faith himself, had said Amen with a gr(*at 
deal of sympatli}^ — but he had an appointment with 
Mr. Bungay regarding the affairs of the paper wliieh 
they were to discuss over a quiet dinner. So he went 
away at six o’clock from Mrs. Shandon, but made his 
accustomed apiiearance at the Fleet Prison next moni- 
ing, having arrayed himself in liis best clothes and or- 
naments, Avhicli, though cheap as to cost, w’’ere very 
brilliant as to color and appearance, and having in l:i' 
])ocket four iiounds two shillings, being the amount of 
his week’s salary at the “ Daily Journal,” minus two 
shilliiig.s exiiended by him in the purchase of a pair of 
gloves on his way to the prison. 

He had cut his mutton with Mr. Ihingay, as the 
latter gentleman phrased it, and Mr. Trotter, Bungay’s 
reader and literary man of business, at Dick’s Coffee- 
House on the previous day, and entered at large into 
his views respecting the conduct of the “Pall Mall 
Gazette.” In a masterly manner he had pointed out 
what shoidd be the suWditorial arrangements of the 
]ia])er : what should be the ty]>e for the various arti- 
cles : who should report the markets ; who the turf 
and ring ; wdio the church intelligence ; and who the 
fashionable chit-chat. He was acquainted with gen- 
tlemen engaged in cultivating these various depart- 
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ments of knowledge, and in communicating them 
afterwards to the public — in fine, Jack Finucaue 
was, as Shandon had said of him, and, as he proudly 
owned himself to be, one of the best sub-editors of a 
pa^i in London. He ^knew the weekly earnings of 
every man connected with the Press, and was up to a 
thousand dodges, or ingeniouF economic contrivances, 
by which money could be saved to spirited capitalists, 
who were going to set up a paper. He at once dazzled 
and mystified ^Mr. Bungay, who was slow of compre- 
hension, by the rapidity of the calculations which he 
exhibited on paper, as they sat in the box. And Bun 
gay afterwards owned to his subordinate Mr. Trotter, 
that that Irishman seemed a clever fellow. 

And now having succeeded in making this impres- 
sion upon Mr. Bungay, the faithful fellow worked 
round to the point which he had very near at heart, 
viz., the liberation from prison of his admired friend 
and chief, Captain Shandon. He knew to a shilling 
the amount of the detainers which were against the 
Captain at the-porter^s lodge of the Fleet ; and, indeed, 
professed to know all his debts, though this was im- 
possible, for no man in England, certainly not the 
(’aptain himself, was acquainted with them. He 
pointed out what Shandon’s engagements already 
were ; and how much better he would work if removed 
from cdnfinement (though this Mr. Bungay denied, 
for, « when the Captain’s locked up,” he said, “ we are 
sure to find him at home ; whereas, when he ’s free, 
you can never catch hold of him ”) ; finally, he so 
worked on Mr. Bungay’s feelings, by describing Mrs. 
Shandon pining away in the prison, and the child 
.nckening there, that the publisher was induced to 
promise that, if Mrs. Sliandon would come to him in 
the morning, he would see what could be done. And 
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the ending at this time with the second round 

of brandy-and-water, although Finucane, who had four 
guineas in his pocket, would have discharged the tav- 
ern reckoning with delight, Bungay said, N’o, sir, — 
this is my affair, sir, if you ^ease. James, take the 
bill, and eighteen pence for yourself,” and he handed 
over the necessary funds to the waiter. Thus it was 
that Finucane, who went to bed at the Temple after 
the dinner at Dick’s, found himself actually with his 
week’s salary intact upon Saturday moyning. 

He gave Mrs. Shandon a wink so knowing and 
joyful, that that kind creature knew some good news 
was in store for her, and hastened to get her bonnet 
and shawl, when Fin asked if he might have the honor 
of taking her a walk, and giving her a little fresh air. 
And little Mary jumped for joy at the idea of this 
holiday, for Finucane never neglected to give her a 
toy, or to take her to a show, and brought newspaper 
orders in his pocket for all sorts 6f London diversions 
to amuse the child. Indeed, he loved them with all 
his heaiii, and would cheerfully have dashed out his 
rambling brains to do them, or his adored Captain, a 
service. 

May I go, Charley ? or shall I stay with you, for 
you’re poorly, dear, this morning? He’s got a head- 
acihe, Mr. Finucane. He suffers from headaches, and 
I persuaded him to stay in bed,” Mrs. Shandon said. 

‘*Cto along with you, and Polly. Jack, take care 
of ’em. Hand me over the Burton’s Anatomy, and 
leave me to my abominable devices,” Shandon said, 
with perfect good humor. He was writing, and not 
uncommonly took his Greek and Latin quotations (of 
which he knew the use as a public writer) from that 
wonderful repertory of learning. 

So Fin gave his arm to Mrs. Shandon, and Maury 





went skipping down the passages the prispn; and 
through the gate into the free air. From Fleet Street 
to Paternoster !feow is not very far. As the three 
reached Mr. Bungay’s shop, Mrs. Bungay was also 
enteiing at the private door, holding in her hand a 
paper parcel and a manuscript volume bound in red, 
and, indeed, containing an account of her transactions 
with the butcher in the neighboring market. Mrs. 
Bungay was in a gorgeous shot silk dress, which 
flamed with red and purple ; she wore a yellow shawl, 
and had red ffewers inside her bonnet, and a brilliant 
light blue parasol. Mrs. Shandon was in an old black 
watered silk ; her bonnet had never seen very brilliant 
days of prosperity any more than its owner, but she 
could not help looking like a lady whatever her attire 
was. The two women curtsied to each other, each 
according to her fashion. 

** I hope you ’re pretty well, Mum ? ” said Mrs. 
Bungay. 

It ’s a very fine day,” said Mrs. Shandon. 

“ Won’t yon step in, Mum ? ” said Mrs. Bungay, 
looking so hard at the child as almost to frighten her. 

“1 — I came about business with Mr. Bungay — I 
— 1 liope he ’s pretty well ? ” said timid Mrs. 
Shandon. 

* If you go to see him in the counting-house, 
could n*t you — could n’t you leave your little gurl 
with me ? ” said Mrs.’’ Bungay, in a deep voice, and 
with a tragic look, as she held out one finger towards 
the child. 

**I want to stay with mamma,” cried little Mary, 
burying her face in her mother’s dress. 

“Go with this lady, Mary, my dear,” said the 
mother. 

“I’ll show yon some pretty pictures,” said Mrs. 
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Bungay, with the voice of an ogress, and some nice 
things besides ; look here” — and opening her brown 
paper parcel, Mrs. Bungay displayed some choice 
sweet biscuits, such as her Bungay loved after his 
wine. Little Mary followed after this attraction, the 
whole party entering at the private entrance, from 
which a side door led into Mr. Bungay’s commercial 
apartments. Here, however, as the child was about 
to part from her mother, her courage again failed her, 
and again she ran to the maternal petticoat; upon 
which the kind and gentle Mrs. Shandon, seeing the 
look of disappointment in Mrs. Bungay’s face, good- 
naturedly said, ‘‘If you will let me, I will come up too, 
and sit for a few minutes,” and so the three females as- 
cended the stairs together. A second biscuit charmed 
little Mary into perfect confidence, and in a minute or 
two she prattled away without the least restraint. 

Faithful Finucane meanwhile found Mr. Bungay in 
a severer mood than he luwl b(*en on the night previ- 
ous, when two-thirds of a bottle of port, and two large 
glasses of brandy -and- water, had warmed his soul into 
enthusiasm, and made him generous in his promises 
towards ( Captain Shandon. His im])etuous wife had 
rebuked him on liis return home. She had ordered 
that he should give no relief to the Caj)tain; he was 
a good-for-notliing fellow, whom no money would help ; 
she disapproved of the plan of the “Pall Mall Ga- 
zette,” ami expected that Bungay would only lose his 
money in it iis they were losing over the way (she 
always called her brother’s establishment “ over the 
way by the “ Whiteliall Journal.” Let Shandon 
stop in prison and do his work ; it was the best place 
for him. In vain Finucane pleaded and promised and 
imidoriHl, for his friend Bungay had had an hour’s 
lecture in the morning and was inexorable. 
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But what honest Jack failed to do below stairs in 
the counting-house, the pretty faces and manners of 
the mother and child were effecting in the drawing- 
room, where they were melting the fierce but really 
soft Mrs. Bungay. There was an artless sweetness in 
Mrs. Shandon’s voice, and a winning frankness of 
manner, which made most ‘j^jeople fond of her, and 
pity lier : and taking courage by the inigged kindness 
with which her hostess received her, the Captain’s 
lady told hea story, and described her husband’s 
goodness and virtues, and her child’s failing health 
(she was obliged to part with two of them, she said, 
and send them to school, for she could not have them 
in that horrid place) — that Mrs. Bungay, though as 
grim as Lady Macbeth, melted under the influence of 
the simple tale, and said she would go down and 
speak to Bungay. Now in this household to speak 
was to command, with Mrs. Bungay ; and with Bum 
gay, to heat was to obey. 

It was just when poor Finucane was in despair 
alxuit his negotiation, that the majestic Mrs. Bungay 
descended upon her spouse, politely requested Mr. 
Finucane to step up to his friends in her drawing- 
room, while she held a few minutes’ conversation 
wfth Mr. B.y and when the pair were alone the ])nl> 
lisher’s better half informed him of her intentions 
towards the Captain’s lady. 

What ’s in the wdnd now, my dear ? ” Meecenas 
asked, surprised at his wife’s altered tone. ‘^You 
would n’t hear of my doing anything for the Captain 
this morning: 1 wonder what has been a changing 
of you.” 

'<The Capting is an Irishman,” Mrs. Bung.ay re- 
plied ; and those Irish I have always said I could n’t 
abide. ^ But his wife is a lady, as any one can see : 
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ind E good iromMi, and a olet gylai«^8. dki^gliter, and 
a Weit of England woman, B., whioli I amf^myself, 
mj mother’s side and, 0 Marxnaduke, did n’t 
you remark her little gurl ? ” 

^‘Yes, Mrs. B., I saw the little girl.” 

And did n’t you see how like she was to our angel, 
Bessy, Mr. B. ? ” •*- and Mrs. Bungay’s thoughts flew 
back to a period eighteeen years back, when Bacon 
and Bungay had just set up in business as small 
booksellers in a.country town, and wheji she had had 
a child, named Bessy, something like the little Mary 
who had just moved her compassion. 

“ Well, well, my dear,” Mr. Bungay said, seeing 
the little eyes of his wife begin to twinkle and grow 
red ; ** the Captain ain’t in for much. There ’s only a 
hundred and thirty pound against him. Half the 
money will take him out of the Fleet, Finucane says, 
and we ’ll i)ay liim half salaries till he has made the 
account square. When the little un %aid, ‘Wliy 
don’t you take Par out of pizn?’ I did feel it, 
Elizabeth, upon my honor I did, now.” And the ui>- 
shot of this conversation was, that Mr. and Mrs. 
Bungay both ascended to the drawing-room, and Mr. 
Bungay made a heavy and clumsy speech, in which 
he announced to Mrs. Shandon, that, hearing sixty- 
five pounds would set her husband free, he was ready 
to advance that sum of money, deducting it from the 
Captain’s salary, and that he would give it to her on 
condition that she would personally settle with the 
creditors regarding her husband’s liberation. 

I think this was the happiest day that Mrs. Shan- 
don and Mr. Finucane had had for a long time. 
“'Bedad, Bungay, you ’re a trump ! ” roaied out Fin, 
in an overpowering brogue and emotion. ^^Give us 
your fist, old boy j and won’t we send the * Mall 
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Gazette’ up to tett thousaad a week, that ’s all ! ” and 
He jumped afound the room, and tossed up little 
Mary, with a hundred frantic antics, 

“If I could drive you anywhere in my carriage, 
Mrs. Shandon — I’m sure it ’s (juite at your service,” 
Mrs. Bungay said, looking out at a one-horsed vehicle 
which had just driven up, and in which this lady 
took the air considerably — and the two ladies, with 
little Mary between them (whose tiny hand Maecenas’s 
wife kept fixgd in her great grasp), with the delighted 
Mr. Finucane on the back seat, drove away from 
I’aternoster Row, as the owner of the vehicle threw 
triumphant glances at the opposite windows at 
Bacon’s. 

“ It won’t do the Captain any good,” thought Bun- 
gay, going back to his desk and accounts, “ but Mrs. 
B. becomes reg’lar upset when she thinks about her 
misfortune. The child would have been of age yes- 
terday, if she’d lived. Bessy told me so;” and he 
wondered how women did remember things. 

We are happy to say that Mrs. Shandon sped with 
very good success upon her errand. She who had 
had to mollify creditors when she had no money at 
all, and only tears and entreaties wherewith to soothe 
them, found no difficulty in making them relent by 
mearis of a bribe of ten shillings in the pound ; and 
the ne*xt Sunday was the last, for some time at leasts 
which the Captain spent in prison. 



CHAPTEE IX. 


A dinnp:r in the row. 

Upon the appointed day onr two friends made 
their appearance at Mr. Bungay^s door in Paternoster 
Row ; not the public entrance through^which book- 
sellers’ boys issued with their sacks lull of Bungay’s 
volumes, and around which timid aspirants lingered 
with their virgin manuscripts ready for sale to Sultan 
Bungay, but at the private door of the house, whence 
the splendid Mrs. Bungay would come forth to step 
into her chaise and take her drive, settling herself 
on the cushions, and c£|,sting looks of defiance at Mrs. 
Bacon’s opposite windows — at Mrs. Bacon, who was 
as yet a chaiseless woman. 

On such occasions, when very much wroth at her 
sister-in-law’s splendor, Mrs. Bacon would fling up 
the sash of her drawing-room window, and look out 
with her four children at the chaise, as much as 
to say, “ Look at these four darlings, Flora Bungay*! 
This is why 1 can’t drive in my carriage ; you wouldr 
give a coach and four to have the same reason.” 
And it was with these arrows out of her quiver that 
Emma Bacon shot Flora Bungay as she sat in her 
chariot envious and childless. 

As Pen and Warrington came to Bungay’s door, a 
carriage and a cab drove up to Bacon’s. Old Dr. 
Slocum descended heavily from the first ; the Doctor’s 
equipage was as ponderous as his style, but both had 
a fine sonorous effect upon the publishers in the Row. 
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A cottpl6 of dagzliiig white waistcoats stepped out of 
the cab, 

W^rington laughed. <^You see Bacon has his 
dinner-party too. That is Dr. Slocum, author of 
‘ Memoirs of the Poisoners.' You would hardly have 
recognized our friend Hoolan in that gallant white 
waistcoat Doolan is one of Bungay’s men, and, faith, 
here he comes.” Indeed Messrs. Hoolan and Doolan 
liad come from the Strand in the same cab, tossing up 
by the way >;^hich should pay the shilling ; and Mr. 
1). stepped from the other side of the way, arrayed in 
black, with a large pair of white gloves which were 
spread out on his hands, and which the* owner could 
not help regarding with pleasure. 

The house porter in an evening coat, and gentle- 
men with gloves as large as Doolan ’s, but of the fa- 
mous Berlin web, were on the passage ot Mr. Bungay’s 
house to receive the guests’ hats and coats, and bawl 
their names up the stair. Some of the latter had ar- 
rived when the three new visitors made their appear- 
ance ; but there was only Mrs. Bungay, in red satin 
and a turban, to reju’esent her own charming sex. 
Sh(* made curtsies to each new comer as he entered 
tile drawing-room, but her mind was evidently preoc- 
cupied by extraneous thoughts. The fact is, Mrs. 
Kaeon’s dinner-party was disturbing her, and as soon 
as she had received each individual of her own com- 
pany, Flora Bungay flew back to the embrasure of 
the window, whence she could rake the carriages of 
Emma Bacon’s friends as they came rattling up the 
Bow. The sight of Dr. Slocum’s large carriage, with 
the gaunt job-horses, crushed Flora: none but hack 
cabs had driven up to her own door on that day. 

They were all literary gentlemen, though unknown 
as yet to Pen. There was Mr. Bole, the real editor 





of the mgaUlne) of which Mr. Wagg was the nominal 
chief; Mr. Trotter, who, from having broke out on 
the world as' a poet of a tragic and suicidal cast, had 
now subsided into one of Mr. Bungay’s back shops 
as reader for that gentleman ; and Captain Sumph, an 
ex-beau still about town, and related in some indistinct 
manner to Literature and the Peerage. He was said 
to have written a book once, to have been a friend of 
Lord Byron, to be related to Lord Surophington ; in 
fact, anecdotes of Byron formed his ijtaple, and he 
seldom spoke but with the name of that poet or some 
of his contemporaries in his mouth, as thus: “I re- 
member poor Shelley at school being sent up for good 
for a copy of verses, every line of which I wrote, by 
Jove ; ” or, I recollect, when I was at Missolonghi 
with Byron, oft'ering to bet Gamba,” and so forth. 
This gentleman. Pen remarked, was listened to with 
great attention by Mrs. Bungay ; his anecdotes of the 
aristocracy, of which he was a middle-aged member, 
delighted the publisher’s lady ; and he was almost a 
greater man than the great Mr. Wagg himself in her 
eyes. Had he but come in his own carriage, Mrs. 
Bungay would have made her Bungay purchase any 
given volume from his pCn. 

Mr. Bungay went about to his guests as they ar- 
rived, and did the honors of his house with mucli 
cordiality. “How are you, sir? Pine ddy, sir. 
Glad to see you year, sir. Flora, my love, let me 
’ave the honor of introducing Mr. Warrington to you. 
Mr. Warrington, Mrs. Bungay; Mr. Pendennis, Mrs. 
Bungay. Hope you’ve brought good appetites with 
you, gentlemen. You, Doolan, I know ’ave, for you ’ve 
always ’ad a deuce of a twist.” 

“ Lor, Bungay ! ” said Mrs. Bungay. 

<< Faith, a man must be hard to please, Bungayj 
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who oaa^t eat a good dinner in^ tM$ honae/’ Doolan 
said, and he winked and stroked his lean chops witii 
his large gloves ; and made appeals of friendship to 
Mrs. Bungay, which that honest woman refused with 
scorn from the timid man. She could n^t abide that 
Doolan,” she said in confidence to her friends. In- 
deed, all his flatteries failed lo win her. 

As they talked, Mrs. Bungay surveying mankind 
from her window, a magnificent vision of an enor- 
mous gray cat)"horse appeared, and neared rapidly. 
A pair of white reins, held by small white gloves, 
were visible behind it; a face pale, but richly deco- 
rated with a chin-tuft, the head of an exiguous groom 
bobbing over the cab-head — these bright things were 
revealed to the delighted Mrs. Bungay. “The Hon- 
orable Percy Popjoy ’s quite punctual, I declare,” she 
said, and sailed to the door to be in waiting at the 
nobleman’s arrival. 

“ It ’s Percy Popjoy,” said Pen, looking out of 
window, and seeing an individual, in extremely lac- 
quered boots, descend from the swinging cab : and, in 
fact, it was that young nobleman, Lord Falconet’s 
eldest son, as we all very well know, who was come 
to dine with the publisher — his publisher of the 
Jfow. 

was my fag at Eton,” Warrington said. “I 
ought to have licked him a little more.” He and Pen 
had had some bouts at the Oxbridge Union debates, 
in which Pen had had very much the better of Percy . 
who presently appeared, with his hat under his arm, 
and a look of indescribable good-humor and fatuity in 
his round dimpled, face, upon which Nature had burst 
out with a chin-tuft, but, exhausted with the effort, 
had left the rest of the countenance bare of hair. 

The temporary groom of the chambers bawled out 
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“The Honorable Percy Popjoy/' much to that gentle 
man's discomposure at hearing his titles announced. 

*^What did the man want to take away my hat 
for, Bungay ? '' he asked of the publisher. ** Can’t 
do without my hat — want it to make my bow to 
Mrs. Bungay. How well you look, Mrs. Bungay, 
to-day. Haven't seen your carriage in the Park: 
why have n’t you been there ? I missed you j indeed, 
I did." 

I 'm afraid you 're a sad quiz," said Mrs Bungay. 

“ Quiz ! Never made a joke in my — Hullo ! who \s 
here ? How d’ ye do, Pendennis ? How d’ ye do, 
Warrington ? These are old friends of mine, Mrs. 
Bungay. I say, how the doose did you come here ? " 
he asked of the two young men, turning his lacquered 
heels upon Mrs. Bungay, wlio respected her husband’s 
two young guests, now that she found they were 
intimate with a lord’s son. 

** What ! do t?iey know him ? ” she asked rapidly of 
Mr. B. 

“ High fellers, I tell you — the young ‘one related 
to all the nobility," said the publisher ; and both ran 
forward, smiling and liowing, to greet almost as great 
personages as the young lord — no less characters, 
indeed, than the gi*eat Mr. Wenham and the great Mr* 
Wagg, w'ho were now announced. 

Mr. Wenham entered, wearing the usual demure 
look and stealthy smile with which he commonly sur- 
veyed the tips of his neat little shining boots, and 
which he but seldom brought to bear upon the person 
who addressed him. Wagg’s white waistcoat, spread 
out, on the contrary, with profuse brilliancy; his 
tmrly, red face shone resplendent over it, lighted up 
with the thoughts of good jokes and a good dinner. 
He liked to make his entree into a drawing-room with 
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a laugh, and, when he went &wdy at night, to leave a 
joke exploding behind him. No personal calamities 
or distresses (of which that humorist had his share in 
common with the unjocular part of mankind) could 
altogether keep his humor down. Whatever his 
griefs might be, the thought of a dinner rallied his 
great soul; and when he sa,»r a lord, he saluted him 
with a pun. 

Wenham went up, then, with a smug smile and 
whisper, to !^^•s. Bungay, and looked at her from un- 
der his eyes, and showed her the tips of his shoes. 
Wagg said she looked charming, and pushed on 
straight at the young nobleman, whom he called Pop ; 
and to whom he instantly related a funny story, 
seasoned with what the French call yros seL He was 
delighted to see Pen, too, and shook hands with him, 
and slapped him on the back cordially; for he was 
full of spirits and good-humor. And he talked in a 
loud voice about their last place and occasion of meet- 
ing at Bay mouth ; and asked how their friends 
of Clavering Park were, and whether Sir Francis 
was not coming to London for the season; and 
whether Pen had been to see Lady Rockminstor, who 
had arrived — tine old lady, Lady Rockminster ! 
These remarks Wagg made not for Pen’s ear so much 
as for the edification of the company, whom he ^as 
glad tl? inform that he paid visits to gentlemen’s 
country-seats, and was on intimate terms with the 
nobility. 

Wenham also shook hands with our young friend 
— all of which scenes Mrs. Bungay remarked with re- 
spectful pleasure, and communicated her ideas to 
Bungay, afterwards, regarding the impoiiance of Mr. 
Peiidennis — ideas by which Pen profited much more 
tlian he was aware. 
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Pea, who had read, and rather admired some of her 
works (and expected to find in Miss Bunion a person 
somewhat resembling her own description of herself 
in the ‘‘Passion-Flowers,” in which she istated that 
her youth resembled, — 

“ A violet, shrinking meanly 
When blows the March wind keenly ; 

A timid fawn, on wild wood lawn. 

Where oak-boughs rustle greenly,” 

and that her maturer beauty was something very dif- 
ferent, certainly, to the artless loveliness of her prime, 
but still exceedingly captivating and striking), beheld, 
rather to his surprise and aiunsement, a large and 
bony woman in a crumpled satin dress, who came 
creaking into the room with a step as heavy as a 
grenadier’s. Wagg instantly noted the straw which 
she brought in at the rumpled skirt of her dress, and 
would have stooped to pick it up, but Miss Bunion 
disarmed all criticism by observing this ornament her- 
self, and, putting dowm her own large foot upon it, so 
as to separate it from her robe, she stopped and 
picked up the straw, saying to Mrs. Bungay, that she 
was very sorry to be a little late, but that the omni- 
bus was very slow and what a comfort it was to get a 
rid§ all the way from Brompton for sixpence. Kt)- 
body laughed at the poetess’s speech, it was ‘uttered 
8p simply. Indeed, the worthy woman had not the 
least notion of being ashamed of an action incidental 
upon her poverty. 

“ Is that ‘ Passion-Flowers ’ ? ” Pen said to Wenham, 
by whom he was standing. “ Why, her picture in the 
volume represents her as a very well-looking young 
woman.” 

“ You know passion-flowers, like all others, wiE run 
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to seed,” WeiAam said 5 ‘^Miss Bunion’s portiuit was 
probably painted some years ago.” 

"Well, I like her for not being ashamed of hef 
poverty.” 

"So do I,” said Mr. Wenham, i^ho would have 
starved rather than have come to dinner in an om- 
nibus; "but I don’t think that she need flourish 
the straw about, do you, !Mr. Pendennis ? My dear 
Miss Bunion, how do you do? I was in a great 
lady’s drawing-room this morning, and everybody 
was charmed with your new volume. Those lines on 
the christening of Lady Fanny Fantail brought tears 
into the Duchess’s eyes. T said that I thought I 
should have the pleasure of meeting you to-day, and 
she begged me to thank you, and say how greatly 
she was pleased.” 

This history, told in a bland, smiling manner, of 
Duchess whom Wenham had met that very morning, 
too, quite put poor Wagg’s Dowager and Baronet out 
of court, and placed Wenham beyond Wagg as a man 
of fashion. Wenham kept this inestimable advantage, 
and having the conversation to himself, ran on with a 
number of anecdotes regarding the aristocracy. He 
tried to bring Mr. Popjoy into the conversation by 
iimking appeals to him, and saying, " 1 was telling 
your father this morning,” or, " I think you were 
present at W. house the other night when the Duke 
said so and so,” but Mr. Popjoy would not gratify him 
by joining in the talk, preferring to fall bar^k into tfie 
window recess with Mrs. Bungay, and watch the cabs 
that drove up to the opposite door. At least, if he 
would not talk, the hostess ho[)ed that those odious 
Bacons would see how she had secured the noble 
Percy Popjoy for her party. 

And now the bell of Saint Paul’s tolled half an 
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hoar l^ter than that for which Mr. Bungay had invi- 
ted his party, and it was complete with the exception 
of two guests, who at last made their appearance, and 
in whom Pen was pleased to recognize Captain and 
Mrs. Shandon. 

When these two had made their greetings to the 
master and mistress of the house, and exchanged nods 
of more or less recognition with most of the people 
present, Pen and Warrington went up and shook 
hands very warmly with Mrs. Shandon, who, perha})s, 
was affected to meet them, and think*'where it was 
she had seen them Vjut a few days before. Shandon 
was brushed up, and looked pretty smart, in a red 
velvet waistcoat, and a frill, into which his wife had 
stuck her best brooch. In spite of Mrs. Bungay’s 
kindness, perhaps in consequence of it, Mrs. Shandon 
felt great terror and timidity in approaching her: 
indeed, she was more awful than ever in her red 
satin and bird of jiaradise, and it was not until she 
had asked in her great voice about the dear little 
gurl, that the latter was somewhat encouraged, and 
ventured to speak. 

“Nice-looking woman,” Popjoy whispered to War- 
rington. “ Do introduce me to Captain Shandon, 
Warrington. I ’m told he ’s a tremendous clever fel- 
low; and, daminv, I adore intellect, by Jove I do 
This was the trutli : Heaven had not endowed* young 
Mr. Popjoy with much intellect of his own, but had 
given him a generous faculty for admiring, if not for 
appreciating, the intellect of others. “ And introduce 
me to Miss Bunion. I hn told she ’s very clever too. 
She ’s rum to look at, certainly, but that don’t mat^Br. 
Dam my, 1 consider myself a literary man, and I iw^ish 
to know all the clever fellows.” So Mr. I’opjoy and 
Mr. Shandon had the pleasure of becoming acquainted 
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with one another ; and now the doors of the adjoining 
dining-room, being flung open, the party entered and 
took their seats at table. Pen found himself next to"" 
Miss Bunion on one side, and to Mr. Wagg — the 
tniih is, Wagg fled alarmed from the vacant place by 
the poetess, and Pen was compelled to take it. 

The gifted being did not Lalk miudi during dinner, 
but Pen remarked that she ate, with a vast appetite, 
and never refused any of the supplies of wine which 
were offered to her by the butler. Indeed, Miss Bun- 
ion having considered Mr. Pendennis for a minute, 
who gave himself rather grand airs, and who was at- 
tired in an extremely fashionable style, with his very 
lx?st chains, shirt-studs, and cambric fronts, he was set 
down and not without reason, as a prig by the poetess ; 
who thought it was much better to attend to her din- 
ner than to take any notice of him. She told him as 
much in after days with her usual candor, “ I took 
you for one of the little Mayfair dandies,’^ she said to 
Pen. You looked as solemn as a little undertaker ; 
and as 1 disliked, beyond measure, the odious creature 
wh<^ was oil the other side of me, I thought it was 
Ix^st to eat my dinner and hold my tongue.” 

And you did both very well, my dear Miss Bunion,” 
P«n said with a laugh. 

* Well, so I do, but I intend to talk to you the next 
time a ^reat deal : for you are neither so solemn, nor 
so stupid, nor so pert as you look.” 

“ Ah, Miss Bunion, how I pine for that ^next time ’ 
to come,” Pen said, with an air of comical gallantry : 
— But we must return to the diiy, and the dinner at 
Paternoster Row. 

The repast was of the richest description — “ What 
I call of the florid Gothic style,” Wagg whispered to 
Pen, who sat beside the humorist, in his side-wing 
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voice. The men in creaking shoes and Berlin gloves 
were numerous and solemn, carrying on rapid conver- 
sations behind the guests, as they moved to and fro 
with the dishes. Doolan called out, “Waither,” to 
one of them, and blushed when he thought of his 
blunder, Mrs. Bungay’s own footboy was lost amidst 
those large and black-coated attendants. 

**Look at that ve^ry bow-windowed man,” Wagj» 
said. “He’s an undertaker in Amen Corner, and 
attends funerals and dinners. Cold meat and hot, 
don’t you perceive ? lie ’s the sham butler here, and 
I observe, my dear Mr. Pendennis, as you will througli 
life, that wherever there is a sham butler at a London 
dinner there is sham wine — this sherry is filthy. 
Bungay, my boy, where did you get this delicious 
brown sherry ? ” 

“ I ’m glad you like it, Mr. Wagg ; glass with you,” 
said the publisher. “It ’s some I got from Alderman 
Benning’s store, and gave a good figure for it, I can 
tell you. Mr. Pendennis, will you join us? Your 
’ealth, gentlemen.” 

“ The old rogue, where does he expect to go to ? 
It came from the public-house,” Wagj^ said. “It 
requires two men to carry o^ that sherry, ’tis so 
uncommonly strong. I wish I had a bottle of old 
Stey lie’s wine here, Pendennis: your uncle and 'I 
have had many a one. He sends it about to* people 
where he is in the habit of dining. I remember at 
poor Rawdon Crawley’s, Sir Pitt Crawley’s brother — 
he was Governor of Coventry Island Steyne’s chef * 
always came in the morning, and the butler arrived 
with the cham|>agne from Gaunt House, in the ice- 
pails ready.” 

“ How good this is ! ” said Popjoy, good-naturedly 
“ You must have a cordon bleu in your kitchen,” 
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"0 yes/^ Mrs. Bungay said, thinking he spoke of 
a jaok-ehain very likely. 

«I mean a French chef,” said the polite gnest. 
yes, your lordship,” again said the lady. 

Dges your artist say he ’s a Frenchman, Mrs. B ? ” 
called out Wagg. 

“ Well, I ’m sure I don’t know,” answered the 
publisher’s lady. 

** Because, if he does, he ’s a quizzin yer^^ cried 
Mr. Wagg;Jbut nobody saw the pun, which, discon- 
certed somewhat the bashful punster. “ The dinner 
is from Griggs’ in St. Paul’s Churchyard ; so is 
Bacon’s,” he whispered Pen. Bungay writes to give 
half a crown a head more than Bacon, — so does 
Bacon. They would poison each other’s ices if they 
could get near them ; and as for the made-dishes — 
they are poison. This — hum — ha — this Br\ whorion 
a la Sevlgne is delicious, Mrs. B.” he said, helping 
himself to a dish which the undertaker handed to him. 

‘‘Well, I’m glad you like it,” Mrs. Bungay an- 
swered, blushing, and not knowing whether the name 
of the dish was actually that which Wagg gave to it, 
but dimly conscious that that individual was quizzing 
h('r. Accordingly she hated Mr. Wagg with female 
ftrdor; and would have deposed him from his com- 
mand over Mr. Bungay’s periodical, but that his name 
was great in the trade, and his reputation in the land 
considerable. 

By the displacement of persons, Warrington had 
found himself on the tight hand of Mrs. Shandon, 
who sat in plain black silk and faded ornaments by 
the side of the florid publisher. The sad smile of the 
lady moved his rough heart to pity. Nobody seemed 
to interest himself about her : she sat looking at her 
husband, who himself seemed rather abashed in the 
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presence of some of the company. Wenham and 
Wagg both knew him and his circumstances. He 
had worked with the latter, and was immeasurably 
his superior in wit, genius, and acquirements ; but 
Wagg’s star was brilliant in the world, an^ poor 
Shandon was unknown there. He could not speak 
before the noisy talk of the coarser and more success- 
ful man ; but drank his wine in silence, and as miudi 
of it as the ]>i>oj)le would give him. He was unch^r 
sunteiHfinre, Bungay had warned the undertaker not 
to fill the Cajitain’s ghiss too often or too full. It 
was a tnelamdioly ])reeaution that, and the more mel- 
ancholy that it was necessary. Mrs. Shandon, too, 
cast alarnuMl glances a(*ross the tabl * to see that her 
husband did not ex(*eed. 

Abashed by the failure of his first pun, for he was 
impudent and easily disconcerted, Wagg kept liis 
conversation jiretty much to Pen during th(» rest of 
dinner, and of course chiefly spoke about their neigh- 
Inirs. “ This is one (»f Bungay's grand field-days,’^ he 
said. “ We an* all Bungavians hert*. — Did you read 
Poj)joy\s novel ? It was an old maga/ine story written 
by ]K)or Bu/zard years ago, and forgotten here until 
Mr. Trotter (that is Trotter with the large shirt- 
collar) fishtul it out and bethought him that it waS 
applicable to the late elojiement ; so Bob wrote a few 
chapters apropos — Popjoy j>tu’mitted the use of his 
name, and 1 dare say supplied a })age here and there 

— jvnd * Desperation, or the Fugitive puchess ’ made 
its apj)t‘aranc«*. The great filn is to examine Popjoy 
alKuit his own work, of which he doesn’t know a word. 

— I say, Popjoy, what a ca])ital passage that is in 
Volume Three, — where the Cardinal in disguise, 
after Inung converted by the Bishop of Loudon, 
projioses marriage to the Duchess’s daiigliter*^ ^ 
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»Glad you like it,” Popjoy answered; “it^s a 
favorite bit of my own.” 

" There no such thing in the , whole book,” 
whispered Wagg to Pen. Invented it myself. Gad 1 
it would n’t be a bad plot for a high-church novel.” 

I remember poor Byron, Hobhouse, Trelawney, 
and in3^self, dining witk Cardinal Mezzocaldo, at 
Koine,” Captain Sumph began, . “ and we had some 
Orvieto wine for dinner, which Byron liked very 
nuK'li. Ancl^ I reiueml)er how the Cardinal regjjt^tted 
tliat he was a single man. We went to Civita 
Ve(‘ehia two days afterwards, where Byron’s yacht 
was — and, by Jove, the Cardinal died within three 
weeks ; and Byron was very sorry, for he rather liked 
him.” 

“A devilish interesting story, Sumph, indeed,” 
Wagg said. 

You should publish some of those stories. Captain 
Sumph, you really should. Such a volume would 
make our friend Bungay’s fortune,” Shandon said. 

“•Why don’t you ask Sum])h to publish ’em in 3"our 
new paper — tlie whiit-d’-ye-call-’em — hay, Shandon,” 
bawled out Wagg. 

a Why don’t you ask him to publish ’em in your 
bid magazine, the Thingumbob ? ” Shandon replied. 

Is there going to be a new pajier ? ” asked 
Wenfiam, who knew perfectly well ; but was ashamed 
of his connection with the press. 

‘‘ Bungay going to bring out a paper ? ” cried Pop- 
joy, who, on the contrary, was pnmd of liis litc^rary 
reputation and acquaintances. “ You must employ 
me. Mrs. Bungay, use your influence with him, and 
make him ein])loy me. Prose or verse — what shall it 
be ? Novels, poems, travels, or leading articles, 
bi'gatl. Anything or everything •— only let Bungay 
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pay me, and I’m ready — I am now, my dear Mit 
B ungay, begad now.” 

It ’s to be called the ‘ Small Beer Chronicle,’ ” 
growled Wagg, “and little Popjoy is to be engaged 
for the infantine department.” 

“It is to be called the ‘Pall Mall Gazette,’ sir, 
and we shall be very happy to have you with us,” 
Shandon said. * • ' 

“ ‘ Pall Mall Gazette ’ — why ‘ Pall Mall Gazette ’ ? ” 
asked Wagg. ^ 

“ Because the editor was l)orn at Dublin, the sub- 
editor at Cork, because the proprietor lives in Pater- 
noster Row, and the paper is published in Catherine 
Street, Strand. Won’t that r(‘ason suffice you, 
Wagg ? ” Shandon said : he was getting rather angry. 
“ Everything must have a name. My dog Ponto has 
got a name. Vou Ve got a name, and a name which 
you descTve, more or less, bedad. Why d’ ye grudge 
the name to our paper ? ” 

“ By any other name it would smell as sweet,” said 
Wagg. 

“ I ’ll have ye remember its name ’s not what-d’-ye- 
call-’em, Mr. Wagg,” said Shandon. “ You know its 
name well enough, and — and you know mine.” 

“ And I know your address, too,” said Wagg, bift 
this was spoken in an undertone, and the good-natured 
Irishman was a])iK^ased almost in an instant after his 
ebullition of spleen, and asked Wagg to drink wine 
with him in a friendly voice. 

When the ladies retired from the table, the talk 
grew louder still ; and presently Wenham, in a courtly 
speech, projwsed that everybody should drink to the 
health of the new journal, eulogizing highly the 
talents, wit, and learning, of its editor. Captain 
Shandon. It was his maxim never to lose tlie support 
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of a newspaper man, and in the course of that even- 
ing, he went round and saluted every literary, gentle- 
man present with a privy compliment sp^'cially 
addressed to him; informing this one how great an 
impression had been made in Downing Street by his 
last article, and telling that one how profoundly his 
good friend, the Duke of So and So, had been struck 
])y the ability of the late numbers.* 

The evening came to a close, and in spite of all the 
l)recautions Jp the contrary, poor Shandon reeled in 
his walk, and went home to his new lodgings, with his 
faithful wife by his side, and the cabman on his box 
jeering at him. Wenham had a chariot of his own, 
which he put at Pop joy’s service ; and the timid Miss 
Bunion seeing Mr. Wagg, who was her neighbor, 
about to depart, insisted upon a seat in his carriage, 
much to that gentleman’s discomfiture. 

Pen and Warrington walked home together in the 
moonlight. Ai^d now,” Warrington said, that you 
have seen the men of letters, tell me, was I far wrong 
in saying that there are thousands of people in this 
town, ivho don’t write books, who are, to the full, as 
clever and intellectual as people who do ? ” 

Pen was forced to confess that the literary person- 
ages with wlioin he had become acquainted had not- 
said much, in the course of the night’s conversation, 
that was worthy to be reineml)ered or quoted. In 
fact, not one word about literature had been said dur- 
ing the whole course of the night: — and it maybe 
whispered to those uninitiated people who are anxious 
to know the habits and make the acquaintance of men 
of letters, that there are no race of peojde who talk 
about books, or perhaps, who read books, so little as 
literary men. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE ^^PALL MALL GAZETTE.” 

CoNSiDEBABLE success at first attended the new 
It w^as generally stated that ^n influential 
political party sup])orted the paper ; and great names 
were cited amongst tlie contributors to its columns. 
Wa» there any foundation for these rumors ? We 
are tiot at liberty to sa}^ whether tliey were well or ill 
founded ; but this much we may divulge, that an article 
upon foringn policy, which was generally attributed 
to a noble Lord, whose connectiiun with the Foreign* 
Office is very well known, was in reality composed by 
Captain Shundon, in thci parlor of t^e Bear and Staff 
public-house near Whitehall Stairs, whither the print- 
e^^s boy had tra(*ked him, and where a literary ally of 
his, Mr. Bludyer, had a temj)orary residence; apd that 
a series of papers on finam^e questions, which were 
universally suj)jH)sed to be written by a great States- 
*man of the House of Commons, were in reality 
composed by Mr. George Warrington of the Upper 
Temple. 

That there may have been some dealings between 
the “Pall Mall Gazette” and this influential party, 
is very possible, l^erey Pojqoy (whose father, Lord 
Falconet, was a member of the party) might be .seen 
not unfrequently ascending the stairs to A\hirrington’s 
chamtiers; and some information ajijieaml in thci 
paper which gave it a chara<^ter, and could only be 
got from very i>eeuliar sources. Several poems, fee* 
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ble in thought, but loud and vigorous in expression, 
appeared in the Pall Mall Gazette with the signa- 
ture of P. P.^’ ; and it must be owned that his novel 
was praised in the new journal in a very outrageous 
manner. 

In the political department of the paper Mr. Pen did 
not take any share ; but he was a most active literary 
contributor. The Pall Mall Gazette ” had its offices, 
as we have heard, in Catherine Street, in the Strand, 
and hither Pen often came with his manuscripts ii^is 
pocket, and with a great deal of bustle and pleasure ; 
such as a man feels at the outset of his literary career, 
when to see himself in print is still a novel sensation, 
and he yet pleases himself to think that his writings 
are creating some noise in the world. 

Here it was that Mr. Jack Finucane, the sub-editor, 
compiled with paste and scissors the journal of which 
he was supervisor. With an eagle eye he scanned all 
the paragraphs of all the newspapers which had any- 
thing to do w'ith the world of fashion over which he 
presided. He did n’t let a death or a dinner-party of 
the aristocracy pass without having the event recorded 
in the columns of his journal ; and from the most re- 
condite provincial prints, and distant Scotch and Irish 
neVspapers, he fished out astonishing paragraphs and 
intelligence regarding the upper classes of society. It 
was a grand, nay, a touching sight, for a philosopher, ‘ 
to see Jack Finucane, Esquire, with a plate of meat 
from the cookshop, and a glass of porter from the 
public-house, for his meal, recounting the feasts of 
the great, as if he had been present at them ; and in 
tattered trousers and dingy shirt-sleeves, cheerfully 
describing and arranging the most brilliant fSte^ of 
the world of fashion. The incongruity of Finucane^s 
avocation, and his manners and appearance, amused 



14f P£27l>£Nlri£(. 

his ttSW friend Pen. Since he left his own native 
village, where his rank probably was not very lofty, 
Jack had seldom seen any society but such as used the 
parlor of the taverns which he frequented, whereas 
from, his writing you would have supposed that he 
dined with ambassadors, and that his common lounge 
was the bow-window of White’s. Errors of descrip- 
tion, it is true, occasionally slipped from his pen ; but 
the Ballinafad Sentinel,” of which he was own cor- 
resjjpndent, suffered by these, not th^ ‘‘Pall Mall 
Gazette,” in which Jack was not permitted to write 
much, his London chiefs thinking that the scissors 
and the paste were better wielded by him than the 
pen. 

Pen took a great deal of pains with the writing of 
his reviews, and having a pretty fair share of desul- 
tory reading, acquired in the early years of his life) 
an eager fancy and a keen sense of fun, his articles 
pleased his chief and the public, and he was proud to 
think that he deserved the money which he earned. 
We may be sure that the “ J^all Mall Gazette ” was 
taken in regularly at Fairoaks, and read with delight 
by the two ladies there. Jt was reijeived at Claver- 
ing Park, too, where we know there was a young lady 
of great literary tastes j and old Doctor Portman hifti- 
self, to whom the widow sent her paper after she haul 
got her son’s articles by heart, signified his approval 
of Pen’s productions, saying that the lad had spirit, 
taste, and fancy, and wrote, if not like a scholar, at 
any rate like a gentleman. 

And what was tlie astonishment and delight of our 
friend Major Pendennis, on walking into one of his 
clubs, the Regent, where Wenham, Lord Falconeli 
and some other gentlemen of good reputation and 
fashion were assembled, to h^ar them one day talk« 
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ing over d. mimber of the ** Pall Mall Gazette,” and 
of an article which appeared in its columns, making 
some bitter fun of a book recently published by the 
wife of a celebrated member of the opposition party. 
The book in question was a Book of Travels in Spain 
and Italy, by the Countess of Mulfborougli, in which 
it was difficult to say which was the. most wonderful, 
the French or the English, in which languages her 
ladyship wrote indifferently, and upon the blunders 
of which the 45ritic pounced with delighted miscffiief. 
The critic was no other than Pen t he jumped and 
danced round about his subject with the greatest 
jocularity and high spirits : he showed up the noble 
lady’s faults with admirable mock gravity and de- 
corum. There was not a word in the article which 
was not polite and gentleman-like ; and the unfor- 
tunate subject of the criticism was scarified and 
laughed at during the operation. Wenham’s bilious 
countenance was puckered up with malign pleasure 
as he read the critique. Lady Muffborough had not 
asked him to her parties during the last year. Lord 
Falconet giggled and laughed with all his heart ; Lord 
Muffborough and he had been rivals ev(»r since they 
began life ; and these complimented Major Pendennis, 
yho until now had scarcely paid any attention to some 
hints ^yhich his Fairoaks correspondence threw out of 
**dear Arthur’s constant and severe literary occupa- 
tions, which I fear may undermine the poor boy’s 
health,” and had thought any notice of Mr. Pen and 
his newspaper connections quite below his dignity as 
a Major and a gentleman. 

But when the oracular Wenham praised the boy’s 
•production ; when Lord Falconet, who had had the 
news from Percy Popjoy, approved of the genius of 
young Pen ; when the great Lord Steyne himself, to 
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sniggered over it, swore it was capital, and that the 
Muffborough would writhe under it, like a whale 
under a harpoon, the Major, as in duty bound, began 
to admire his nephew very much, said, By gad, the 
young rascal had some stuff in him, and would do 
something ; he had always said he would do some- 
thing ; and with a hand quite tremulous with pleas- 
ure, the old gentleman sat down to write to the widow 
at ijg^iroaks all that the great folks hadcfsaid in praise 
of Ben ; and he wrote to the young rascal, too, asking 
when he would come and eat a chop with his old 
uncle, and saying that he was commissioned to take 
him to dinner at Gaunt House, for Lord Steyne liked 
anybody who could entertain him, whether by his 
folly, wit, or by his dulness, by his oddity, affecta- 
tion, good sjurits, or any other quality. Pen flung 
his letter across the table to Warrington : perhaps 
he was disappointed that the other did not seem to 
be much affected by it. 

The courage of young ci itics is prodigious : they 
clamber up to the judgment seat, and,, with scarce 
a hesitation, give their ojiiuion ujion works the most 
intricate or juofound. Had Macaulay’s History or 
Herschers Astronomy been jmt before Pen at thi^ 
period, he would have looked through the volumes, 
meditated his ojnnion over a cigar, and signified his 
august ap))roval of either author, as if the critic had 
been their born superior and indulgent master and 
patron. By the helj) of the Biographic Universelle 
or the British Museum, he would be able to take a 
rapid ristime of a historical period, and allude to 
names, dates, and facts, in such a masterly, easy way, 
as to astonish his mamma at home, who wonder^ 
where her boy could have acquired such a prodigious 
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store of reading, and himself, too, when he came to 
read over his articles two or three months aft^r they 
had been composed, and when he had forgotten the 
subject and the books which he had consulted. At 
tliat period of his life, Mr. Pen owns, that he would 
not have hesitated, at twenty-four hours’ notice, to 
pass an opinion upon the greatest scholars, or to give 
a judgment upon the Encyclopajdia Luckily he had 
Warrington to laugh at him and to keep down his 
impertinence^ by a constant and wholesome ridicule, 
or he might have become conceited beyond all ^ifer- 
ance ; for Sliaiidou liked the dash and flippancy of 
his young aide-de-camp^ and was, indeed, better pleased 
with Pen’s light and brilliant flashes, than with the 
heavier metal which his elder coadjutor brought to 
bear. 

But though he might justly be blamed on the score 
of impertinence and a certain prematurity of judg- 
ment, Mr, Pen was a perfectly honest critic ; a great 
deal too candid for Mr. Bungay’s purposes, indeed, 
who grumbled sadly at his impartiality. Pen and his 
chief, the Captain, had a dispute upon this subject one 
day. In the name of common sense, Mr. Pendennis,” 
Hhandon asked, what have you been doing — prais- 
»ig one of Mr. Bacon’s books ? Bungay has been 
Vith me in a fury this morning, at seeing a laudatory 
article upon one of the works of the odious firm over 
the way.” 

Pen’s eyes opened with wide astonishment. “Do 
you mean to say,” he asked, “ that we are to praise 
no books that Bacon publishes : or that, if the books 
are good, we are to say they are bad ? ” 

“ My good young friend — for what do you suppose 
a benevolent publisher undertakes a critical journal, 
to benefit his rival ? ” Shandon inquired. 
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<< To benefit himself certainly, but to tell the truth, 
too,” Pen said — mat codumy to tell the truth.” 

^*And my prospectus,” said Shaiidon, with a laugh 
and a sneer ; do you consider that was a work of 
mathematical accuracy of statement ? ” 

Pardon me, that is not the question,” Pen said ; 
and I don’t think you very much care to argue it. 
I had some qualms of conscience about that same 
prospectus, and debated the matter with my friend 
Warrington. We agreed, however,” Pe^i said, laugh- 
ing,^ that because the prospectus was rather declama- 
tory and poetical, and the giant was x>ainted upon the 
show-board rather larger than the original, who was 
inside the caravan, we need not be too scrupulous 
about this trifling inaccuracy, but might do our part 
of the show, without loss of character or remorse 
of conscience. We are the fiddlers, and play our 
tunes only ; you are the showman.” 

“ And leader of the van,” said Shandon. Well, 
I am glad that your conscience gave you leave to play 
for us.” 

“ Yes, but,” said Pen, with a fine sense of the dig- 
nity of his position, “we are all party men in Eng- 
land, and I will stick to my xiarty like a Briton, 1 
will lie as good-natured as you like to our own side, 
he is a fool who quarrels with his own nest ; and I 
will hit the enemy as hard as you like — but with fair 
play, Captain, if you please. One can’t tell all the 
truth, I sujipose ; but one can tell nothing but the 
truth . and 1 would rather starve, by Jove, and never 
eai'ii another penny by my pen ” (tliis redoubted in- 
strument had now been in use for some six weeks, 
and Pen sjxike of it with vast enthusiasm and respect) 
“than strike an opponent an unfair blow, or, if called 
upon to place him, rank him below his honest desert.” 
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itr, PeBdexmis, when we want Bacon 
smashed, .W6 must get some other hammer to do it,*’ 
Shandon said, with fatal good-nature ; and very likely 
thought within. himself, A few years hence perhaps 
the young gentleman won’t be so squeamish.” The 
veteran Condottiere himself was no longer so scrupu- 
lous. He had fought and killed on so many a side 
for many a year past, that remorse had long left him. 
^^Gad,” sAid he, ‘‘you’ve a^ tender conscience, Mr. 
Pendennis. ^It ’s the luxury of all novices, and I may 
have had one once myself ; but that sort of ^oom 
wears off with the rubbing of the world, and I ’m not 
going to the trouble myself of putting on an artificial 
complexion, like our pious friend Wenham, or our 
model of virtue, Wagg.” 

“ I don’t know whether some people’s hypocrisy is 
not better, Captain, than others’ cynicism.” 

“ It ’s more profitable, at any rate,” said the Cap- 
tain, biting his nails. “That Wenham is as dull a 
quack as ever quacked : and you see the carriage in 
which he drove to dinner. ’Faith, it’ll be a longtime 
before Mies. Shandon will take a drive in her own 
chariot. God help her, poor thing ! ” And Pen went 
away from his chief, after their little dispute and 
^X)lloquy, pointing his own moral to the Captain’s 
^'‘tale, and thinking to himself, “ Behold this man, 

' store*d with genius, wit, learning, and a hundred good 
Bifctural gifts : see how he has wrecked them, by pal- 
teUng with his honesty, and forgetting to respect 
himself. Wilt thou remember thyself, O Pen ? thou 
art conceited enough ! Wilt thou sell thy honor for 
a bottle ? No, by Heaven’s grace, we will be honest, 
whatever befalls, and our mouths shall only speak the 
truth when they open.” 

A punishment, or, at least, a trial, was in store for 
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Hr. In ^ t^nexHTumbO'i^'tite^lhtU Hall 
Craz^te/’ Warrington read out, vith roars of, laughter, 
an art#e which by no means amused Arthur Penden* 
nis, who was himself at work with a critieisin for the 
nert week’s Number of the same journal; and in 
which the <^Sprii% Annual” was ferociously mal- 
treated by some uiAnown writer. The person of all 
ctuelly maule^was Pen himself. His verses 
appeared with'^his own name in the Spring 
An|j|al,” under an assumed signat^. As he 
review the book, Shandon had handed 
it oter to lirrBludyer, with directions to that author 
to dispose of it And he had done so effectually. Mr. 
Bludyer, Who was a man of very considerable talent, 
and of a race which, I believe, is quite extinct in tl\e 
press of our time, had a certain notoriety m his pro- 
fession, and reputation for savage humor. He smashed 
and trampled down the poor spring flowers with no 
more mercy than a bull would have on a parterre ; and 
having cut up the volume to his heart’s content, WiM 
and sold it at a bookstall, and purchased a 
brandy with the proceeds of the volume, t 
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CHAPTER, XI. 


WHEBE PEN APPEAES IN TOWN AND COUNTRY. 

Let us be Allowed to pass over a few months the 
history of Mr. Arthur Pendennis’s lifetime, during 
the which many events may have occurred which were 
more interesting and exciting to himself, than they 
would be likely to prove to the reader of his present 
memoirs. We left him, in the last chapter, regularly 
entered upon his business as a professional writer, or 
literary hack, as Mr. Warrington chooses to style him- 
self a^ his friend j and we know how the life of any 
hack, legal or literary, in a curacy, or in a marching 
regiiBp^^ or at a merchant’s desk, is full of routine, 
and wHbus of description. One day’s labor resembles 
anotl|j(|;.much too closely. A literary man has often* 
to w|g|"ibr his bread against time, or against his will, 
or iln^ite of his health, or of his indolence, or of his 
^pugnance to the subject on which he is called to 
exert^himself, just like any other daily toiler. When 
you want to make money "by Pegasus (as he must, 
perhaps, who has ntf other salable property), farewell 
poetry and aerial flights : Pegasus only rises now like 
Mr. Green’s balloon, at periods advertised beforehand, 
and when the spectators’ money has been paid. PegOr 
8U8 trots in harness, over the stony pavement, and pulls 
a cart or a cab behind him. Often Pegasus does his 
work with panting sides and trembling knees; and not 
seldom gets a cut of the whip from Hb drivei^i 
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. Do 3aot let us, however, be too prodigal of our pity 
upon .Pegasus. There is no reiison why this animal 
should be exempt from labor, or illness, or decay, any 
more than any of the other creatures of Grod’s world. 
If he gets the whip, Pegasus very often deserves it, 
and I for one am quite ready to protest with my 
friend, George Warrington, against the doctrine which 
some poetical sympathizers are inclined to put for- 
ward, viz., that men of letters, and what is called 
geui^j^ are to be exempt from the prose ^Jluties of this 
dail^ bread-wanting, tax-paying life, and are not to 
be made to work and pay like their neighbors. 

Well then, the <<Pall Mall Gaz(‘tte^’ being duly 
es^blished, and Arthur Pendennis’s merits recognized 
as a flippant, witty, and amusing critic, he worked away 
hard every week, preparing reviews of such works as 
came into his department, and writing his reviews 
with flippancy certainly, but witli honesty, and to the 
best of his power. It might be that a historian of 
threescore, who liad spent a quarter of a century in 
composing a work of which our young gentleman dis- 
* posed ill the course of a couple of days* reading at the 
British Museum, was not altogether fairly treated by 
such a facile (‘ritie ; or that a poet, who had been 
elaborating sublime sonnets and odes until he thought 
them fit for the public and for fame, was annoj^ed by 
two or three dozen ^lert llhes in Mr. Pen’s review, in 
which the iK»et's claims were settled by the critic, as 
if the latter were my lord on the bench, and the author 
a miserable little suitor trembling before him. The 
actors at the theatres complained of him wofully, too, 
and very likely he was too liard uiwii them. But 
there was not much harm done after all. It is differ- 
ent now, as we know ; but there were so few great 
historians, or great imets, or great actors, in Pen*S 
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time, that scarce any at all came up for judgment 
before bis critical desk. Those who got a little whip- 
ping, got what in the main was good for them ; not 
that the judge was any better or Aviser than the per- 
sons whom he sentenced, or indeed ever fancied him- 
self so. Pen had a strong sense of humor and justice, 
and had not therefore an overweening respect for his 
own works ; besides, he had his friend Warrington at 
his elbow — a terrible critic if the young man was dis- 
posed to b% conceited, and more savage over Pe^ than 
ever he was to those whom he tried at his literary 
assize. 

By these critical labors, and by occasional contribu- 
tions to leading articles of the journal, when, without 
wounding his paper, this eminent publicist could con- 
scientiously speak his mind, Mr. Arthur Pendennis 
gained the sura of four pounds four shillings weekly, 
and with no small pains and labor. Likewise he fur- 
nished Magazines and Reviews with articles of his 
composition, and is believed to have been (though on 
this score he never chooses to speak) London corre- 
spondent of the “Chatteris Champion,’^ which at that 
time contained some very brilliant and eloquent let- 
ters from the metropolis. By these labors the for- 
• tunate youth was enabled to earn a sum very nearly 
equal to four hundred pounds a-year ; and on the sec- 
ond Christmas after his ’arrival in London, he actually 
brought a hundred pounds to his mother, as a divi- 
dend upon the debt which he owed to Laura. That 
Mrs. Pendennis read every word of her son’s works, 
and considered him to be the profoundest thinker and 
most elegant writer of the day j that she thought his 
retribution of the hundred i>ounds an act of angelic 
virtue ; that she feared he was ruining his h(*alth by 
his labors, and was delighted when he told her of the 
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society which he met, and of the great men of letters 
and fashion whom he saw, will be imagined by all 
readers who have seen son-worship amongst mothers, 
and that charming simplicity of love with which women 
in the country watch the career of their darlings in 
London. If John has held such and such a brief; if 
Tom has been invited to such and such a ball ; or 
George has met this or that great and famous man 
at dinner ; what a delight there is in the hearts of 
moth^'and sisters at home in Somersetshire ! How 
young Hopeful’s letters are read and remembered ! 
What a theme for village talk they give, and friendly 
congratulation ! In the secoiid winter, Pen came for 
a very brief space, and cheered tine widow’s heart, and 
lightened up tlie lonely house at Fairoaks. Helen 
had her son all to hers(*lf ; Laura was away on a visit 
to old Lady Uockniinster; the folks of (/layering Park 
w’’ere absent ; the very few old fricuids of the house, 
Doctor P{)rtma.u at their head, called upon Mr. Pen, 
and treated him with marked resp(‘et; between mother 
and son, it was all foudm‘ss, confi(h*ni*e, and affection. 
It was the happiest fortnight of the widow’s whole 
life; perhaps in the lives of both of them. The holi- 
day wa.s gone only too quickly ; and Pen was back in 
the busy world, and the gentle widow alone again. 
She sent A^rthur’s money to Laura: 1 don't know, why 
this young lady took the opportunity of leaving home 
when Pen was coming thither, or whether he was the 
more piqued or relieved by her absence. 

He was by this time, by his own merits and his 
un(de’s introductions, "pretty well introduced into Lon- 
don, and knowui both in literary and polite circles. 
Amongst the former his fashionable reputation stood 
him in no little stead ; he was considered to be a gen- 
tleman of good present means and better ex|)ectations, 
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who wrote for his pleasure, than which there cannot be 
a greater recommendation to a young literary aspirant. 
Bacon, Bungay, and Co. were proud to accept his arti- 
cles ; Mr. Wenham asked him to dinner ; Mr. Wagg 
looked upon him with a favorable eye ; and they re- 
ported how they met him at the houses of persons of 
fashion, amongst whom he was pretty welcome, as 
they did not trouble themselves about his means, pres- 
ent or future ; as his appearance and address were 
good ; and he had got a character for being a pi ever 
fellow. Finally, he was asked to one house, because 
he was seen at another house: and thus no small 
varieties of London life w(‘.re presented to the young 
man : he was made familiar with all sorts of people from 
Paternoster Row to Pimlico, and was as much at home 
at Mayfair dining-tables as at those tavern boards 
where some of his comi3anions of the pen were accus- 
tomed to assemble. 

Full of high spirits and curiosity, easily adapting 
himself to all whom he met, the young fellow pleased 
himself in this strange variety and jumble of men, and 
made himself welcome, or at ease at h^ast, wherever he 
went. He w^ould breakfast, for instance, at Mr. 
Plover's of a morning, iii company with a Peer, a 
•Bishop, a Parliamentary orator, two blue ladies of 
fashion, a popular preacher, the author of the last 
new novel, and the very latest lion imported from 
Egypt or from America; and would quit this dis- 
tinguished society for the back room at the newspaper 
office, where pens and ink and the wet proof sheets 
were awaiting him. Here would be Finucaue, the 
sub-editor, with the last news from the Row: and 
Shandon would come in presently, and giving a nod to 
Pen, would begin scribbling his leading article at the 
other end of the table, flanked by the pint of sherry. 
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which, when the attendant boy beheld him, was always 
silently brought for the Captain; or Mr. Bludyer’s 
roaring voice would be heard in the front room, where 
the truculent critic would impound the books on the 
counter in sioite of the timid remonstrances of Mr. 
Midge, the publisher, and after looking through the 
volumes would sell them at his accustomed book-stall, 
and having drunken and dim^,d U]:)on the produce of 
the sale in a tavern box, would call for ink and paper, 
and pipfeeed to “ smash ” the author of hi% dinner and 
the novel. Towards evening Mr. Pen would stroll in 
the dire<5tion of his club, and take up Warrington 
there for a constitutional walk. This exercise freed 
the lungs, and gave an appetite for dinner, aft(^r which 
Pen had the privilege to make his bow at some very 
pleasant houses which were open to him ; or the town 
before him for amusement. There was tlie Opera j or 
the Eagle Tavern ; or a ball to go to in May Fair j or 
a quiet night with a cigar and a book and a long talk 
with Warrington ; or a wonderful new song at the 
Back Kitchen ; — at this time of his life Mr. Pen be- 
held all sorts of places and men ; and very likely did 
not know how much he enjoyed himself until long 
after, when balls gave him no pleasure, neither did 
farces make him laugh ; nor did the tavt*rn joke pro-* 
duce the least (*X(nteiueut in him ; nor did the loveliest 
dancer that ever showed her ankles cause him to stir 
from his fdiair after dinner. At his present mature 
age all these pleasures are over : and the times have 
passed away too. It is but a very very few years since 
— but the time is gone, and most of the men. Bludyer 
will no more bully authors or cheat landlords of their 
score. Shandon, the learned and thriftless, the witty 
and unwise, sleeps his last sleep. They buried honest 
Doolan the other day : never will he cringe or flatter, 
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never pull long-bow or empty whiskey-noggin any 
more. 

The London season was now blooming in its full 
vigor, and the fashionable newspapers abounded with 
information regarding the grand banquets, routs, and 
balls which were enlivening the polite world. Our 
gracious Sovereign was holding levees £ind drawing- 
rooms at St. James’s : the bow-windows of the clubs 
were crowded with the heads of respectable red-faced 
newspaper-reading gentlemen : along the Serpentine 
trailed thousands of carriages: squadrons of dandy 
horsemen trampled over Rotten Row : everybody was 
in town in a word ; and of course Major Arthur Pen- 
dennis, who was somebody, was not absent. 

» With his head tied up in a smart bandana handker- 
chief, ancl his meagre carcass enveloped in a brilliant 
Turkisl^ dressing-gown, the worthy gentleman sat on 
a certain morning by his fireside, letting his feet 
gently mmmer in a bath, whilst he took his early cup 
of tea, and perused his “ Morning Post.” He could 
not have faced the day without his two hours’ toilet, 
without his early cup of tea, without his “ Morning 
Post.” I suppose nobody in the world except Morgan, 
•not even Morgan’s master himself, knew how feeble 
* and ancient the Major was growing, and what num- 
berless little comforts he required. 

If men sneer, as our habit is, at the artifices of an 
old beauty, at her paint, perfumes, ringlets ; at those 
innumerable, and to us unknown stratagems with 
which she is said to remedy the ravages of time and 
reconstruct the charms whereof years have bereft 
her ; the ladies, it is to be presumed, are not on their 
side altogether ignorant that men are vain as well as 
they, and that the toilets of old bucks are to the full 
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as elaboifute as their own. How is it that old Blush* 
ington keeps that constant little rose-tint on his 
cheeks j and where does old Blondel get the prepa- 
ration which makes his silver hair pass for golden ? 
Have you ever seen Lord Hotspur get off his horse 
when he thinks nobody is looking? Taken out of 
his stirrups, his shiny boots can hardly totter ux> the 
steps of Hotspur House. He is a dashing young 
nobleman still as you see the back of him in Rotten 
Row; when you behold him on foot, what an old, 
old f^low ! Did you ever form to yourself any idea 
of Dick Lacy (Dick has been Dick these sixty years) 
in a natural state, and without his stays ? All these 
men are objects whom the observer of human life and 
manners may con tern ])late with as niucli i)rofit as the 
most elderly Belgravian Venus, or inveterate Mayfair 
Jezebel. An old reprobate daddy-long-legs, who has 
never said his prayers (except perhai)S in public) these 
fifty years : an old biKik who still clings to as many 
of the habits of youth as his feeble grasp of health 
can hold by : who has given up the bottle, but sits 
with young fellows over it, and tcdls naughty stories 
u]X)n toast and water — who has given up beauty, but 
still talks about it as wickedly as the youngest roue 
in company — such an old fellow, I say, if any parson* 
in Pinili(!0 or St. dames's were to or<h*r the beadles to 
bring him into the middle aisle, and there set hilu in 
an arm-i*hair, and make a text of him, and preach 
alKHit liim to the congregation, could be turned to a 
wholesome use for once in his life, and might be sur- 
prised to find that some good thoughts came out of 
him. But we .are wandering from oiir text, the hon- 
est Major, who sits all this while with his feet cooling 
in the bath : Morgan takes them out of that place of 
purification, and dries them daintily, and proceeds to 
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set the old gentleman on his legs, with waistband 
and wig, starched cravat, and spotless boots and 
gloves. 

It was during these hours of the toilet that Morgan 
and his employer had their confidential conversations, 
for they did not meet much at other times of the 
day — the Major abhorring the society of his own 
chairs and tables in his lodgings: and Morgan, his 
master’s toilet over and letters delivered, had his time 
very much on his own hands. 

This spai* time the active and well-mannereci gen- 
tleman bestowed among the valets and butlers of the 
nobility, his acquaintance ; and Morgan Pendennis, as 
he was styled, for by such compound names gentle- 
men’s gentlemen are called in their private circles, 
was a frequent and welcome guest at some of the 
very highest tables in this town. He was a member 
of two influential clubs in May Fair and Pimlico; 
and he was thus enabled to know the whole gossip of 
the town, and entertain his master very agreeably dur- 
ing the two hours’ toilet conversation. He knew a 
hundred tales and legends regarding persons of the 
very highest ton, whose valets canvass their august se- 
crets, just, my dear madam, as our own parlor-maids and 
•dependants in the kitchen discuss our characters, our 
• stinginess and generosity, our pecuniary means or em- 
barrassments, and our little domestic or c^onnubial tiffs 
and quarrels. If I leave this manuscrijit open on my 
table, I have not the slightest doubt Betty will read 
it, and they will talk it over in the lovrer regions to- 
night ; and to-morrow she will bring in my breakfast 
with a face of such entire imperturbable innocence, 
that no mortal could suppose her guilty of playing 
the spy. If you and the Captain have high w^ords 
upon any subject, which is just possible, the circum- 
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alances of the quarrel, and the characters of both of 
you, will be discussed with impartial eloquence over 
the* kitchen tea-table ; and if Mrs. Smithes maid should 
by chance be taking a dish of tea with yours, her pres- 
ence will not undoubtedly act as a restraint upon the 
discussion iii question; her oj^inion will be given with 
candor ; and the next day her mistress will probably 
know that Captain and Mrs. Jones have been a quar- 
relling as usual. Nothing is secret. Take it as a rule 
that dolm knows everything : and as in ^uv humble 
world so in the greatest : a duke is no more a hero to 
his valet-de-chambre than you or I ; and his Grace’s 
Man at his club, in company doubtless with other 
Men of equal social rank, talks over his master’s 
character and affairs with the ingenuous truthf til ness 
which befits gentlemen who are m(*t together in confi- 
dence. Who is a niggard and screws up his money- 
boxes : who is in the hands of the money-lenders, and 
is putting his noble name on the back of bills of ex- 
change : who is intimate with whose wife : who wants 
whom to marry her daugliter, and which he won’t, no 
not at any price : — all these facts gentlemen’s con- 
fidential gentlemen discuss confidentially, and are 
known and examined by every ])erson who has any 
claim to rank in genteel society. In a word, if old* 
Pendennis himself was said to know everything, * 
and was at once admirably scandalous and dehght- 
fully discreet, it is l)ut justice to Morgan to say, that 
a great deal of his master’s information was supplied 
to that worthy man by his valet, who went out and 
fbraged knowledge for him. Indeed, what more 
effectual plan is there to get a knowledge of London 
society, than to begin at the foundation — that is, at 
the kitchen floor ? 

So Mr. Morgan and his employer conversed as the 
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lattert toilet proceeded- There had been a Drairing* 
room on the day previous, and the Major read among 
the presentations that of Lady Clavering by Lady 
Kockminster, and of Miss Amory by her mother 
Lady Clavering, — and in a further part of the paper 
their dresses were described, with a precision and in 
a jargon which will puzzle and amuse the antiquary 
of future generations. The sight of these names car- 
ried Pendennis back to the country. “How long 
have the C^averings been in Loudon ? ” he asked ; 
“ pray, Morgan, have you seen any of their people ? ” 

“Sir Francis have sent away his foring man, sir,” 
Mr. Morgan replied j “ and have took a friend of mine 
as own man, sir. Indeed he applied on my reckmenda- 
tion. You may recklect Towler, sir, — tall red-aired 
man — but dyes his air. Was groom of the chambers 
in Lord Levant’s famly till his Lordship broke hup. 
It ’s a fall for Towler, sir ; but pore men can’t be par- 
ticklar,” said the valet, with a pathetic voice. 

“ Devilish hard on Towler, by gad ! ” said the 
Major, amused, “and not pleasant for Lord Levant 

— he, he ! ” 

“ Always knew it was coming, sir. I spoke to you 
of it Michaelmas was four years : when her Ladyship 
•put the diamonds in pawn. It was Towler, sir, took 
*’em in two cabs to Dobree’s — and a good deal of» the 
plat^ went the same way. Don’t you remember see- 
ing of it at Blackwall, 'with the Levant arms and cor- 
onick, and Lord Levant settn oppsit to it at the 
Marquis of Steyne’s dinner ? Beg your pardon ; did 
I cut you, sir ? ” * 

Morgan was now operating upon the Major’s chin 

— he continued the theme while strapping the skilful 
razor. “They’ve took a house in Grosvenor Place, 
and are coming out strong, sir. Her ladyship’s going 
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to give three parties, besides a dinner a week, sir. 
Her fortune won’t stand it — can’t stand it.” 

Gad, she had a devilish good cook when I was at 
Tairoaks,” the Major said, with very little compassion 
for the widow Amory’s fortune. 

Marobblan was liis name, sir ; — Marobblan ’s gone 
away, sir,” Morgan said, — and the Major, this time, 
with hearty sympathy, said, “ he was devilish sorry to 
lose him.” 

Xhere ’s been a tremen juous row about Jhat Mosseer 
Marobblan,” Morgan continued. At a ball at Bay- 
mouth, sir, bless his impadence, he challenged Mr. 
Harthur to fight a jewel, sir, which Mr. Harthur was 
very near knocking him down, and pitchin’ him outa- 
winder, and serve him right; but Chevalier Strong, 
sir, came up and stopped the shindy — I beg pardon, 
the holtercation, sir — them French (;ooks has as much 
pride and hinsolence as if they was real gentlemen.” 

heard som(»tliing of that quarrel,” said the 
Major; “but Mirobolaut was not turned off for 
that ? ” 

No, sir — that affair, sir, which Mr. Harthur for- 
gave it him and heaved mo.st handsome, was hushed 
hup : it wa.s about Miss llaiuory, sir, that he ad is 
disuiissial. T1ioh(» Fremdi fellers, they fancy every-^ 
liodt is in love witli ’em ; and he climbed up the large* 
grape-vine to her winder, sir, and was a trying fo get 
in, when he was (*auglit, sir; and Mr. Strong came 
out, and they got the garden-tuigine and played on 
him, and there was no end of a row, sir.” 

* “Confound his impudence! You don’t mean to say 
Miss Araory encouraged him,” cried the Major, amazed 
at a peculiar expression in Mr. Morgan’s countenance. 

• Morgan resumed his imperturbable demeanor. 
“Know nothing about it, sir. Servants don’t know 
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them kind of things the least. Most probbly there 
was nothing in it — so many lies is told about families 
— Marobblan went away, bag and baggage, saucepans, 
and pianna, and all — the feller ad a pianna, and 
wrote potry in French, and he took a lodging at 
Clavering, and he hankered about the primises, and it 
was said that Madame Frib^by, the milliner, brought 
letters to Miss Hamory, though I don’t believe a word 
about it ; nor that he tried to pison hisself with char- 
coal, which ^t was all a humbug betwigst him, and 
Madame Fribsby; and he was nearly shot by the 
keeper in the park.” 

* 

In the course of that very day, it chanced that the 
Major had stationed himself in the great window of 
Bays’^s Club in St. James’s Street, at, the hour in the 
afternoon when you see a half-score of respectable 
old bucks similarly recreating themselves (Bays ’s is 
rather an old-fashioned place of resort now, and many 
of its members more than middle-aged; but in the 
time of* the Prince Kc^gent, these old fellows occupied 
the same window, and were some of the very greatest 
dandies in this empire) — Major Pendennis was look- 
ing from the great window, and spied his nephew 
'Arthur walking down the street in company with his 
friend Mr. Popjoy. 

Look ! ” said Popjoy to Pen, as they passed, did 
you ever pass Bays's at four o’clock, without seeing 
that collection of old fogies ? It ’s a regular museum. 
They ought to be cast in wax, and set up at Madame 
Tussaud’s — ” 

‘‘ — In a chamber of old horrors by themselves,” 
Pen said laughing. 

— In the chamber of horrors ! Gad, dooce€ 
good ! ” Pop cried. “ They are old rogues, most of 
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^em, airid no mistake. There old Blondel ; there ’s 
my uncle Colchicum, the most confounded old siiuKir 
in Europe ; there ’s — hullo ! there ’s somebody rap- 
ping the window and nodding at us.^^ 

** It 's my uncle, the Major, said Pen. Is he an 
old sinner too ? ” 

Notorious old rogue,” Pop said, wagging his head. 
('^Notowious old wogue,” he pronounced the words, 
thereby rendering them much more emphatic.) He ’s 
beckpning you in ; he wants to speak to you.” 

** Come in too,” Pen said. 

‘‘ — Can’t,” replied the other. “ Cut Uncle Col, two 
years ago, about Mademoiselle Frangipane — Ta, ta,” 
and the young sinner took leave of Pen, and the club 
of the elder criminals, and sauntered into Bla<*- 
qui^re’s, an adjacent establishment, frequented by 
reprobates of his own age. 

Colchicum, Blondel, and the senior bucks had just 
been conversing about the Clavering family, whose 
appearance in London had formed the subject of 
Major Pendennis’s morning conversation with his 
valet, Mr. Blondel’s house was next to that of Sir 
Francis Clavering, in Grosvenor Place: giving very 
good dinners himself, he had remarked some activity 
in his neighbor’s kitchen. Sir Francis, indeed, had if 
new chef, who had come in more than once and 
dressed Mr. Blondel’s dinner for liim ; that gentleman 
having only a remarkably expert female artist per- 
manently engaged in his establishment, and employ- 
ing such chefs of note as happened to be free on the 
occasion of his grand banquets. They go to a devil- 
ish expense and see devilish bad company as yet, I 
hear,” Mr. Blondel said, — ‘‘ they scour the streets, by 
gad, to get^ people to dine with ’em. Champignon 
says it breaks his heart to serve up a dinner to theif 
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society. What a shame it is that those low people 
should have money at all/’ cried Mr, Blondel, whose 
grandfather had been a reputable leather-breeches 
maker, and whose father had lent money to the 
Princes. 

I wish I had fallen in with the widow myself,” 
sighed Lord Colchicum, “ astid not been laid up with 
that confounded gout at Leghorn. — I would have 
married the woman myself. — I ^m told she has six 
hundred tlyusand pounds in the Threes.” , 

“ Not quite so much a.s that, — I knew her family 
in India,” Major Pendennis said. “ 1 knew her fam- 
ily in India ; her father was an enormously rich old 
indigo-planter, — know all about her, — Clavering has 
the next estate to ours in the country. — Ha ! there ’s 
my nephew walking with ” — With mine, — the in- 
fernal young scamp,” said Lord Colchicum, glowering 
at Popjoy out of his heavy ey(*brows ; and he turned 
away from the window as Major Pendennis tapped 
upon it. 

The Major was in high good-humor. The sun was 
bright, the air brisk and invigorating. He had de- 
termined upon a visit to Lady Claveriiig on that day, 
and bethouglit him that Arthur would l)e a good com- 

• panion for the walk across the Green Park to her 

* ladyship^s door. Master Pen w'^a.s not displeased to 
accompany his illustrious relative, who pointed out 
a dozen great men in their brief transit through St. 
James’s Street, and got bows from a Duke, at a cross- 
ing, a Bishop (on a (;oh), and a Cabinet Minister with 
an umbrella. The Duke gave the elder Pendennis a 
huger of a pipe-clayed glove to shake, which the Ma- 
jor embraced with great veneration ; and all Pen’s 
blood tingled, as he found himself in actual coinmum- 
cation, as it were, with this famous man ‘(for Pen had. 
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possessioji of the Major’s left arm, whilst that gentle^ 
man’s other wing was engaged with his Grace’s right), 
and he wished all Grey^ Friars’ School, all Oxbridge 
University, all Paternoster Row and the Temple^ and 
Laura and his mother at Fairoaks, could be standing 
on each side of the street, to see the meeting between 
him and his uncle, and the most famous duke in 
Christendom. 

“ How do, Pendennis ? — fine day,” were his 
GraceJu remarkable words, and with a ^lod of his 
august head he i)assed on — in a blue frock-coat and 
8i>otless white duck trousers, in a white stock, with a 
shining buckle behind. 

Old Pendennis, wliose likeness to his Grace has 
been remarked, began to imitate him unconsciously, 
after they had parted, speaking with curt sentences, 
after the manner of the great man. We have all of 
us, no doubt, met with more than one military officer 
who has so imitated the manner of a certain Great 
Captain of the Age ; and has, perhaps, changed his 
own natural charact(‘r and disi)osition, because Fate 
had endowed liim with an aquiline nose. In like 
manner liave we not seen many another man pride 
himatdf on having a tall forehead and a supposed 
likeness to Mr. Canning? many another go through* 
life swelling with self-gratification on account of an * 
imagined resemblance (we say “ imagined,” because 
that anybody sliould Ih» reaNt/ like that most beauti- 
ful and perfect of men is impossible) to the great and 
revered (“reorge IV. : many third parties, who wore 
low necks to their dresses bt'cause they fancied that 
Ijord Hymn and themselves were similar in appear- 
ance : and lurs not the grave closed but lately upon 
poor Tom Hi(*kerstafF, who, having no more imagina- 
tion than Mr. Joseph Hume, looked in the glass and 
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fancied himself like Shakspeare ? shaved his fore- 
head so as farther to resemble the immortal bard, 
wrote tragedies incessantly, and died perfectly crazy 
— actually perished of his forehead ? These or sim- 
ilar freaks of vanity most people who have frequented 
the world must have seen m their experience. Pen 
laughed in his roguish sleeve- at the manner in which 
his uncle began to imitate the great man from whom 
they had just parted: but Mr. Pen was as vain in 
his own wa^ perhaps, as the elder gentleman, ^an^ 
strutted, with a very consequential air of his own, 
by the Major’s side. 

“ Yes, my dear boy,” said the old bachelor, as they 
sauntered through the Green Park, where many poor 
children were disporting happily, and errand boys 
were playing at toss half-penny, and black sheep 
were grazing in the sunshine, and an actor was learn- 
ing his part on a bench, and nursery maids and their 
charges sauntered here and there, and several couples 
were walking in a leisurely manner ; yes, depend on 
it, my boy j for a poor man, there is nothing like hav- 
ing good .acquaintances. Who were those men, with 
whom you saw me in the bow-window at Bays’s ? 
Two were Peers of the realm. Hobananob will be a 
Peer, as soon as his grand-uncle dies, and he has had 
his third seizure ; and of the other four, not one has 
less than his seven thousand a-year. Did you see 
that dark blue brougham, with that tremendous step- 
ping horse, waiting at the door of the club ? You ’ll 
know it again. It is Sir Hugh Trumpington’s ; he 
was never known to walk in his life ; never appears 
in the streets on foot — never : and if he is going two 
doors off, to see his mother, the old dowager (to whom 
I shall certainly introduce you, for she receives some 
of the best company in London), gad, sir, he mounts 
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his hi^fse at No. 23, and dismounts again at No. 26 a. 
He is now up-stairs, at Bays’s, playing piquet with 
Count Punter: he is the second-best player in Eng- 
land — as well he may be ; for he plays every day of 
his life, except Sundays (for Sir Hugh is an uncom- 
monly religious man), from half past three till half 
past seven, when he dresses for dinner.” 

<< A very pious manner of spending his time,” Pen 
said, laughing, and thinking that his uncle was fall- 
ing into the twaddling state. ^ 

Gad, sir, that is not the question. A man of his 
estate may employ his time as he chooses. When 
you are a baronet, a county member, with ten thou- 
sand acres of the best land in Cheshire, and such a 
place as Trumpington (though he never goes there), 
you may do as you like.” 

<< And so that was his brougham, sir, was it?” the 
nephew said, with almost a sneer. 

His brougham — 0 ay, yes ! — and that brings me 
back to my point — revenons k nos moutons. Yes, 
begad I revenons k nos moutons. Well, that broug- 
ham is mine if I choose, between four and seven. 
Just as much mine as if I jobbed it from Tilbury’s, 
begad, for thirty pound a month. Sir Hugh is the 
best-natured fellow in the world} and if it had nit 
been so fine an afternoon as it is, you and I woulfl 
have been in that brougham at this very minhte, on 
our way to Grosvenor Place. That is the benefit of 
knowing rich men ; — I dine for nothing, sir ; — I go 
into the country, and I ’m mounted for nothing. Other 
fellows keep hounds and gamekeepers for me. Sir 
VOS non vobisj as we used to say at Grey Friars, hey ? 
I ’m of the opinion of my old friend Leech, of the 
Forty -fourth ; and a devilish good shrewd fellow he 
was, as most Scotchmen are. Gad, sir, Leech used to 



mmmmB. in 

say, ‘ He was so poor that he couldn't afford to know 
a poor man.' " 

"You don’t act up to your principles, Uncle," Pen 
said, good-naturedly. 

" Up to my principles ; how, sir ? ” the Major asked, 
rtither testily. 

"You would have cut me "in Saint James’s Street, 
sir," Pen said, " were your practice not more benevo- 
lent than your theory ; you who live with dukes and 
magnates o:^ the land, and would take no notiQe of 
a poor devil like me." By which speech we may see 
that Mr. Pen was getting on in the world, and could 
flatter as well as laugh in his sleeve. 

Major Pendennis was appeased instantly, and very 
much pleased. He tapped affectionately his nephew’s 
arm on which he was leaning, and said, — " You, sir, 
you are my flesh and blood ! Efang it, sir, I ’ve been 
very proud of you and very fond of you, but for your 
confounded follies and extravagances — and wild oats, 
sir, which T hope you ’ve sown. Yes, begad ! I hope 
you’ve sown ’em; I hope you've sown ’em, begad I 
My object, Arthur, is to make a man of you — to see 
you well placed in the world, as becomes one of your 
name and my own, sir. You have got yourself a little 
reputation by your literary talents, which I am very 
T^ar from undervaluing, though in my time, begad, 
poetry end genius and that sort of thing were devilish 
disreputable. There was x>oor Byron, for instance, 
who ruined himself, and contracted the worst habits 
by living with poets and newspaper-writers, and peo- 
ple of that kind. But the times are changed now — 
there 's a run upon literature — clever fellows get into 
the best houses in town, begad ! Tempora mutantur, 
sir, and, by Jove, I suppose whatever is is right, as 
Hhakspeare says." 
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Pen did not think fit to tell his uncle who was the 
author who had made use of that remarkable phrase, 
and here descending from the Green Park, the pair 
made their way into Grosvenor Place, and to the door 
of the mansion occupied there by Sir Francis and 
Lady Clavering. 

The dining-room shutters of this handsome man- 
sion were freshly gilded; the knockers shone gor- 
geous upon the newly painted door; the balcony 
before the drawing-room bloomed with ^ portable 
garden of the most beautiful plaints, and with flowers, 
white, and pink, and scarlet; the windows of the 
upper room (the sacred chamber and dressing-room 
of my lady, doubtless), and even a pretty little case- 
ment of the third story, which keen-sighted Mr. Pen 
presumed to belong to the virgin bedroom of Miss 
Blanche Amory, were similarly adorned with floral 
ornaments, and the whole exterior face of the house 
presented the most brilliant aspect which fresh new 
paint, shining plate glass, newly cleaned bricks, and 
spotless mortar, could offer to the beholder. 

*‘How Strong must have rejoiced in organizing all 
this splendor,’’ thought Pen. He recognized the Chev- 
alier’s genius in the magnificence before him. 

“ Lady Clavering is going out for her drive,” th6 
Major said. We shall only have to leave our paste- 
boards, Arthur.” He used the word “pasteboards,” 
having heard it from some of the ingenious youth of 
the nobility about town, and as a modern phrase 
suited to Pen’s tender years. Indeed, as the two 
gentlemen reached the door, a landau drove up, a 
magnificent yellow carriage, lined with brocade or 
satin of a faint cream color, drawn by wonderful gray 
horses, with flaming ribbons, and harness blazing all 
over with crests : no less than three of these horakltc 
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emblems surmounted the coats of arms on the panels, 
and these shields contained a prodigious number of 
quarterings, betokening the antiquity and^ splendor of 
the houses of Clavering and Snell. A coachman in a 
tight silver wig surmounted the magnificent hammer- 
clotli (whereon the same arras were worked in bullion), 
and controlled the prancing grays — a young man 
still, but of a solemn countenance, with a laced waist- 
coat and buckles in his shoes — little buckles, unlike 
those which 4ohn and Jeames, the footmen, wear, ^md 
which we know are large, and spread elegantly over 
the foot. 

One of the leaves of the hall door was opened, and 
John — one of the largest of his race — was leaning 
against the door pillar, with his ambrosial hair pow- 
dered, his legs crossed ; beautiful, silk-stockinged j in 
hit hand his cane, gold-headed, dolichosklon. Jeames 
was invisible, but near at hand, waiting in the hall, 
with the gentleman who does not wear livery, and 
ready to fling down the roll of hair-cloth over which 
her ladyship was to step to her carriage. These 
things and men, the which to tell of demands time, 
are seen in the glance of a practised eye: and, in 
fact, the Major and Pen had scarcely crossed the 
|treet, when the second hattant of the door flew open ; 
the hqrse-hair carpet tumbled down the door-steps to 
those of the carriage ; John was opening it on one 
side of the emblazoned door, and Jeames on the other, 
and two ladies, attired in the highest style of fashion, 
and accompanied by a third, who carried a Blenheim 
spaniel, yelping in a light blue ribbon, came forth to 
ascend the carriage. 

Miss Amory was the first to enter, which she did 
with atu*ial lightness, and took the place whicli she 
liked best. Lady Clavering next followed, but her 
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ladyship was more mature of age and heavy of foot, 
and one of those feet, attired in a green satin boot, 
with some part of a stocking, which was very fine, 
whatever the ankle might be which it encircled, 
might be seen swaying on the carriage-step, as her 
ladyship leaned for support on^the arm of the un- 
bending Jeames, by the enraptured observer of female 
beauty who happened to be passing at the time of 
this imposing ceremonial. 

The Pendennises senior and junior ^eheld those 
charms as they came up to the door — the Major 
looking grave and courtly, and Pen somewhat abashed 
at the carriage and its owners ; for he thought of sun- 
dry little passages at Clavering, which made his 
heart beat rather quick. 

At that moment Lady Clavering, looking round, 
saw the pair — she was on the first carriage-step, and 
would have been in the vehicle in another second, 
but she gave a start backwards (which caused some 
of the powder to fly from the hair of ambrosial 
Jeames), and crying out, ‘‘Lor, if it isn’t Arthur 
Pendennis and the old Major!” jumped back to 
terra firma directly, and holding out two fat hands, 
encased in tight orange-oolored gloves, the good-na- 
tured woman warmly greeted the Major and hi% 
nephew. 

Come in both of you. — Why have n’t you been 
before ? — Get out, Blanche, and come and see your 
old friends. — 0, I’m so glad to see you. We’ve 
been waitin’ and waitin’ for you ever so long. Come 
in, luncheon ain’t gone down,” cried out this hos- 
pitable lady, squeezing Pen’s hand in both hers 
(she had dropped the Major’s after a brief wrench 
of recognition), and Blanche, casting up her eyes 
towards the chimneys, descended from the carriage 
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presently, with a timid, blushing, appealing look, 
and gave a little hand to Major Pendennis. 

The companion with the spaniel looked* about irre- 
solute, and doubting whether she should not take 
Fido his airing ; but she too turned right about face 
and entered the h^use ,after Lady Clavering, her 
daughter, and the two gentletiien. And the carriage, 
with the prancing grays, was left unoccupied, save by 
the coachman in the silver wig. 



CHAPTER XII. 

IN WHICH THE SYLPH REAPPEARS. 

BatiPER folks than Morgan, the valet, were not so 
well# instructed as that gentleman, regarding the 
amount of Lady Clavering’s ricdies; and the legend 
in London, upon her ladyship’s arrival in the polite 
metropolis, was, that her fortune was enormous. 
Indigo factories, opium clippers, banks overflowing 
with rupees, diamonds and jewels of native princes, 
and vast sums of interest paid by them for loans con- 
tracted by themselves or their predecessors to Lady 
Clavering’s father, were mentioned as sources of her 
wealth. Her account at her London banker’s was 
positively known, and the sum embraced so many 
ciphers as to create as many O’s of admiration in 
the wondering hearer. It was a known fact that an 
envoy from an Indian Prince, a Colonel Altamoiit, 
the Nawaub of Lucknow’s prime favorite, an extra- 
ordinary man, who had, it was said, embraced Ma-* 
hometanism, and undergone a thousand wild, and 
perilous adventures, was at present in this country, 
trying to negotiate with the Begum Clavering, the 
sale of the Nawaub’s celebrated nose-ring diamond, 
‘Hhe light of the Dewan.” 

Under the title of the Begum, Lady Clavering’s 
fame began to spread in London before she herself 
descended ui)on the Capital, and as it has been the 
boast of Delolme, and Blackstone, and all panegyrists 
of "'the British Constitution, that we admit into our 
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aristocracy merit of every kind, and that the lowliest- 
born man, if he but deserve it, may wear the robes of 
a peer, and sit alongside of a Cavendish or a Stanley : 
so it ought to be the boast of our good society, that 
haughty though it be, naturally jealous of its privi- 
leges, and careful who shall be admitted into its circle, 
yet, if an individual be but rich enough, all barriers 
are instantly removed, and he or she is welcomed, as 
from his wealth he merits to be. This fact shows our 
British independence and honest feeling — our higher 
orders are not such mere haughty aristocrats as the 
ignorant represent them : on the contrary, if a man 
have money they will hold out their hands to him, eat 
liis dinners, dance at his balls, marry his daughters, 
or give their own lovely girls to his sons, as affably 
as your commonest roturier would do. 

As he had superintended the arrangements of the 
country mansion, our friend, the Chevalier Strong, 
gave the benelit of his taste and advice to tlie fashion- 
able London upholsterers, who prepared the town 
houfe for the reception of the Clavering family. In 
the decoration of this elegant abode, honest Strong’s 
soul rejoiced as much as if he had l)een himself its 
proprietor. He hung and re-hung the pi(;tures, he 
•studied the positions of sofas, he had interviews with 
wiiie^merchants and purveyors who were to supply the 
new establishment ; and at the same time the Baronet’s 
factotum and confidential friend took the opportunity 
of furnishing his own chambers, and stocking his 
snug little cellar : his friends complimented him upon 
the neatness of the former ; and the select guests who 
came in to share Strong’s cutlet now found a bottle of 
excellent claret to accompany the meal. The Chevar 
lier was now, as he said, “ in clover : ” he had a very 
comfortable set of rooms in Shepherd’s Inn. He was 
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waited on by a former Spanish Legionary and comradti 
of his whom he had left at a breach of a Spanish fort, 
and found at a crossing in Tottenham Court Road, ami 
whom he had elevated to the rank of body-servant to 
himself and to the chum who, at present, shared his 
lodgings. This was no other than the favorite of the 
Nawaub of Lucknow, the valiant Colonel Altamont. 

No man was less curious, or, at any rate, more dis- 
creet, than Ned Strong, and he did not care to inquire 
into the mysterious connection which, vei^ soon after 
their first meeting at Baymouth, was established be- 
tween Sir Francis Clavering and the envoy of the 
Nawaub. The latter knew some secret regarding the 
former, which put Clavering into his power, somehow ; 
and Strong, who knew that his patron’s early life had 
been rather irregular, and that his career with his 
regiment in India had not been brilliant, supposed that 
the Colonel, who swore he knew Clavering well at 
Calcutta, had some hold upon Sir Francis, to whicli 
the latter was forced to yield. In truth, Strong had 
long understood Sir Francis Clavering’s character, as 
that of a man utterly weak in purpose, in prin- 
ciple, and intellect, a moral and physical trifler and 
poltroon. ' 

With poor Clavering, his Excellency had had one • 
or two interviews after their Baymouth meeting, the 
nature of which conversations the Baronet did not 
confide to Strong : although he sent letters to Alta- 
mont by that gentleman, who was his ambassador in 
all sorts of affairs. On one of these occasions the 
Nawaub’s envoy must have been in an exceeding 
ill-humor; for he crushed Clavering’s letter in his 
hand, and said with his own particular manner and 
emphasis : — 

A hundred be hanged. I ’ll have no more letters 
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nor no more shilly-slially. Tell Clayering I ’ll Imve a 
thousand, or by Jove I’ll split, and burst him all to 
atoms. Let him, give me a thousand and I’ll go 
abroi.d, and I give you my honor as a gentleman, I ’ll 
not ask him for no more for a year. Give him that 
message from me, Strong, my boy ; and tell him if the 
money ain’t here next Friday at 12 o’cdoek, as sure as 
my name ’s what it is, I ’ll have a paragraph in the 
newspa])er on Saturday, and next week I ’ll blow up 
the whole concern.” * 

Strong earried back these words to his princi])al, on 
whom their effect was such that actually on the day 
and hour a])pointed, the Chevalier made his appear- 
jince once more at Altaiuont’s liotel at Lay mouth, 
witli the sum of money required. Altamont was a 
g(*ntlemnn, he said, and behaved as such ; he paid his 
hill at the Tun, and the Bayinouth pai)er announced 
his departure on a foreign tour. Strong saw him em* 
bark at Dover. ^Ht must be forgery at the very 
h'ast,” he thought, ‘Hhat has ])ut Clavering into this 
fellow’s power, and the Colonel has got the bill.” 

Before the year was out, however, this haj)py coun- 
try saw the Colonel once more upon its shores. A 
rf'onfounded run on the red had finished liim, he said, 
•iit Baden Baden : no gentleman could stand against a 
color^3()ming up fourteen times. He had been obliged 
to draw upon Sir Francis Clavering for means of re*- 
turning home ; and Clavering, though j)ressed for 
money (for he had election expenses, had set up his 
establishment in the country, and was engaged in fur- 
nishing his London house), yet found means to accept 
Colonel Altamont’s bill, though evidently very much 
against his will ; for in Htrong's hearing, 8ir Francis 
wished to Heaven, with many curses, that the Colonel 
could have been locked up in a debtor’s jail in Ge^ 



180 


PENDENNI8. 


many for life, so that he might never be troubled 
agaim 

These sums for the Colonel Sir Francis was obliged 
to raise without the knowledge of his wife ; for though 
perfectly liberal, nay, sumptuous in her expenditure, 
the good lady had inherited a tolerable aptitude for 
business along with the large fortune of her father, 
Snell, and gave to her husband only such a handsome 
allowance as she thought befitted a gentleman of his 
rank. Now and again she would give htm a present, 
or pay an outstanding gambling debt ; but she always 
exacted a pretty accurate account of the moneys so 
required ; and respecting the subsidies to the Colonel, 
Clavering fairly told Strong that he could vHt speak to 
his wife. 

Part of Mr. Strong^s business in life was to procure^ 
this money and other sums, for his patron. And in 
the Chevalier’s apartments, in Shepherd’s Inn, many 
negotiations took place between gentlemen of th(‘ 
moneyed world and Sir Francis Clave ring ; and many 
valuable bank-not(is and pieet's of stamped paper were 
passed between them. When a man has been in the 
habit of getting in debt from his early youth, and of 
exchanging his promises to pay at twelve months 
against present sums of money, it would seem as il 
no piece of good fortune ever permanently beiiefited 
him: a little while after the advent of prosperity, 
the money-lender is pretty certain to be in the house 
again, and the bills with the old signature in the mar- 
ket. Clavering found it more convenient to see these 
gentry at Strong’s lodgings than at his own ; and such 
was the Chevalier’s friendship for the Baronet, that 
although he did not possess a shilling of his own, his 
name might be seen as the drawer of almost all the 
bills of exchange which 8ir Francis Clavering accepted. 
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Having drawn Clavering’s bills, he got them discounted 

in the City.” When they became due he parleyed 
with the bill-holders, and gave them instalments of 
their debt, or got time in exchange for fresh accept- 
ances. Regularly or irregularly, gentlemen must live 
somehow : and as we read how, the other day, at 
Comorn, the troops forming that garrison were gay 
and lively, acted plays, danced at balls, and consumed 
their rations ; though menaced with an assault from 
the enemy frithout the walls, and with a gallows if 
the Austrians were successful, — so there are hun- 
dreds of gallant spirits in this town, walking about 
in good spirits, dining every day in tolerable gayety 
and plenty, and going to sleep comfortably ; with a 
bailiff always more or less near, and a rope of debt 
round their necks — the which trifling inconveniences 
Ned Strong, the old soldier, bore very easily. 

Rut we shall have another opportunity of making 
acquaintance with these and some other interesting 
inhabitants of Shepherd’s Inn, and in the meanwhile 
are keeping Lady Clavering and her friends too long 
waiting on the door-steps of Grosvenor Place. 

First they went into the gorgeous dining-room, fitted 
up, Lady Clavering could n’t for goodness gracious tell 
yrhy, in the middle-aged style, ‘‘unless,” said her good- 
natured ladyship, laughing, “ because me and Claver- 
ing are middle-aged people ; ” — and here they were 
offered the copious remains of the luncheon of which 
Lady Clavering and Blanche had just partaken. When 
nobody was near, our little Syliihide, who scarcely ate 
at dinner more than the six grains of rice of Amina, 
the friend of the Ghouls in the Arabian Nights, was 
most active with her knife and fork, and consumed a 
very substantial portion of mutton cutlets : in which 
piece of hypocrisy it is believed she resembled other 
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youn^? ladies of fashion. Pen and his uncle declined 
the refection, but they admired the dining-room with 
fitting compliments, and pronounced it ^^yery chaste,” 
that being the proper phrase. There were, indeed, 
high-backed Dutch chairs of the seventeenth century ; 
tliere was a sculptured carved buffet of the sixteenth ; 
tliere was a sideboard robbed out of the carved work 
of “a church in the Low Countrifis, and a large brass 
cathedral lamp over the round oak table ; there were 
old family portraits from Wardour Street, and tapes- 
try from Fraiic(% bits of armor, double-handed swords 
and battle-ax('s made of cavton-pierre, looking-glasses, 
statuettes of saints, and Dresden china — nothing, in a 
word, could be chaster. Behind the dining-room was 
the library, fitted with busts and books all of a size, 
and wonderful easy-chairs, and solemn bronzes in the 
s(*v(Te classic style. Here it "was tliat, guarded by 
doiibhi doors, ISir F'rancis smoked cigars, and read 
“ Ihdl’s ]^if(‘ in London,” and went to sleep after din- 
ner, w’hen h(‘ was not smoking over the billiard-table 
at his (dubs, or punting at the gambling-houses in 
Saint James’s. 

But what could e(pial the chaste splendor of the 
drawing-rooms? — the carp(‘ts w'(*re so magnifieentl}; 
fluffy tliat your foot made no more noise on them thatt 
your shadow : on tlndr white ground bloomed* roses 
and tulips as l)ig as warming-pans: alxmt the room 
wen* high chairs and low chairs, bandy-legged chairs, 
(‘hairs so attennatiMi that it was a wonder any but a 
syl}»li coiild sit uimii them, marqupteri(*-tablcs (Covered 
with marv(dlou.s gimera(*ks, ehiiia ornaments of all 
ages and eountries, bronzes, gilt daggt^rs. Books of 
Beauty, yataghans, Turkish papooshes and boxes of 
Parisian bonlK)ns. Wherever you sat down there 
w(‘re Dresden .shepherds and shepherdesses 
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ient at your elbow ; there were, moreover, light blue 
poodles and ducks and cocks and hens in porcelain ; 
there were nymphs by Boucher, and shepherdesses 
by Greuze, very chaste indeed; there were muslin 
curtc'^ins and brocade curtains, gilt cages with paro- 
quets and love birds, two squealing cockatoos, each 
out“Squealing and out-chattering the other; a clock 
singing tunes on a console-table, and another boom* 
ing the hours like Great Tom, on the mantel-piece — 
there was, ift a word, everything that comfort could 
desire, and the most elegant taste devise. A London 
drawing-room, fitted up without regard to expense, is 
surely one of the noblest and most curious sights of 
the jiresent day. The Romans of the Lower Empire, 
the dear Marchionesses and Countesses of Louis XV., 
(’ould scarcely have had a finer taste than our modern 
folks exhibit ; and everybody who saw Lady Claver- 
iiig'l reception-rooms was forced to confess that they 
were most elegant; and that the prettiest rooms in 
Loudon — Lady Harley Quin’s, Lady Hanway Wan- 
dour’s, or Mrs. Hodge-Podgson’s own, the great Rail- 
road CrcBSus’ wife^ were not fitted up with a more 
consummate “chastity.” 

^ Poor Lady Clavering, meanwhile, knew little re- 
^rding these things, and had a sad want of respect 
for the splendors around her. “I only know they 
cost a precious deal of money. Major,” she said to her 
guest, “ and that I don’t advise you to try one of them 
gossamer gilt chairs : I came down on one the night 
we gave our second dinner-party. Why didn’t you 
(ome and see us before ? We ’d have asked you to 
it.” 

“You would have liked to see mamma break a 
chair, would n’t you, Mr. Pendennis ? ” dear Blanche 
said with a sneer. She was angry because Pen was 



184 


PENDENNIS. 


talkii]^ and laughing with mamma, because mamma 
' had made a number of blunders in describing the 
house — for a hundred other good reasons. 

should like to have been by to give Lady Claver- 
ing my arm if she had need of it,” Pen answered, with 
a bow and a blush. 

Quel Freux Chevalier ! ” cried the Sylphide, tossing 
up her little head. 

“ I have a fellow-feeling with those who fall, re- 
member,” Pen said. ‘‘I suffered myself very much 
from doing so once.” 

‘‘And you went home to Laura to console you,” 
said Miss Amory. Pen winced. He did not like the 
remembrance of the consolation which Laura had 
given to him, nor was he very well pleased to find 
that his rebuff in that quarter was known to the 
world : so as he had nothing to say in reply, he began 
to be immensely interested in the furniture rehnd 
about him, and to praise Lady Clavering^s taste with 
all his might. 

“ Me, don’t praise me,” said honest Lady Clavering, 
“ it 's all the upholsterer’s doings and Captain Strong’s ; 
they did it all while we was at the Park — and — and 
— Lady Rockminster has been here and says the 
salongs are very well,” said Lady Clavering, with aji 
air and tone of great deference. , 

“ My cousin Laura has been staying with her,” Pen 
said. 

“It ’s not the dowager : it is the Lady Rockminster.” 

“ Indeed ! ” cried Major Pendennis, when he heard 
this great name of fashion. “ If you have her lady- 
ship’s approval, Lady Clavering, you cannot be far 
wrong. No, no, you cannot be far wrong. Lady 
Rockminster, I should say, Arthur, is the very centre 
of the circle of fashion and taste. The rooms are 
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beautiful indeed ! and the Major^s voice hushed as 
he spoke of this great lady, and he looked round and 
surveyed the apartments awfully and respectfully, as 
if he had been at church. 

Yes, Lady Rockminster has took us up,^^ said Lady 
Clavering. 

« Taken us up, Mamma, cried Blanche, in a shrill 
voice. 

Well, taken us up, then,^’ said my lady, it ’s very 
kind of her, and I dare say we shall like it when we 
git used to n:, only at first one don’t fancy being took 

— well, taken up, at all. She is going to give our 
balls for us ; and wants to invite all our diners. But 
I won’t stand that. I will have my old friends and I 
won’t let her send all the cards out, and sit mum at 
the head of my own table. You must come to me, 
Arthur and Major — come, let me see, on the 14th. 

— It ain’t one of our grand dinners, Blanche,” she 
said, looking round at her daughter, who bit her lips 
and frowned very savagely for a sylphide. 

The Major, with a smile and a bow, said he would 
much rather come to a quiet meeting than to a grand 
dinner. He had had enough of those large entertain- 
ments, and preferred the sim^dicity of the home circle. 

• I always think a dinner ’s the best the second day,” 
^aid Lady Clavering, thinking to mend her first speech. 
" On ^he 14th we ’ll be quite a snug little party ; ” at 
which second blunder, Miss Blanche clasped her hands 
in despair, and said, ‘‘ O, Mamma, Ues incorrigir 
Major Pendennis vowed that he liked snug 
dinners of all things in the world, and confounded 
her ladyship’s impudence for daring to ask such a 
man as him to a second day’s dinner. ^Jlut he was a 
man of an economical turn of mind, and bethinking 
himself that he could throw over these peojde if any- 






tiung sliould offer, he accepted withlibe blandest 
air. M for Pen, he was not a diner-out of thirty 
jears’ standing as yet, and the idea of a fine feast in 
a fine house was still perfectly welcome to him. 

<<What was that pretty little quarrel which en- 
gaged itself between your worship and Miss Amory ? ” 
the Major asked of Pen, as they walked away to- 
gether. I thought you used to be au mieux in that 
quarter/’ 

' Used to be,” answered Pen, with a dandified air, 
^^is a vague phrase regarding a woman. ^Was and is 
are two very different terms, sir, as regards women’s 
hearts especially.” 

«Egad, they change as we do,” cried the elder. 
" When we took the Cape of Good Hope, I recollect 
there was a lady who talked of poisoning herself for 
your humble servant; and, begad, in three months, 
she ran away from her husband with somebody else. 
Don’t get yourself entangled with that Miss Amory. 
She ia forward, affected, and underbred | and her 
character is somewhat — never mind what. But don’t 
think of her ; ten thousand pounds won’t do for you. 
What, my good fellow, is ten thousand pound ? I 
would scarcely pay that girl’s milliner’s bill with the 
interest of the money.” * ^ 

You seem to be a connoisseur in millinery, Uncle,”* 
Pen said. « 

“I wiis, sir, I was,” replied the senior; <^and the 
old war-horse, you know, never hears the sound of a 
trumpet, but he begins to he, he ! — you understand,” 
— and he gave a killing though somewhat superan- 
nuated leer and bow to a carriage that passed them 
and entered t^ Park. 

^‘Lady Catherine Martingale’s carriage,” he said, 
^^mons’ous fine girls the daughters, though, gad, I 
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femembdir t&eir mother a thoufiaad times handeiHii^r. 
No, Arthur, my dear your person and et- 

pectations, you ought to malto a go^ coup in marriage 
some day oi Other; and t}|oagh I wouldn’t have this 
repeated at Eairoaks, you rogue, hai ha ! a reputation 
for a little wickedness, and for being an homme dan- 
gereux, don’t hurt a young fellow with the women. 
They lik® it, sir — they hate a ihilksop . . . young 
men must he young men, you know. But for mar- 
riage,” continued the veteran moralist, that is very 
different matter. Marry a woman with money. I ’ve 
told you before it is as easy to get a rich wife as a 
poor one ; and a doosed deal more comfortable to sit 
down to a well-cooked dinner, with your little entries 
nicely served, tjian to have nothing but a damned cold 
* leg of mutton you and your wife. We shall 

have a goodydSiWi^ on the 14th, when we dine with 
Sir Francis ^^vSiing : stick to that, my boy, in your 
relations tth the family. Cultivate ’em, but keep 
’em for dining. No more of your youthful follies and 
nonsense about love in a cottage.” 

‘‘ It must be a cottage with a double coach-house, a 
cottage of gentility, sir,” said Pen, quoting the hack- 
neyed ballad of the Devil’s Walk : but his uncle did 
•not know that poem (though, perhaps, he might be 
•leading Pen upon the very promenade in question), 
and Vent on with his philosophical remarks, very 
much pleased with the aptness of the pupil to whom 
he addressed them. Indeed Arthur Pendennis was a 
clever fellow, who took his color very readily from his 
neighbor and found the adaptation only too easy. 

Warrington, the grumbler, growled out that Pen^ 
was becoming such a puppy that soon there would be 
no bearing him. But the truth is, the young man’s 
success and dashing manners pleased his <dder com 
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